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PREFACE. 


»  ■♦ 


Inferiou  in  execution  to  those  I  have  abeadj  set  before 
the  public  will  perhaps  these  Imaginary  Canversatmis  appear; 
certaiulj  for  the  most-part  inferior  are  the  materials. 

No  sculptor  can  work  in  sandstone  so  artistically  anH 
effectively  as  in  alabaster  and  marble. 

In  the  sight  of  higher  intelligences  the  Pio-Non6s,  the 
Nicholases^  the  Louis-Philippes,  the  Louis-Napoleons,  and 
their  domestics  in  caps  and  hoods,  in  flounces  and  furbelows, 
in  ribbands  and  cordages,  in  stars  and  crosses,  are  of  mis- 
shapen and  triable  clay,  not  even  "  de  meliare  luto" 

In  the  sight  of  the  Highest  Intelligence  of  all,  the  poor 
humble  Madiai,  we  are  informed  by  unerring  authority,  are 
fax  superior  to  such  as  '^ affect  the  nod''  and  assume  the 
attributes  of  deity.  Grateful  for  the  gifts  that  have  been 
imparted  to  me,  and  for  the  few  talents,  easy  of  computation, 
which  study  and  thoughtfulness  and  industry  have  added, 
I  have  been  content  to  look  no  higher  than  the  Acropolis 
of  Athens,  and  to  carry  back  with  me,  into  the  libraries  of 
my  friends,  the  impressions  I  have  taken  from  the 
physiognomies  of  Solon  and  Pericles,  of  Phocion  and 
Epicurus ;  and  of  placing  Diogenes  and  Plato  and  Xenophon 


VIU  PREFACE. 

in  their  proper  light,  and  where  they  may  be  seen  distinctly 
and  walkt  roun£.  Pleasant  as  any  of  my  hours,  in  that  most 
delightful  of  re  310ns,  were  those  I  spent  with  Aspasia  and 
Leontion,  and  Themisto;  we  called  her  Temissa,  and  she 
preferred  the  mme. 

Homely,  very  homely,  are  the  countenances  and  figures 
of  the  Madiai.  But  they  also  have  their  heroism :  they  took 
the  same  choice  as  Hercules,  preferring  virtue  to  pleasure, 
labour  to  ease,  rectitude  to  obliquity;  patient  of  imprison- 
ment, and  worshiping  God  with  unfaltering  devotion: 
unterrified  by  the  menaces  of  death.  May  they  awaken,  if 
not  enthusiasm,  at  least  benevolence!  In  which  hope,  on 
their  behalf  and  for  their  sole  emolument,  I  edit  this  volume. 

A  great  part  of  the  prose  bears  a  reference  to  those 
persons,  and  that  system,  under  which  the  Madiai  were 
deprived  of  freedom,  of  health,  of  air,  and,  what  is  also  a 
necessary  to  life,  the  consolation  of  friendship;  their  crime 
being  the  worship  of  God  as  God  himself  commanded,  and 
not  as  man  commands. 

The  poetry,  where  it  refers  to  the  present  times,  is  what 
I  wish  the  prose  could  have  been,  mostly  panegyrical. 

W.  S.  L. 
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CORRIGENDA. 

Tbe  Tcmdrr  l<i  rvqaested  to  make  the  subjoined  corrections  with  hispt-n. 


■t . 


.•'.    t 


Hage 


-.'  " 


•f 
•t 
♦» 

It 
•» 


157. 1. 16,/or  "acquired,"  read  « accepttd." 

172,  1. 9, /or  "  factiouH,"  read  "  fkcetious." 

174. 1.  25. /or  "  institutions,'*  read  "  insUtation." 

197,  L  16.  read  "  the  guidance  o/." 

220  (M)  1.  11, /or  "banc,"  read  "  hac." 

224,  in  the  Greek, /or  "  ij  <»,''  rftwf  « ii  p«." 

265, 1. 4  from  bottom,  read  "not  tpe^/  admit  a  spondee  for  the  firiit  fu«^t; 

it  should  be,''  *  Ac. 
300. 1. 32, /or  "  Giovanni,"  read  "Glovanna." 
a04,  second  line  of  lUlian, /or  **  debole,  read  "  debile." 
325, 1.  25,  c^/ter  "  hlstoriana,"  imert  "  since  Gibbon." 
3S9, 1.3.  omti'<and." 
332, 1.  7,  inaert  comma  after  **  character." 
333, 1.  7,  read  "  1  do  not  call  epic,  a$  I  have  said  be/ore." 
336,  L  1,  read  "  Englishmen  o/our  age*' 
353, 1. 37,  read  "  each  of  us  pos8ess««.'* 
372,  xxxTiii,  read  "  In  Byron." 
375,  llv, /or  "  nerres,"  read  "  wavea." 
393,  cxli,  read  **  each  in  each  rejoice." 
2»T,  clii,  read  "the  dying  on  the  dead." 
406;  1.  28.  **  Bitter  are,'*  &c,  should  stand  as  another  poem. 
431,  ccrii,  read  **  whose  hand  can  hurV* 
446,L6,rea(f"ftca<ft." 

476, 1. 2,  dele  butt  <uid  insert  a  semicolon  instead. 
497, 1.  16,/or  '*  Santa  Ann;'  read  "  SantarAnna." 


*  Yet  here,  in  SU  verse*,  nine  begin  with  it. 
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LAST  FEUIT  OFF  AN  OLD   TREE. 


TIZIANO  VECELLI  AND  LUIGI  COENAEO. 

»  ■ 

COBNABa 

Mint  are  the  years,  Tiziano,  since  we  were  youths  together 
bere  m  Venice;  and  I  believe  that  at  the  present  hour  we  are 
iKariy  the  oldest  of  its  inhabitants.  You  indeed  are  some- 
what the  younger  of  the  two ;  not  much ;  altho  the  pre- 
sent autumn  is  about  the  fiftieth  since  the  truest  juages 
gave  you  the  preference  over  Giovanni  Bellini;  and  after  that 
time  you  surpassed  even  greater  competitors.  Your  age  hath 
br  OQtstript  your  youtL 

TIZIAKO. 

Ah,  Don  Luigi !   even  on  the  verge  of  fourscore  the  ear 

Cs  not  deaf  to  flattery.     I  am  charmed  by  your  remem- 
!e  and  your  praises. 

OOBNABO. 

What !  after  those  of  kings  and  emperors  p 

TOJAXO. 

I  am  far,  very  far,  from  indifferent  to  those  commendations 
•which  have  been  bestowed  on  me  by  the  masters  of  mankind, 
I  ^  happen  in  our  times  to  be  endowed  with  better  judgement, 

rng  the  higher  Arts,  than  the  noblest  of  their  subjects. 
-  name  which  adorns  the  annals  of  our  republic,  a 
Oornaro,  may^  without  ingratitude  toward  them,  be  quite  as 
^iome. 
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CORNARO. 

The  emperor  Charles  is  more  generous  to  artists  than 
sovrans,  altho  he  had  the  magnanimity  to  admire  in  a  rival 
great  a  man  as  himself.  But  preeminently  shone  his  magi 
nimity,  when  he  loaded  with  jewelry  and  chains  and  crosses 
gold  the  artist  who  had  depicted  the  prostration  of  Austr 
in  the  memorable  field  of  Cadore,  This  I  firmly  believe  to 
the  greatest  work  that  Italian  art  ever  achieved. 

TIZIANO. 

Of  mine  it  certainly  is  the  greatest. 

OORNARO. 

Yet  how  wonderful  is  the  Saint  Peter  Martyr  I  In  be 
pictures  you  have  proved  yourself  the  best  adapter  of  exteri 
nature  to  human  and  superhuman  action.  The  majestic  tre< 
at  the  stroke  of  your  pencil,  rise  up  worthy  to  shade  t 
angels  in  their  walks  on  earth.  Many  of  your  subjects  w( 
the  productions  of  your  hand  after  the  meridian  of  life. 

TIZlAirO. 

Long  after.  My  fancy  flies  often  from  our  sea-girt  city 
my  native  hills  of  Cadore,  and  over  the  intermediate  pk 
and  vineyards  and  olive-plots  and  chesnut-groves  and  fores 
and  inhales  the  sharp  sunniness  of  the  Alpine  air  :  it  invigora 
me  a&esh. 

OORlTARa 

Yes,  Tiziano !  Age  never  droops  into  decrepitude  wl 
Fancy  stands  at  his  side.  To  how  many  have  you  given 
existence  for  centuries !  For  centuries,  did  I  say  ?  I  shoi 
have  said  for  ever.  Successions  of  engravers  will  fix  up 
imperishable  metal  the  lineaments  you  have  deemed  wort 
of  preservation.  Canvas  may  decay,  colours  may  fade;  I 
these  artists,  animated  by  your  genius,  will  follow  one  anotl 
thro  the  darkest  ages.    These  are  the  officers  of  your  househo 

Cunorea,  Titai  lampada  tradunt. 

The  time  will  come,  perhaps  within  a  few  centuries,  when  i 
chief  glory  of  a  Venetian  noble  will  be  the  possession  of 
ancestor  by  the  hand  of  Tiziano. 
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TIZIANO. 

Tou  greatly  overvalue  me.  There  are  many  in  our  city 
who  deserve  to  partake  in  these  eulogies;  and  many  others 
who  followed  my  steps,  and  have  preceded  me  to  the  tomb. 

COBNARO. 

It  belongs  to  a  generous  mind  to  be  well  pleased  with  its 
likeness  in  its  inferiors :  you  can  bear  it  even  in  a  rival :  you 
waft  away  your  own  praises,  and  often  point  toward  Urbino. 

TIZIANO. 

Urbino  is  richer  than  Tyre  and  Sidon  ever  were :  Urbino  is 
more  glorified  than  Troy  and  Eome.  There  is  only  one  to 
whom  the  Virgin  hath  confided  her  Infant :  one  only  to  whom 
the  Infant  hath  manifested  his  mother :  he  leans  on  her 
bosom ;  but  she  hath  not  all  his  love.  Nearer  to  us,  while 
we  are  conversing  on  this  favorite  of  heaven,  on  this  purifier 
of  the  human  heart,  on  this  inspirer  of  the  most  tender  and 
most  true  religion,  is  Antonio  AJlegri  of  Correggio,  Angels 
play  with  his  pencil;  and  he  catches  them  by  the  wing  and 
will  not  let  tnem  go.  What  a  canopy  hath  he  raised  to 
himself  in  the  Dome  at  Parma  !  The  highest  of  the  departed 
and  of  the  immortal  are  guardians  of  his  sepulcher:  he 
deserved  it, 

CORNARO. 

And  deserves  he  little,  deserves  he  less,  who  raiseth  his  fellow 
men,  lower  by  nature,  to  almost  the  same  elevation  P  Can  the 
Venetian  Senate  ever  be  extinct  wliile  it  beholds  the  eflBgies  of 
those  brave,  intdligent,  and  virtuous  men,  whom  you  have 
placed  in  their  ancestral  palaces  ?  There  they  are  seated,  or 
there  they  stand,  according  to  your  disposal  and  ordinance, 
the  only  sovran,  the  only  instructed,  the  only  true  nobility  in 
Europe.  When  I  have  been  contemplating  the  gravity  and 
grandor  of  their  countenances,  and  meet  afterward  a  German 
or  Frenchman,  I  acknowledge  the  genus,  but  doubt  the 
apedes :  I  perceive  that  I  have  left  the  master,  and  recognise 
tne  groom  or  lackey. 

TIZIAHO. 

Glorious  is  indeed  our  Italy ;  and  worthy  is  especially  our 
Venice,  of  her  wide  dominion,  her  long  existence,  her  imperish- 
able  renown. 


6  THE  LilST  FKUIT  OFF  AN  OLD  TEEE. 

COBITABO. 

The  wisdom  and  the  valour  which  have  raised  her  to  this 
eminence^  above  all  the  nations  of  the  world,  are  best  comme- 
morated by  you.  We  have  industrious  and  faithful  historians; 
but  History  is  not  always  a  safeguard  against  ingratitude  and 
neglect.  M^ow  let  the  most  negligent,  let  the  most  ungrate- 
ful, walk  in  our  salleries,  and  his  eyes  will  open  a  passage  to 
his  heart.    Thanks  to  Tiziano  1 

TXZIANO. 

Peace  I  peace  I  too  generous  Don  Luigi  I  I  have  scarcely 
done  justice  to  several  of  our  senators. 

CORNABO. 

You  have  added  fresh  nobility  to  the  noblest  of  them,  fresh 
beauty  to  the  most  beautiful  of  their  wives  and  daughters. 

TIZIAVO. 

Let  me  confess  it  frankly :  I  myself  do  experience  no  sUght 
pleasure  in  looking  at  them.  You  smile,  jDon  Luigi.  Do 
you  fancy  I  am  liable  to  be  led  back  into  temptation? 

COBKABO. 

Temptations,  whether  of  insane  ambition,  or  any  lighter,  if 
lighter  there  be  any,  are  unlikely  to  draw  us  two  astray,  so 
near  the  grave  as  we  are.  Monumental  brass  will  shine  for 
ages  over  yours ;  mine  will  be  just  as  appropriate  imder  the 
hospitable  turf  of  Padua.  I  do  not  wonder  that  at  this  season 
of  life  you  retrace  your  first  steps  toward  the  images  you  have 
animated.  Our  Creator,  when  he  visited  for  the  last  time  the 
Paradise  he  had  planted,  went  not  thither  at  mid-day,  but  in 
the  cool  of  evening.  Manifest  once  more  to  the  beautiful 
pair  formed  by  Him  after  His  own  image,  moved  He,  the 
Uncreated,  casting  no  shadow. 


LEOirOSA.  m  SSTE  AlfD  FATHSIt  FAKIOASOLA. 


LEONOBA  DI  ESTE  AND  FATHER  PANIGAaOLA. 


LBOSrORA. 

Ton  haye  then  seen  him,  father  P  Have  you  been  able,  you 
who  console  so  manj,  jou  who  console  eyen  me,  to  comfort 
poor  Torqnato  ? 

PAVKIABOLA. 

Ibdonna !  the  ears  of  the  unhappy  man  are  quickened  by 
his  soUtude  and  his  sorrow.  He  seemed  aware,  or  suspicious 
at  least,  that  somebody  was  listening  at  his  prison-door ;  and 
the  cell  is  so  narrow  that  eyery  sound  in  it  is  audible  to  those 
who  stand  outside. 

LIOirOBA. 

He  might  haye  whispered. 

PAHIOAaOLA. 

It  would  haye  been  most  imprudent. 

UKnroRA. 
Said  he  nothing  ?  not  a  word  P  .  .  to  proye  .  •  to  proye 
that  he  had  not  lost  his  memory;  his  memory?  of  what  ?  of 
reading  his  yerses  to  me,  and  of  my  listening  to  them. 
Imcrezia  listened  to  them  as  attentiyely  as  I  did,  until  she 
obeeryed  his  waiting  for  my  applause  first.  When  she 
applauded,  he  bowed  so  gracefully :  when  I  applauded,  he 
cmly  held  down  his  head.  I  was  not  angry  at  the  difference. 
But  tell  me,  good  father  I  tell  me,  pray,  whether  he  gave  no 
rim  of  sorrow  at  hearing  how  soon  I  am  to  leaye  the  world. 
Did  you  forget  to  mention  it  ?  or  did  you  fear  to  pain  him  ? 

PANIGABOLA. 

I  mentioned  it  plainly,  fully. 

LIONORA. 

And  was  he,  was  gentle  Torquato,  yery  sorry? 

FAinOAROLA. 

Be  less  anxious.     He  bore  it  like  a  Christian.     He  said 
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deliberately^  but  he  trembled  and  sighed^  as  Christians  should 
sigh  and  tremble,  that,  altho  he  grieved  at  your  illness,  yet 
that  to  write  either  in  verse  or  prose,  on  such  a  visitation  of 
Providence,  was  repugnant  to  his  nature.* 

LXONOIU. 

He  said  so  ?  could  he  say  it  ?  But  I  thought  you  told  me 
he  feared  a  listener.  Perhaps  too  he  feared  to  awaken  in  me 
the  sentiments  he  once  excited.  However  it  may  be,  already 
I  feel  the  chilliness  of  the  grave :  his  words  breathe  it  over 
me.  I  would  have  entreated  him  to  forget  me;  but  to  be 
forgotten  before  I  had  entreated  it  I  •  .  0  father,  father  1 

FANIQABOUL 

Human  vanity  stil  is  lingering  on  the  precincts  of  the  tomb. 
Is  it  criminal,  is  it  censurable  in  him,  to  anticipate  your 
wishes? 

LEOirORA. 

Knowing  the  certainty  and  the  nearness  of  my  departure, 
he  might  at  least  have  told  me  thro  you  that  he  lamented  to 
lose  me. 

PANIOAROUL 

Is  there  no  voice  within  your  heart  that  clearly  tells  you  so  ? 

LEONORA. 

That  voice  is  too  indistinct,  too  troubled  with  the  throbbings 
round  about  it.  We  women  want  sometimes  to  hear  what  we 
know ;  we  die  unless  we  hear  what  we  doubt. 

FANIGABOLA. 

Madonna!  this  is  too  passionate  for  the  hour.  But  the 
tears  you  are  shedding  are  a  proof  of  your  compunction.  May 
the  virgin,  and  the  Saints  around  her  throne,  accept  and 
ratify  it. 

LEONORA. 

Father  1  what  were  you  saying  ?  What  were  you  asking  me  ? 
Whether  no  voice  whispered  to  me,  assured  me  ?    I  know  not. 

*  Mr.  Milman,  in  his  Life  of  TcuiO,  misinterprets  the  expression.  OenU 
and  tn^femo  do  not  always  signify  geniut.  His  words  are  "  a  certain  iecrd 
repugntmoe  of  hit  genvMp  but  Tasso  meant  temper  or  ditposiJtion,  Ingenium 
has  the  same  meaning  in  latin.  Milton  was  not  thinking  about  his  geoius 
when  he  wrote 

**  Cnteraque  ingeMO  non  subeunda  meo.*' 


.X. 
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I  am  weaiy  of  thinking.  He  must  love  ine.  It  is  not  in  thei 
nature  of  such  men  ever  to  cease  from  loving.  Was  genius 
ever  ungrateful  ?  Mere  talents  are  dry  leaves,  tost  up  and 
down  by  gusts  of  passion,  and  scattered  and  swept  away ;  but 
Genius  lies  on  the  oosom  of  Memory,  and  Gratituae  at  her  feet, 

PAiaOABOLA. 

Be  composed,  be  calm,  be  resigned  to  the  will  of  Heaven, 
be  ready  for  that  joume/s  end  where  the  happier  who  have 
gone  before,  and  the  enduring  who  soon  must  follow,  will  meet. 

LEONORA. 

I  am  prepared  to  depart;  for  I  have  struggled  (God  knows) 
to  surmount  what  is  insurmountable ;  and  the  wings  of  Angels 
will  sustain  and  raise  me,  seeing  my  descent  toward  earth  too 
rapid,  too  unresisted,  and  too  prone.  Pray,  father,  for  my 
deJiverance :  pray  also  for  poor  Torquato's :  do  not  separate 
us  in  your  prayers.  0 !  could  he  leave  his  prison  as  surely 
and  as  speedily  as  I  shall  mine !  it  would  not  be  more  thank- 
fully. 0 1  that  bars  of  iron  were  as  fragile  as  bars  of  clay! 
0 !  that  princes  were  as  merciful  as  Death  1  But  tell  him, 
tell  Torquato  .  •  go  again ;  entreat,  persuade,  command  him, 
to  forget  me. 

PANIOAROLA. 

Alas !  even  the  command,  even  the  command  from  you  and 
from  above,  might  not  avail  perhaps.    You  smile.  Madonna  1 

LIOirOBA. 

I  die  happy. 


ADMIRAL  BLAKE  AND  HUMPHREY  BLAKE. 

— ♦ — 

BLAKS. 

HuMPHBET !  it  hath  pleased  God,  upon  this  day,  to  vouch- 
safe unto  the  English  arms  a  signal  victory.  Brother!  it 
Sieves  my  heart  that  neither  of  us  can  rejoice  in  it  as  we 
ould  do.  Evening  is  closing  on  the  waters :  our  crews  are 
tetuming  thanks  and  offering  up  prayers  to  the  Almiehty. 
Alas !  alas !  that  we,  who  ought  to  be  the  most  grateful  for 
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his  protection,  and  for  the  spirit  he  hath  breathed  into  om 
eople,  should  be  the  only  men  in  this  vast  armament  whom 
e  nath  sorelj  chastened  1  that  we  of  all  others  should  !)• 
ashamed  to  approach  the  throne  of  grace  among  our  country- 
men and  conmidesi  There  are  those  who  accuse  jou^  and 
they  are  brave  and  honest  men . .  there  are  those,  0  Humphrey  I 
Humphrey!  .  .  was  the  sound  ever  heard  in  our  fathers 
house  ?  .  .  who  accuse  you,  brother  1  brother  I  •  •  how  can  I 
ever  find  utterance  for  the  word  ?  • .  yea,  of  cowardice. 
Stand  off:  I  want  no  help :  let  me  be. 

HUlfPHRET. 

To-day,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  was  in  the  midst  of 
many  ships  of  superior  force  firing  upon  mine,  at  once  and 
incessantly. 

The  very  position  where  most  intrepidity  was  required.  Were 
none  with  you  ?  were  none  in  the  same  danger  P  Shame ! 
Shame !  You  owed  many  an  example,  and  you  defrauded 
them  of  it.  They  could  not  gain  promotion,  the  poor  sea- 
men! they  could  not  hope  for  glory  in  the  wide  world: 
example  they  might  have  hoped  for.  You  would  not  have 
robbed  them  of  their  prize-money  . . 

UUMFHRKT. 

Brother !  was  ever  act  of  dishonesty  imputed  to  a  Blake  ? 

BLAKB. 

.  .  Until  now.  You  have  robbed  them  even  of  the  chance 
they  had  of  winning  it :  you  have  robbed  them  of  the  pride, 
the  just  and  chastened  pride,  awaiting  them  at  home:  you 
have  robbed  their  children  of  their  richest  inheritance,  a  father's 
good  repute. 

UUMFUKXT. 

Despite  of  calumniators,  there  are  worthy  men  ready  to  speak 
in  my  favour,  at  least  in  extenuation  .  • 

vlamMb 

I  will  hear  them,  as  becomes  me,  altho  I  myself  am  cognizant 

of  your  default ;  for  during  the  conflict  how  anxiously,  as  often 

as  I  could,  did  I  look  toward  your  frigate !    Especial  care  could 

not  be  fairly  taken  that  aid  at  the  trying  moment  should  be  at 


! 
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lumd :  other  vessels  were  no  less  exposed  than  yonrs ;  and  it 
was  mj  datj  to  avoid  all  partiality  in  giving  mj  support. 


Grievons  as  my  short-coming  may  be,  surely  I  am  not 
precluded  from  what  benefit  the  testimony  of  my  friends  may 
afford  me. 

BUJDS. 

Friends  .  .  ah  thou  hast  many,  Humphrey !  and  many  hast 
thou  well  deserved.  In  youth,  in  boyhood,  in  childhood,  thy 
honied  temper  brought  ever  warm  friends  about  thee.  Easiness 
of  disposition  conciliates  bad  and  good  alike:  it  draws  affections 
to  it,  and  relaxes  enmities :  but  that  same  easiness  renders  us, 
too  often,  negligent  of  our  graver  duties.  God  knows,  I  may 
without  the  same  excuse  (if  it  is  any)  be  impeached  of  negligence 
in  many  of  mine;  but  never  where  the  honour  or  safety  of  my 
country  was  concerned.  Wherefor  the  Almighty's  hand,  in 
tiik  last  battle,  as  in  others  no  less  prosperous,  hath  conducted 
and  sustained  me. 

Humphrey  I  did  thy  heart  wax  faint  within  thee  thro  want 
of  confidence  in  our  sole  Deliverer  P 


Truly  I  have  no  such  plea. 

BLAKE. 

It  were  none ;  it  were  an  aggravation. 

HT7MFHRET. 

I  confess  I  am  quite  unable  to  offer  any  adequate  defence 
for  my  backwardness,  my  misconduct.  Oh  I  could  the  hour 
return,  the  battle  rage  again.  How  many  things  are  worse 
than  death  1  how  few  things  better!  I  am  twelve  years 
younger  than  you  are,  brother,  and  want  your  experience. 


Is  that  your  only  want?  Deplorable  is  it  to  know,  as  now 
I  know,  that  you  will  never  have  it,  and  that  you  will  have 
a  country  which  you  can  never  serve. 

RTTMFHBir. 

Deplorable  it  is  indeed.    God  help  me ! 
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BLA.KE. 

Worse  evil  soon  may  follow ;  worse  to  me,  remembering  thy 
childhood.  Merciful  Father!  after  all  the  blood  that  hath 
been  shed  this  day,  must  I  devote  a  brother's  ? 

BUMPHBET. 

0  Robert !  always  compassionate,  always  kind  and  generous ! 
do  not  inflict  on  yourseK  so  lasting  a  cdamity,  so  unavailing 
a  regret  1 

liisten ! .  .  not  to  me  .  .  but  listen.  I  hear  under  your  bow 
the  sound  of  oars.  I  hear  them  drawn  into  boats :  verily  do  I 
believe  that  several  of  the  captains  are  come  to  intercede  for 
me,  as  they  said  they  would  do. 

BLAKE. 

Intercession  is  vain.  Honorable  men  shall  judge  you.  A 
man  to  be  honorable  must  be  strictly  just,  at  the  least.  Will 
brave  men  spare  you  ?  It  lies  with  them.  Whatever  be  their 
sentence,  my  duty  is  (God  give  me  strength !)  to  execute  it. 

Gentlemen !  who  sent  for  yoii  ?  [Officers  come  aboard, 

SENIOR  OFFICER. 

General !  we,  the  captains  of  your  fleet,  come  before  you 
upon  the  most  painful  of  duties. 

BLAKE  {to  himself). 

1  said  so :  his  doom  is  sealed.  (To  Senior  Officer.)  Speak, 
sir !  speak  out,  I  say.  A  man  who  hath  fought  so  bravely  as 
you  have  fought  to-day  ought  never  to  hesitate  and  falter. 

SENIOR  OFFICER. 

General !  we  grieve  to  say  that  Captain  Humphrey  Blake, 
commanding  a  frigate  in  the  service  of  the  Commonwealth^  is 
accused  of  remissness  in  his  duty. 

BLAKE. 

I  know  it.  Where  is  the  accuser  ?  What  1  no  answer  from 
any  of  you?  Then  I  am  he.  Captain  Humphrey  Blake  is 
here  impleaded  of  neglecting  to  perform  his  uttermost  in  the 
seizure  or  destruction  of  the  enemy's  galloons.  Is  the  crime . . 
write  it,  write  it  down  .  .  no  need  to  speak  it  here  .  .  capital? 
Negligence  P  no  worse  P  but  worse  can  there  be  P 


s 
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BBKIOB  OFFICER* 

We  would  humbly  represent .  . 

BLAKE. 

Eepresentations^  if  made  at  all^  must  be  made  elsewhere^ 
He  goes  forthwith  to  England.  Eetum  each  of  you  to  his 
vessel.  DeUnquency,  grave  delinquency,  there  hath  been,  of 
what  nature  and  to  what  extent,  you  must  decide.  Take  him 
away.  {Alone.)  Just  God!  am  I  the  guilty  man,  that  I 
should  drink  to  the  very  dregs  such  a  cup  of  bitterness  ? 

Forgive,  forgive,  0  Lord !  the  sinful  cry  of  thy  servant  I 
Thy  wul  be  done  I  Thou  hast  shown  thy  power  this  day,  O 
Lord  1  now  show,  and  make  me  worthy  of,  thy  mercy  I 

Various  and  arduous  as  were  Blake's  duties,  such  on  all  occasions 
were  his  circumspection  and  discretion,  that  no  fault  could  be  detected 
or  invented  in  him.  His  victories  were  won  against  all  calculation 
but  his  own.  Becollecting,  however  late,  his  services ;  recoUecting 
that  in  private  Ufe,  in  political,  in  military,  his  purity  was  ever  the 
same ;  England  will  place  Eobert  Blake  the  foremost  and  the  highest 
of  her  defenders.  He  was  the  archetype  of  her  Nelsons,  Colling- 
woods,  and  Pellews.  Of  all  the  men  that  ever  bore  a  sword,  none 
was  worthier  of  that  awful  trust. 


I 


; 


LOUIS  PHILIPPE  AND  M.  GUIZOT. 


LOUIS  FHILIPFB. 

Congratulate  me,  M.  Guizot,  on  the  complete  success  of 
our  enterprise  in  Spain.     The  Infanta  is  ours. 

Grave  as  you  ordinarily  are,  M.  Guizot,  it  appears  to  me 
that  you  are  graver  than  usual.  A  formal  bow  from  you  is 
surely  but  little  on  so  grand  an  acquisition.  Perhaps  I  ought 
to  have  congratulated  you,  instead  of  asking  for  your  con- 

Etulations,  since  it  was  mainly  by  your  dexterity  that  the 
iness,  in  despite  of  impediments,  was  accompHshed. 

OUMOT. 

Sire !  it  is  much,  very  much  indeed,  to  have  merited  your 
Majesty's  approbation. 

LOUIS  PmLIFPS. 

Well, then,  if  such  are  your  sentiments,  and  you  always 
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have  acted  so  that  I  must  believe  they  are^  why  this  reticence? 
why  this  solemnity  of  countenance  and  gravity  of  manner? 
Diplomatists  have  always  something  in  reserve,  even  from 
their  best  friends;  what  is  that,  may  I  venture  to  inquire, 
which  you  have  now,  ever  since  your  enterance,  been  holding 
back  from  yours  ? 

OUIZOT. 

Sire,  there  is  nothing  I  can  hold  back  at  present. 

LOUIS  pmuppx. 
Tou  have  rendered  an  inestimable  service  to  my  family;  and 
the  money  you  have  disbursed  among  the  needy  ministers  and 
military  gamesters  in  Spain,  secured  the  marriage  of  mj  soi^ 
and  secures  their  adherence  to  my  ulterior  interests. 

OUIZOT. 

The  most  high-minded  of  nations,  as  Spain  was  two 
centuries  ago,  is  become  the  most  mercenary.  I  paid  the 
gentlemen  for  their  performance  with  no  greater  reluctance 
tiian  I  would  have  paid  dustmen  or  nightmen.  But,  denying 
to  the  English  minister  what  I  did  deny,  in  regard  to  the 
marriage  of  the  Duke  and  the  Infanta,  1  prevaricated  most 
grossly. 

LOUS  PHILIFPI. 

No,  no,  my  dear  M.  Guizot,  not  most  grossly;  quite  the 
contrary ;  say  rather,  if  the  awkward  word,  prevaricate,  will 
obtrude  itself,  say  rather,  most  adroitly,  most  diplomatically. 

OUIZOT.  • 

Tor  such  an  action  in  private  life,  were  it  possible  I  could 
have  committed  it^  I  should  be  utterly  and  forever  excluded 
&om  society. 

LOUIB  PmiJPPI. 

Excluded  from  society  ?  what  society  ?  the  society  of  myself, 
of  my  queen^  of  my  sons,  of  my  dignitaries  in  church  and 
state? 

OUIZOT. 

I  did  not  mention  the  dignitaries,  or  allude  to  them,  or 
think  of  them,  but  the  society  of  the  manly,  the  disinterested^ 
the  lover  of  straitforwardness  and  truth. 

L0UI8  PHILIPPE. 

Be  tranquil,  be  considerate;  reflect  a  little.  Ministers  under 
arbitrary  monarchs  may  seldom  stand  quite  upright,  but  they 
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ire  sabject  to  no  inflaences  which  make  them  shuffle,  as  those 
under  constitutioiial  Idngs  must  do  occasionally.*  England 
oonUins  a  greater  nunioer  of  honest  men  than  all  the 
OQotinents  put  together.  Count  me  now,  if  you  can,  three 
honest  prime  ministers  in  her  records  of  three  hundred  years. 
Honesty  in  France  puts  on  a  demUaison  quite  early,  but  soon 
finds  it  too  cold  for  wear :  Neckar  was  a  strictly  viituous  man, 
dear-sighted  and  industrious:  Boland  was  the  purest  and 
oompletest  type  of  virtue,  not  in  France  only,  but  in  the 
unireise;  his  wife,  who  assisted  him  in  his  arduous  labours,  is 
justly  a  partaker  of  his  glory.  You  yourself  have  not  cleaner 
ban  Js  nor  sounder  judgment,  nor  purer  style  than  hers.  And 
what  was  the  fate  of  all  three  P  to  oe  depreciated  and  derided. 
Now  let  us  go  back  to  the  old  monarchy.  Bichelieu  and 
Uazarine  could  do  their  business  without  the  necessilnr  of 
oormpting.  He  who  can  hang,  imprison,  and  torture,  is  aoove 
the  baseness  of  a  canvas,  purse  in  hand.  Sichelieu  and 
Mazarine,  when  France  contained  less  than  half  her  present 
population,  expended  each  on  his  own  account  above  twenty 
mibions  of  francs,  and  left  to  his  heirs  about  as  much. 
Despotic  kings  find  men  already  corrupted,  constitutional 
must  endure  the  trouble  and  the  obloquy  of  making  them  so. 

*  Aeeording  to  the  general  nm  of  opinions  expressed  the  other  night 
in  Ike  House  of  CommoiiB,  on  the  disgraceful  dockyard  affidr,  the  parties 
inpliaeted  hsre  been  guil^  of  **  indiBcretkm." 

It  may  be  useful  therefor  to  the  public  to  understand  what  it  is  that 
passes  for  mere  indiscretion,  according  to  the  judgement  of  that  very 
lumorable  body,  the  Lower  House  of  Parliament. 

The  evidence  given  before  the  Committee  on  Dockyard  Appointments, 
on  the  very  first  day  of  its  sitting,  will  throw  some  light  on  this  subject 

Mr.  Stafford  im  proved  to  have  denied  the  existence  of  a  letter  which  he 
ii  froved  to  have  talked  about,  and  which  is  proved  to  have  been  in  the 
hands  of  one  of  the  parties  in  the  room  while  he,  Mr.  Stafford,  was  dis- 
eosBuig  the  contents  of  it  Mr.  Stafford  is  also  proved  to  have  cancelled  a 
Mmute  of  the  Board  of  Admiralty,  without  the  consent  of  the  Board. 
And  be  is  also  proved  to  have  asserted  that  he  had  the  aathority  of  the 
Board  to  do  so. 

These  are  smong  Mr.  Stafford's  "indiBcretions.** 

The  Duke  of  Northumberland  is  proved  to  have  asserted  that  he  never 
had  heard  of  or  seen  a  letter  which  is  proved  to  have  been  put  into  his  own 
hands,  and  the  purport  of  it  expired  to  him.  This  is,  we  suppose,  only 
a  ducal  ''indisereUon." 

Kee  me«8  hie  sermo  est,  but  every  word  is  copied  from  the  most  popular 
flf  our  watan,  xemarkable  for  wit,  wisdom,  temper,  and  impartiality. 
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Never,  my  good  M.  Guizot,  was  the  proverb  ''strainii 
gnats  and  swallowing  of  camels  '*  so  well  exemplified.  U 
you  had  reverted  to  my  own  family  affairs,  I  should  al 
from  reminding  you  about  Piscatory  and  Rougeaux  at  At 
By  whose  advice  was  it  that  the  adventurer  Rougeaux 
fumisht  with  dollars  to  enlist  electors,  and  to  pur 
pistols,  ready  against  their  adversaries  ?  By  whose  advic 
Otho  forswear  the  constitution  he  had  solemnly  sworr 
At  whose  instigation  was  Kalergis  banisht.  Church  di\ 
of  his  conmiand,  and  Lyons  received  at  court  contemptuc 

GUIZOT. 

By  your  Majest/s. 

LOUIB  PHILIPPE. 

Sir,  kings  do  not  advise,  do  not  instigate ;  they  comm 

OUIZOT.  • 

Your  Majesty  is  (if  I  offend  not  likewise  in  this  expres 
the  most  able  and  successful  of  administrators. 

LOUIS  phuipps. 
And  something  of  the  logician.     Really  I  see  no  1 
reason  for  your  uneasiness  about  the  share  you  have  tak 
the  matrimonial  arrangements  at  Madrid,  than  about 
equally  delicate  at  Monte- Video.     The  English  were  nc 
dexterously  circumvented  by  you  there  than  here. 

OUIZOT. 

I  never  forfeited  my  word  in  that  quarter. 

LOUIS  PHILIPPE. 

If  we  elude,  delude,  deceive,  over-reach  (T  am  ready  to 
any  one  of  these  synonomes  from  your  book),  what  ma 
when  done,  whether  it  be  oral  or  written  ?  Brew 
promise  is  an  expression  at  all  times  in  general  use; 
inconsiderately.  In  fact  on  these  occasions  we  kings  d 
break  our  promises ;  we  only  cut  adroitly  the  corks  we  i 
swim  upon,  and  tie  them  loosely ;  neglecting  which  proce 
should  never  keep  our  heads  above  water  and  strike 
You  are  going  to  England  :  go  by  all  means.  There  yo 
see  the  most  honorable  men  at  the  helm  of  government 
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lerer  thought  their  worn  words  worth  keeping  any  more  than 
dieir  worn  cloaths.  I  refer  to  no  one  party ;  all  are  alike  in 
(his.  Men  who  would  scorn  to  cheat  to  the  amount  of  a 
Uvre  at  the  whist-table,  cheat  to  the  amount  of  millions  at  the 
leaker's. 

I  OUIZOT. 

Is  there  never  an  account  to  be  rendered  P 

LOUIB  PHniFFB. 

Many  believe  there  is ;  aU  act  as  if  there  is  none. 

OUIZOT. 

Surely  a  sense  of  glory  must  actuate  some  among  a  people 
80  thoughtful,  so  far-sighted,  so  desirous  of  self-esteem,  of 
cordial  acceptance  at  home  and  abroad,  of  reputation  in  life 
lad  after. 

LOUIB  FHILIFPB. 

Holy  Scripture  hath  said  we  are  worms;  there  can  be  no 
offence  in  classing  them.  Historians,  like  those  in  the  rich 
and  unctuous  soil  of  churchyards,  feed  upon  the  dead; 
courtiers  and  ministers  of  state,  in  England  as  elsewhere,  are 
tape-worms  that  feed  within  Uve  bodies,  and  are  too  slender 
and  slippery  (to  say  no  worse  of  them)  for  your  fingers  to 
take  hold  of;  one  species  draws  its  sustenance  from  corruption 
in  the  grave,  another  from  corruption  on  this  side  of  it.  Phi- 
losopher, as  I  was  educated  to  be,  I  begin  to  lean  toward  the 
pri^hood,  and  to  think  their  cookery  of  us  the  more  palatable. 
We,  like  tunnies,  are  kept  best  under  salt  and  oil ;  we  are 
pickled  at  top  and  bottom,  at  birth  and  death,  and  are  con- 
signed to  the  wholesale  dealer,  residing  at  Rome.  We  must 
all  bend  a  little  for  the  benefit  of  our  families  and  our  country. 
Was  not  I  myself  exposed  to  the  censure  of  the  inconsiderate 
on  the  Duke  of  Bourbon's  death  P  I  did  not  hang  him ;  I  did 
not  hire  another  to  do  it.  The  mistress  he  found  in  the  streets 
of  Brighton  came  into  the  possession  of  much  wealth  and  rich 
jewelry  at  his  decease.  Wliat  portion  of  them  she  presented  to 
me  and  to  the  queen,  you  know  pretty  well,  and  the  gratitude 
we  showed  toward  her,  inviting  her  to  a  family  dinner-party, 
and  seating  her  at  table  by  the  side  of  royalty.  If  we  can  do 
these  things  for  France  and  the  children  of  France,  what  may 
not  those  do  who  have  only  the  skirts  of  our  dignity  to  sup- 
port P     And  what,  M.  Guizot,  was  your  f^t,  your  oversight  ? 
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OUIZOT. 

Neither,  sire,  neither ;  but  crime,  great  crime :  worse  than 
simple  falsehood ;  there  was  a  falsehood  covered  over  by  a 
frauds  and  again  a  fraud  by  a  falsehood,  and  borne  with  s 
stealthy  step  into  the  church. 

IX>UIB  PBILIFFB. 

The  church  gave  its  blessing ;  so  let  that  pass.  Take  my 
word  for  it,  M.  Guizot,  if  you  went  to  London  this  afternoon^ 
you  would  be  visited  tomorrow-morning  by  the  identical 
honest  men,  ministers  of  state  and  subordinates,  whose 
censure  you  apprehend.  I  know  them  perfectly.  They 
would  be  courteous  and  conciliating  to  you,  and  ashamed  and 
afraid  of  showing  to  the  people  that  they  ever  had  been  duped 
and  over-reached.  Beside,  they  know,  as  well  as  you  and  I, 
that  they  dare  not  go  to  war  with  me  whatever  I  do ;  fof  I 
have  six  or  seven  well-disciplined  soldiers  for  their  one 
undisciplined :  I  can  have  two  experienced  gunners  afloat  in  a 
fortnight  against  their  one  in  a  month,  scattered  as  their  navy 
is,  where  it  can  act  to  no  purpose ;  for  the  constitution  of 
Portugal  is  worm-eaten  already,  and  two  inert  bodies,  with 
cumbrous  and  costly  crowns,  weigh  heavily  and  intolerably  on 
the  people.  England  is  titularly  a  kingdom  :  some  have  gone 
80  far  in  their  folly  or  their  adulation  as  to  call  it  a  monarchy. 
The  main  element  is  properly  the  opposite  of  this.  I  should 
rather  have  said  was  than  is;  for  the  Reform-bill  was  only  a 
lasso  by  which  the  broken  caught  the  unbroken.  Instead  of 
close  boroughs,  England  has  now  close  families,  which  eleet^ 
not  indeed  to  the  parliament,  but  to  the  cabinet.  She  hai 
neither  a  democracy  nor  an  aristocracy;  she  is  subject  to  an 
oligarchy.  This  oligarchy,  which  knows  little  else,  knowa 
perfectly  well  the  pacific  and  economical  spirit  of  the  people; 
so  that,  after  providing  amply  for  their  families  by  filling  all 
military  and  colonial  offices  with  them,  they  disband  all  that  is 
efficient.  They  let  the  com  rot  in  the  ground,  content  if  it 
serve  as  a  prop  to  honeysuckles.  Knowing  the  wretched 
state  into  wluch  both  their  army  and  navy  had  fedlen,  and  the 
disinclination  and  incompetency  of  the  oligarchy  to  correct 
any  abuses,  or  to  supply  any  deficiencies  in  either,  it  was  a 
favorite  scheme  with  M.  Thiers  to  strike  somewhere,  any- 
where, an  irritating  blow  against  them.  He  chose  the  South 
Sea.    The  English  spirit  would  rise  against  the  injustice  aA 
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indignitj;  but  the  manufacturers  and  tradespeople  in  general 
would  exclaim  against  a  war  for  a  matter  so  trifling  and 
remote. 

OUIXOT. 

England  never  was  so  rich  and  prosperous  as  at  present. 

LOtm  PHILXFPa. 

Ihw:  nor  was  Tyre  Hue  hour  before  she  was  in  ruins. 
Engbnd  at  no  time  was  so  little  inclined  and  so  little  prepared 
for  wir.    With  difficulty  can  she  keep  Ireland  in  subjection. 

onoEoc 
She  has  no  such  wish.  Jesuits  and  other  incendiaries  keep 
op  ancient  animosities,  rdigion  against  religion,  race  against 
race.  Hereditary  bondmen  !  such  is  the  key-note  I  aye  indeed, 
and  not  only  the  key-note,  but  the  burden  of  the  song.  These 
hereditary  bondmen  enjoy  exemption  from  impositions  which 
«e^  httEtvily  on  the  other  subjects  of  the  empire.  What  they 
suffer  in  reanty  is  from  the  rapacity  and  exactions  of  landlords 
and  middlemen.  No  people  is  taxt  so  lightly;  no  people 
leans  so  heavily  on  its  neighbour.  As^tance  is  given 
mirdactantly,  and  received  ungratefully. 

T\aesj  who  &re  best  are  often  the  most  insurrectionary  and 
rebellious.  High  feed  and  none  produce  the  same  effect. 
Ireland  sends  a  pressing  invitation  to  invaders,  not  particular 
about  precedency. 

It  would  be  imprudent  to  trust  so  fickle  a  people,  and 
ungenerous*    •    .    . 

LOUS  PHnJFPB. 

Generoiit^  is  to  be  found  in  no  index  to  any  work  on  polity : 
it  is  only  to  be  lookt  for  in  the  last  pages  of  a  noveL 

QUISOIL 

The  English  showed  it  largely  in  their  last  campaign. 


hOfjtB  fhujppi. 
Tbe  En j^iish  have  virtue ;  we  have  honor. 


08 
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0X7IZ0T. 

Sire,  I  am  unable  to  perceive  the  difference,  excepting  that 
honour  is  only  a  part,  or  rather  a  particle  of  virtue. 

LOUD  PHILIFFE. 

There  are  questions  which  it  is  better  to  investigate  but 
superficially.  We  know  sufficiently  that  the  beautiful  colours 
on  moths  and  butterflies  are  feathers :  we  need  not  pluck 
them ;  if  we  do,  we  are  in  danger  of  annihilating  the  insect's 
vitality.  These  feathers  are  not  only  its  ornament,  but  its 
strength :  his  honour  is  to  a  Frenchman  what  his  hair  was  to 
Sampson. 

GUIZOT. 

But  Sampson  did  not  live  to  be  quite  bald.  Tahiti,  and  other 
ilands  in  the  Pacific,  had  been  civilised  by  the  English,  who 
constantly  protected  them. 

LOUIB  PHILIPPE. 

But  never  having  killed  or  drilled  the  population,  never 
having  imposed  tax  or  tribute,  protection  is  illegitimate. 

omzoT. 

Sire,  the  invasion  and  seizure  of  that  land  is  both  unjust  and 
useless. 

L0X7IS  PHILIPPE. 

Not  useless,  if  it  had  led  to  war  against  an  enemy  which 
was  never  so  Ul  prepared. 

OUIZOT. 

But  your  Majesty  has  more  than  once  declared  to  me  your 
determination  to  remain  at  peace  with  all  neighbouring  states, 
and  especially  with  England:  you  have  protested  it,  both  in 
person  and  by  letter  to  Queen  Victoria. 

LOUIB  PHUJPPE. 

The  French  army  is  restless  for  action,  the  French  people 
for  changes.  It  is  against  changes,  against  innovations  and 
reforms,  that  I  am  resolute.  War  is  mischievous,  war  is 
dangerous,  and  possibly  disastrous,  but  carries  with  it  no 
disaster  which  may  overturn  my  dynasty,  as  might  eventually 
be  apprehended  from  reform.  You  and  many  others  have 
often  praised  my  foresight.    I  am  circumspect ;  I  am  mode- 
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Tate ;  but  the  wants  of  the  soldiery  and  of  the  people  must  be 

listened  to,   must  be  supplied.     I  march  not   against  the 

dements ;  I  strike  not  at  the  iron  gauntlet  of  Winter ;  but  I 

point  toward  sunny  seas  and  coral  grottoes  and  umbrageous 

arbours^  where  every  Frenchman  may  domesticate  with  his 

Calypso.     It  may  be  long,  it  may  be  a  century,  before  we 

conquer  the  kingdom  of  Morocco:   Spain  is  not  yet  ours 

completely. 

onizoT. 

Sire,  it  appears  to  me  that,  within  half  that  period,  TVance  may 
again  be  called  upon  to  defend  the  remainder  of  her  territory. 
Russia  is  mistress  of  Sweden,  of  Norway,  of  Germany,  of 
Denmark.  She  moves  at  will  the  armies  of  all  these  nations. 
All  united  could  not  conquer  united  France.  And  France 
will  be  united  under  a  mild  government  and  moderate  taxes^ 
feeling  the  benefits  of  commerce,  and  assured  that  speculation 
is  not  always  a  mirage.  The  taxes,  I  think,  might  be  dimi- 
nisht  a  fiifth.  At  least  a  third  of  the  civil  functionaries 
might  go  into  retirement,  and  two-thirds  of  the  army. 

LOUIS  PmUFPE. 

I  believe  so.  But  the  Parisians  must  be  dazzled  bv  glory 
to  divert  their  attention  from  dty-fed  chimeras ;  and  the  sol- 
diery must  be  attracted  by  those  treasures  which  lie  before 
them  on  the  surface,  and  within  their  grasp.  Tradesmen  are 
not  always  such  good  politicians  as  you  are,  M.  Guizot.  The 
English  minister  of  the  colonies  will,  however,  keep  you  in 
countenance  where  you  fear  the  accusation  of  duplicity.  He 
has  promised  to  the  Cape  and  to  Australia  a  constitution 
founded  on  the  representative  system.  Instead  of  the  consti- 
tution he  sent  over  to  the  Cape  a  cargo  of  convicts,  and 
he  demands  in  Australia  fourfold  as  much  for  land  as  its  value 
is  in  America.  If  America,  seventy-five  years  ago,  threw  off 
alliance  to  a  government  which  oppressed  her  slightly,  and 
with  little  insult,  what  may  be  expected  from  the  indignation 
of  these  colonists  bound  by  no  ties  of  consanguinity  or  of 
du^  ?  Differences,  and  more  than  differences,  will  spring  up 
andf  aocomulate  between  the  governors  and  the  governed; 
meanwhile  the  barbarous  natives  will  make  forays,  carrying  off 
the  anns  entrusted  to  them,  and  the  cattle  of  all  parties. 
There  are  several  regiments  of  Caffres  and  Fingoes,  enow  to 
excite  and  to  discipline  all  the  tribes  for  a  thousand  miles 
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round.  Australia  is  remoter.  She  may,  however,  be  mora 
easily  kept  under  subjection,  and  continue  to  support  procon- 
tulships  and  qusestorships,  governors  and  bishops,  under  the 
patronage  of  the  oligarchy. 

OX7IZ0T. 

They  conquered  Algiers  for  us :  they  will  not  conquer,  but 
they  will  devastate  the  country,  and  alienate  the  affections  of 
their  colonists.  They  may  not  be  ours,  perhaps ;  they  cer- 
tainly will  not  be  England's*  The  nation  ere  long  will  refuse 
to  supply  so  vast  an  expenditure  as  they  demand.  It  is  better 
that  England  should  suffer  by  her  own  folly  than  by  ours. 
The  English  I  should  not  fear  singly;  but  there  is  really 
cause  for  apprehension  that  she  may  be  aided  by  another  sreat 
naval  power,  which,  by  necessity,  must  increase.  We  have 
taken  possession  of  the  Marquesas.  America,  mistress  of 
Oregon  and  California,  heiress  of  India  and  China,  will  permit 
no  such  obstruction.  She  has  found  but  little  inconvenience 
in  the  English  possessing  Canada;  she  would  never  let  the 
French  recover  it.  Interest,  on  many  accounts,  prompts  her 
to  an  alliance  with  England.  After  her  war  for  independence, 
a  pamphlet  was  written  by  Governor  Fownall  recommending  a 
confederacy  of  America,  England,  Sweden,  Norway,  and  Den- 
mark. Happily  for  us  and  for  Bussia  it  was  much  too  wise  to 
be  adopted,  even  if  the  writer  had  been  a  member  of  parliament 
and  of  the  aristocracy.  I  would  lay  any  wager  that  no  English 
minister,  whig  or  to^,  possesses  a  copy.  Tliis  I  know;  the 
representations  of  Baffles,  incomparably  the  best  and  most 
practical  of  their  later  politicians,  were  found  unopened  on  the 
accession  of  the  present  administration.  England  is  rich;  she 
can  afford  such  negligence* 

LOUS  PHILIFPB. 

She  grasps  much,  but  always  lets  drop  again  what  is  best 
worth  holding.  She  took  possession  of  Cattaro;  and  Lord 
Castlereagh,  the  most  illiterate  and  ignorant  minister,  excepting 
Farrinelli,  that  ever  ruled  an  European  nation,  delivered  it  up, 
in  1814,  to  the  Austrians.  To  England  it  would  have  be^ 
worth  greatly  more  than  the  Seven  Ues  and  Gibraltar;  (ot 
behind  and  on  every  side  of  it  are  inexhaustible  forests  ol 
ancient  oaks,  and  other  timber-trees,  in  a  sufficiency  to  keq)  up 
her  navy  at  a  moderate  expenditure  for  many  centuries.    Why 
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repeat  it  ?  I  have  already  said  they  are  inexhaustible.  She 
has  loft  not  only  the  most  commodious  and  the  most  de£encL- 
Ue  harbour  in  Europe^  but  incalculable  advantages  of  trade, 
with  Bosnia^  Servia,  and  all  the  populations  on  the  Save;, 
Dixve,  and  Danube.  Her  neglect  or  ignorance  of  this  advan- 
tage has  made  the  sluggish  Austria  both  active  and  commer- 
euil,  and  has  raised  the  hovels  oi  Trieste  over  the  palaces  of 
Venice  and  VieniUL  If  ever  France  has  another  war  with  her 
(tod  with  what  neighbouring  state  can  France  continue  much 
kmger  at  peace  P)  our  first  and  most  important  conquest  is 
Gi^to).  it  ensures  to  us  Turkey ;  it  replenishes  the  arsenal 
of  Toulon ;  it  keeps  in  agitation  Corfu,  Zante,  Gephalonisy 
Greece.  I  would  rather  have  Cattaro  than  the  boundary  of 
flieBhine. 

OUIZOT. 

We  want  oommeroe  more  than  territory. 

LOUIS  fhujpps. 
Therefor  we  want  Cattaro  more  than  Luxembourg.     The 
Parisians^  in  one  quarter  or  other,  must  be  dazzled  by  glory  to 
divert  tiiem  from  chimeras. 

OUIZOT. 

That  glory  which  rests  on  blood  is  insecure. 

LOUn  FHIUFFS. 

Oar  peo]^  have  never  shown  a  predilection  for  security,  and 
are  so  uneasy  as  when  they  are  sitting  stilL 


OUIZOT. 

Bather  would  I  see  them  with  Belial  than  with  Moloch ; 
but  surely  there  is  a  path  between  the  two  temples. 

LOUB  FHILIPPI. 

How  different  are  you  from  M.  Thiers ! 

cruiaoT. 
Often  hath  your  Majesty  been  graciously  pleased  to  com- 
nend  me,  but  never  to  praise  me  so  highly  as  now. 

LOUIS  PHILIPFK 

Thiers  is  in  the  condition  of  a  man  who  struts  about  in  a 
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new  suit  of  clothes^  yet  forgets  to  change  his  shirt  or  wash  his 
hands.  Yet^  so  fond  are  the  English  of  any  continental  clever- 
nesS;  that^  after  all  his  falsehoods  and  malignity  and  aims  at 
war  against  them^  were  he  to  land  at  Dover,  a  dozen  coronets 
would  be  ready  on  the  beach  to  catch  him  up.  You  scorn 
him  with  much  civility.  Indeed  he  is  a  knave,  to  say  the 
least,  and  so  are  all  men  in  some  degree,  as  soon  as  they  enter 
the  cabinet.  No  one  walks  quite  upright  when  he  mounts  an 
eminence.  He  meets  with  obstacles  he  must  bend  to  ere  he 
removes  them. 

M.  Thiers  has  made  a  fine  fortune;  not  entirely  by  his 
newspaper  or  his  history ;  a  little  perhaps  by  his  portfoUo. 
Some  acquire  more  by  sweeping  up  the  straw  and  litter  than 
others  by  threshing  out  the  grain.  Opposition  in  politics  did 
not  alienate  one  of  you  from  the  other,  for  it  was  only  occa- 
sionally that  you  were  opposite :  but  similarity  of  pursuits, 
which  bring  other  hunters  into  fellowship,  keep  asunder  the 
himters  in  the  fields  of  hterature. 

OUIZOT. 

Sire,  nobody  ever  heard  me  speak  disrespectfully  of 
M.  Thiers  as  a  literary  man. 

LOUIB  FHILIPPS. 

You  shall  hear  me  then,  who  must  be  dispassionate  in  that 
quarter.  I  find  in  him  no  accuracy  of  research,  no  depth  of 
reflection,  no  energy  of  expression,  no  grace  of  style  :  I  do  find 
much  direct  falsehood,  and  more  indirect  misrepresentation. 
He  might,  and  certainly  did,  consult  the  best  authorities  on 
our  battles,  especially  tne  naval.  Instead  of  citing  or  follow- 
ing them,  he  lies  up  to  the  Moniteur,  or,  as  Yoltaire  would 
have  said,  the  Lives  of  the  Saints  I  Never  repeat  this  obser- 
vation of  mine  to  M.  de  Chateaubriand  or  to  M.  de  Montalem- 
bert,  altho  the  former  would  smile,  remembering  his  offer  to 
a  bookseller  of  a  work  against,  when  the  bookseller  told  him 
his  customers  were  beginning  to  look  Romeward,  and  entreated 
him  to  write  for ;  he  did  so,  and  the  Genius  of  CAristianity 
slipt  five  thousand  francs  into  his  pocket. 

At  present  we  will  not  renew  our  discourse  on  peace  and 
war :  there  is  another  object  close  before  us,  centralization. 
This  was  equally  the  aim  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth  and  of 
Napoleon.    I  begin  to  find  a  reminiscence  of  its  importance 
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in  my  own  person.  Of  what  service  are  the  best  teeth,  if  the 
lower  and  upper  do  not  act  together  and  closely  ?  Mine,  as 
yon  see,  are  decentralized,  disorganized,  demoralized,  insubor- 
dinate, and  insurgent.  They,  like  my  people,  want  a  little  of 
gold  wire  to  unite,  and  a  little  of  the  same  metal  to  stop  them. 
Thirty  years  of  peace  ought  to  have  rendered  the  nation  rich 
and  prosperous. 

OUIZOT. 

And  so  indeed  it  might  have  done,  sire,  had  the  army  been 
diminished. 

L0X71B  FHILIPPX. 

This  would  have  been  imprudent.  I  have  always  had  enemies 
on  the  watch  against  me,  both  within  and  without. 

OUIZOT. 

Any  aggression  would  have  raised  the  coimtry,  and  the 
invader  would  have  fled  as  before  the  armies  of  Pichegru  and 
Dmnourier,  in  which  your  Majesty  bore  so  conspicuous  a  part. 

LOUIS  FHILIPFS. 

The  Bhine  would  have  been  French  again ;  but  many  of  my 
adherents  had  probably  been  detacht  from  me. 

OUIZOT. 

More,  and  honester,  and  firmer,  had  been  conciliated. 

LOUIS  FEQUFPB. 

I  can  ill  afford  to  be  a  conqueror  of  exhausted  countries. 
Money  is  requisite  at  home.  I  rule  by  the  judicious  distribu- 
tion of  innomerable  offices.  Every  family  in  France  has  a  near 
relative  in  one  or  other  of  them ;  so  that  every  family  has  an 
interest  in  the  continuance  of  my  government. 

OUIZOT. 

These  are  quiet :  the  more  restless  are  the  more  dangerous. 
The  man  in  want  will  seize  by  the  throat  the  man  who  has 
plenty.  One  wolf  tears  in  pieces  many  sheep;  and  the 
idler  who  wants  a  dinner  will  rush  upon  the  idler  who  sleeps 
after  it.  Already  there  are  indications  of  discontent.  Piles  of 
offices  attract  the  notice  of  the  starving.  Our  countrymen  are 
always  ready  to  warm  their  hands  at  a  conflagration,  tho  many 
are  thrust  too  forward  and  perish.   Example  and  experience  are 
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without  weight  to  them.  Division  of  property,  useful  to 
oiilitary  despotism  which  feeds  upon  fall-grown  youth,  bound 
and  carted  off  to  battle,  as  calves  to  market,  hath  in  the  third 
generation  so  broken  up  agriculture  that  fsurmers  are  paupers. 
Clerks  look  down  on  them ;  they  scowl  at  clerks;  I  dread  the 
unflqual  conflict  of  the  pen  and  mattock. 

LOUIB  FHILEPFB. 

I  am  able  to  keep  down  the  insurgent  and  refractory. 

OUIZOT. 

Sire,  you  may  keep  the  people  down  for  a  while;  but  upon 
a  blown  bladder  there  is  no  fim  footing. 

LOUIB  FHIIJFFB. 

Surely  you  are  somewhat  nervous  this  morning,  M.  Guizot. 

GUIZOT. 

Perhaps  in  the  apprehension  of  being  more  so,  before  long. 
What  exhausts  the  wealth,  may  exhaust  the  patience  of  a 
people. 

LOUIB  FHILIFFB. 

This  is  an  observation  in  the  form  of  advice;  and  such 
advice,  M.  Guizot,  I  did  not  at  the  moment  ask  of  you.  I 
would  by  no  means  occupy  more  of  your  valuable  time  at 
present. 

OUIZOT  {alone), 

Boyally  spoken  !  legitimate  Bourbon !  Will  France  always 
respect  such  royalty,  such  legitimacy  ?  Craft  is  insufficient : 
he  must  either  be  more  cruel  or  more  economical.  With  half 
his  wisdom  he  might  rule  more  wisely.  He  never  looks  aside 
from  the  Tuileries,  or  beyond  his  family.  There  is  another 
and  a  wider  circle :  it  has  blood  and  flames  for  its  boundaiy, 
and  that  boundary  is  undiscernably  and  incalculably  far  on. 
Philippe  carries  in  his  hand  the  fruit  of  contention :  anotha, 
yet  bitterer,  is  about  to  drop  from  the  stem ;  he  will  find  it  of 
mortal  taste.  I'o-day  he  is  at  the  Tuileries :  to-morrow  may 
decide  whether  he  wiU  be  here  the  day  after. 
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M.  THIEBS  AND  M.  LAMARTINK 


You  look  somewhat  shy  at  me,  M.  Lamartine^  now  you  are 

in  power,  and  I  am  out. 

LAMABmra. 

M.  Thiers  I  we  neither  of  us  ever  were  out  of  power  since 
we  came  to  years  of  discretion,  if  indeed  the  poet  and  the 
public  man  may  be  said  at  any  time  of  their  lives  to  have 
come  to  them :  for  in  poetry,  imagination  leads  us  astray ;  in 
poUtics,  ambition. 

TmSBS. 

I  never  was  ambitious. 

lahabuns. 

I  always  was.  The  love  of  fame,  in  other  words,  of  appro- 
bation, drew  me  forward  not  unwillingly.  Beflection  comes 
down  to  us  in  the  deep  recesses  where  imagination  rests,  and 
bigher  and  more  substantial  forms  rise  around  us  and  come 
Dealer.  The  mind,  after  wandering  in  distant  and  in  unknown 
iq[i(m8,  returns  home  at  last  and  reposes  on  the  bosom  of  our 
eoontiy.  H^  agitations  render  her  only  the  more  inviting 
and  the  dearer  to  us.  We  love  her  in  her  tranquillity,  we 
adore  her  in  her  pangs.  I  do  not  rejoice,  nor  do  I  repent, 
that  the  voice  of  the  people  has  called  me  to  the  station  I 
iU)w  hold. 

THISBS. 

It  is  an  elevated  and  a  glorious,  but  it  is  also  an  uncertain 
and  a  dangerous  one ;  take  my  word  for  it. 

lAMABTIirX. 

Pardon  my  frankness :  I  would  rather  take  your  word  than 
jour  example. 

THI1B8. 

My  example  in  what  ? 

LhMAxmnL 

May  I  without  offence  to  you  speak  my  mind  at  large  ? 

THIBII8. 

Speak  it  unreservedly,  as  becomes  a  republican  in  all  his 
'teshness. 
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LAMARTINS. 

First  then,  I  should  be  sorry  to  grow  rich  among  Um) 
spoliations  of  my  country.  Secondly,  I  scorn  to  countenanci 
the  passion  of  the  vulgar,  and  more  especially  in  their  mad- 
ness for  war. 

THIBR8. 

We  must  put  method  into  this  madness.  Be  sure,  M. 
Lamartine,  that  no  earthly  power  can  withhold  for  a  twelve- 
month an  agitated  army  of  three  hundred  thousand  men, 
smarting  under  past  disgraces !  We  must,  whether  we  wiU  or 
no,  send  forty  thousand  from  Algiers  to  Trieste,  and  sevenij 
thousand  from  our  southern  departments  to  the  Gulphs  d 
Genoa  and  Spezzia.  I  am  a  moderate  man :  I  would  leave 
the  duchy  of  Austria  to  its  ancient  duke ;  Bohemia  to  whom* 
soever  the  nation  may  elect  as  king.  Hungary  was  alread] 
free  and  independent  from  the  moment  that  Metternich  ii 
the  phrenzy  of  his  dotage  consented  to  accept  the  interventioi 
of  Bussia.  She  rises  both  against  the  hun^y  and  wolfisl 
pack  of  Russia,  and  the  somnolent  and  swinish  herd  that  rubi 
her  into  intolerable  soreness  from  overgorged  Vienna.  What 
soever  was  once  Poland  must  be  Poland  again.  She  mus 
extend  from  the  Baltic  to  the  Black  Sea;  from  Dantzic  ii 
Odessa,  and  inclusive.  Anything  short  of  this  wiU  only  caus 
fresh  struggles.  Men  can  never  be  quiet  in  the  cramp :  the; 
will  cry  out  and  kick  until  the  paroxysm  is  over, 

LAMARTINS. 

I  am  afraid  you  are  too  precipitate. 

THIEBS. 

There  are  many  good  men  who  are  afraid  of  hearing,  c 
even  of  thinking,  the  truth.  They  may  lie  in  a  ditch  wit 
their  hats  over  their  faces,  nevertheless  the  light  will  come  i 
upon  them  somewhere. 

LAMABimX. 

Probably  the  king  of  Sardinia  will  demand  our  aid  again 

Austria,  and  insist  on  the  evacuation  of  Modena  and  Pamu 

we  may  then,  with  policy  and  justice,  interfere.     Why  do  yc 

smile? 

thurs. 

I  was  thinking  at  the  moment  that  some  laurels  grow  be 
on  loose  soil,  M.  Lamartine,  but  neither  that  laurel  whi( 
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}  the  warrior,  nor  that  oak  which  crowns  the  saviour  of 
m.  It  is  our  duty  not  to  wait  for  danger,  but  to  meet 
to  parley  with  insolent  and  stupid  despots,  but  to  bind 
land  and  foot  with  their  own  indigenous  plants. 

LAMABTINB. 

I  yet,  M.  Thiers,  you  are  a  royalist ! 

THIEBS. 

ny  man  a  royalist  when  he  knows  he  can  be  greater  ? 
other  means  of  serving  my  country  or  (let  me  speak  it 
v)  myself.  Kings  have  worn  down  their  high-heeled 
by  their  incessant  strut  and  swagger.  People  would 
ave  laughed  at  them  if  they  had  merely  told  common 
id  practised  only  ordinary  deceptions.  But  when  the 
of-hand  emptied  every  man's  pocket,  the  whole  crowd 
e  vociferous;  up  flew  the  benches,  and  the  conjuror  took 
J  heels.  At  first  we  were  tickled,  at  last  we  were 
.ted. 

LAMARTINE. 

t  quite  into  dust,  nor  into  mud,  but  only  into  a  state,  I 
in  which,  with  some  new  combinations,  we  may  attain 
r  solidity  and  consistencv.  Democracy  is  always  the 
of  kings.  Ashes,  which  in  themselves  are  sterile, 
:e  the  land  they  are  cast  on. 

THIEBS. 

a  remind  me  of  what  happened  in  England  at  the  com- 
ment of  our  first  revolution.  The  beautiful  Duchess  de 
e  was  solicited  too  amorously  by-  the  Prince  of  Wales. 
'^  replied  she^  "  it  is  princes  Hie  you  who  make  demo- 
'  He  never  forgave  her :  indeed  he  never  pardoned  any 
e,  especially  when  it  came  from  the  intelligent  and  the 
•us. 

LAMABTIKB. 

ving  lived  all  his  life  among  cheats  and  swindlers,  he 
probably  have  received  with  courtesy  and  amity  Louis 
ipe;  and  having  broken  his  word  until  there  was  not 
;h  of  it  to  be  broken  again,  and  having  deceived  his 
3  until  there  was  no  friend  to  deceive,  perhaps  he  would 
naturalized  the  good  Protestant  Guizot,  ana  have  given 
,  seat  in  the  cabinet.    At  the  present  day  there  is  a 
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Guizbt  administration  in  England.  The  same  reckless  ex- 
penditure^ the  same  dea&ess  to  the  popular  reclamations,  the 
same  stupid,  self-suffident,  subservient,  and  secure,  majority 
in  parliament.  It  is  well  for  England  that  in  the  mok 
vulnerable  and  unquiet  part  of  her  dominions  there  is  a  chief 
magistrate  of  consummate  wisdom,  temperate*  and  firm, 
energetic  and  humane.  Such  a  functionary  is  sadlj  wanted 
to  preside  over  the  counsels  of  Great  Britain. 


He  is  best  where  he  is.  The  English  are  so  accustomed  to 
a  shufi9ing  trot  that  they  would  grow  impatient  at  a  steddf 
amble.  They  think  the  roadster  must  be  wanting  in  spirit 
and  action,  imless  they  see  plenty  of  froth  upon  the  bit. 


NICHOLAS^  FREDERICK-WILLIAM,  NESSELBODE 


KICH0LA8. 

Welcome  to  Warsaw,  my  dear  brother.  {PreBenU  Nessel- 
BODE.)  Count  Nesselrode  is  already  known  to  your  Majesty.  He 
admires  your  military  prowess,  your  politicid  and  theological 
knowledge ;  and  appreciates  the  latter  qualities  so  highly,  that 
he  declares  you  are  the  greatest  professor  in  Germany. 

XnBBSKLBODS  (<UMb). 

These  emperors  seo  no  point  in  anything  but  the  sword ! 

NICHOLAS  (atide). 

He  bows  and  mummrs  his  assent. 

FREDBHIOK-WILLZAX. 

I  feel  infinitely  bound  by  the  favorable  opinion  of  your 
Imperial  Majesfy,  and  can  never  be  indifferent  to  the  approba- 
tion of  so  wise  a  gentleman  as  Count  Nesselrode. 

HIB8ELB0DB  (mtide). 

If  either  of  them  should  discover  that  I  intended  a  wittidsiDi 
I  am  a  lost  man.    Siberia  fireeies  mercury. 
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IflCHOLAB. 

A]^roech  ns.  Count !  you  never  were  intended  for  a  comer. 
Let  small  princes  stand  behind  our  chairs :  let  every  man  take 
his  doe  position.  Qrooms  may  keep  their  distance ;  but  the 
sapports  of  a  throne  must  be  at  hand.  My  brother,  you 
have  acted  well  and  wisely  in  following  my  advice  and  indi- 
cations :  so  long  as  the  German  princes  played  at  constitutions 
with  their  people,  no  durable  quiet  was  to  be  expected  for  us. 
We  permitted  you  to  call  out  an  army,  ostensibly  to  resist  the 
menaces  of  Austria,  and  you  very  dutifully  disbanded  it  at  our 
signal.     We  thank  you. 

FBXDKBICK-WILLIAIL 

The  thanks  of  your  Imperial  Majesty  are  greatly  more  than 
a  sufficient  compensation  for  what  the  turbulent  call  a  loss  of 
dignity  and  independence. 

mCHOLAS. 

Independence !  I  am  surprised  that  a  crowned  head  should 
echo  that  hateful  word.  Independence !  we  are  all  dependent; 
but  emperors  and  kings  are  dependent  on  God  alone.  We  are 
the  high  and  pointed  rods  that  carry  down  the  lightning  into 
the  earth,  rendering  it  innoxious. 

raiDKBIOK-WILUAlL 

I  am  confident  I  may  rely  on  your  Majesty,  in  case  of  any 
insurrection  or  disturbance. 

mOHOLAB. 

The  confidence  is  not  nnsplaced.  At  present  there  is  no 
such  danger.  We  invited  the  President  of  France  to  suppress 
the  insurgents  at  Some,  the  Socialists  and  Republicans  in 
France.  This  has  rendered  him  hateful  in  his  own  countiy 
and  in  Italy,  where  the  priesthood,  ever  selfish  and  ungrateful, 
calls  aloud  for  the  Austrian  to  supplant  hnn.  This  insures  to 
you  the  Bhenine  provinces  for  several  years. 

rBBDEBIOK-WILLIAX. 

Surely  your  Majesty  would  establish  my  &mily  in  the  per- 
petual possession  of  them  ? 

HIOHOLAB. 

Alas !  my  brother  1  what  on  earth  is  perpetual  ?  NesseLrode ! 
you  who  see  further  and  more  clearly  than  any  other  man  on 
earth,  tdl  us  what  is  your  opinion. 
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KESSSLBODK. 

Sire,  in  this  matter  there  are  clouds  above  us  which  obstruct 
the  clearest  sight.  Providence,  no  less  in  its  beneficence  than 
in  its  wisdom,  hides  from  us  the  far  future.  Conjecture  can 
help  us  but  a  little  way  onward,  and  we  often  slip  back  when 
we  oelieve  we  are  near  the  summit. 

FREDEBICK-WILLLLM  (iO  hinudf), 

I  like  this  man;  he  talks  piously  and  wisely.  (2bN£SS£LB0DE.) 
Be  pleased,  Sir  Count,  to  give  us  your  frank  opinion  upon  a 
subject  very  interesting  to  me  personally.  Do  you  foresee  the 
time  when  what  was  apportioned  to  my  family  by  the  Holy 
Alliance,  will  be  taken  away  from  us  ? 

NESSELRODB. 

Sire !  I  do  not  foresee  the  time.      , 

FREDERICK- WILLIAM  {iO  hinueHf). 

He  will  speak  diplomatically  and  ambiguously.  {To 
Nesselrode.)  Do  you  believe  I  shall  ever  be  deserted  by  my 
august  allies  ? 

NESSELRODB. 

Sire !  there  is  only  one  policy  in  Europe  which  never  wavers. 
Weak  men  have  succeeded  to  strong,  and  yet  it  has  stood  the 
same.     Bussia  and  the  polar  star  are  alike  immovable. 

NICHOLAS. 

We  owe  this  to  our  institutions.     JFe  are  one  :  I  vnn  toe, 

NESBELRODB. 

True,  sire !  perfectly  true.  Your  senate  is  merely  a  wool- 
pack  to  shield  the  battlement :  it  is  neither  worse  nor  better 
than  a  reformed  House  of  Parliament  in  England.  With  your 
Majest/s  permission,  I  shall  now  attempt  to  answer  the 
question  proposed  to  me  by  his  Majesty  the  King  of  Prussia. 
The  members  of  the  Holy  Alliance,  compact  and  active  in 
1815,  are  now  dissolved  by  death.  New  dynasties  have 
arisen  in  France  and  Belgium.  At  one  time  there  was 
danger  that  Belgium  would  be  reunited  to  France.  Perhaps 
it  may  be  found  that  she  is  too  weak  to  stand  alone;  perhaps 
in  the  convulsions  which  are  about  to  agitate  FrancCi 
the  most  quiescent  may  lean  toward  its  parent  stock,  and 
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separate  from  the  Power  to  which  it  was  united  by  violence. 
Akace,  Lorraine,  Franche  Comt^,  and  whatever  was  seized  from 
the  ancient  dukes  of  Burgundy,  may  coalesce  into  an  united 
kingdom.  Your  Majest/s  successors,  or  (if  it  should  soon 
occur)  your  Majesty,  would  be  well  indemnified  for  your  losses 
on  the  Khine  by  security  in  future  against  French  agression. 
Germany  might  then  disband  her  costly  armies;  until  then 
never.  The  French  themselves,  after  their  civil  war,  would 
have  slaked  their  thirst  for  blood,  and  would  retire  from  a  table 
where  they  have  often  lost  their  last  franc.  The  next  war  will 
be  a  general  war;  it  wiU  be  more  destructive  than  any  that  has 
ever  preceded  it,  and  will  be  almost  equally  disastrous  to  all 
the  parties  engaged  in  it. 

KICHOLAB. 

One  excepted,  Nesselrode. 

NEBSELBODX. 

Many  feathers  must  inevitably  drop,  even  from  the  eagle's 
vings ;  and  possibly  its  extremities  may  be  amputated. 

NICHOLAS 

No  croaking,  no  croaking,  my  good  Nesselrode ! 

5EBSKLR0DE. 

Let  us  rather  pat  others  on  the  back,  and  hold  their  clothes, 
and  bring  them  water,  and  encourage  the  fighters,  than  fight. 
We  may  always  keep  a  few  hundred  thousands  in  activity,  or 
at  least  in  readiness. 

FREDSBICK-WILLIAM. 

Such  forces  are  tremendous. 

NI0HOLA& 

To  the  disobedient.  In  sixty  days  I  could  throw  a  million 
of  soldiers  on  the  shores  of  the  Baltic. 

FBEDXBICK-WILLIAH. 

Might  not  England  interpose  P 

NICHOLAS. 

Not  in  sixty  days.  My  naval  force  is  gveater  than  hers;  for 
my  ships  are  manned,  hers  are  not.  She  is  only  the  third  naval 
power  at  the  present  day.     America  can  man  more  ships  with 
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good  English  sailors  in  ten  days,  than  England  can  in  forty. 
France  has  in  the  channel  a  greater  force  than  England  has, 
and  every  man  aboard  is  well  disciplined.  AU  I  want  at  pre- 
sent is  to  keep  England  from  intermeddling  in  my  affairs. 
This  I  have  done,  and  this  I  will  do.  When  she  stirs,  she 
wakes  up  others  first;  I  shall  come  in  at  the  proper  time  to  put 
down  the  disturbance  and  to  conciliate  all  parties.  They  will 
be  so  tired  they  will  be  glad  to  go  to  sleep.  I  take  but  little 
time  for  repose,  and  I  grant  them  the  precedency. 


NICHOLAS  AND  NESSELEODE. 

FIRST  CONVERSATION. 

# 

NICHOLAS. 

This  Manchester  Examiner  is  most  audacious. 

NEB8BLR0D1. 

Willingly  would  I  have  spared  your  Majesty  the  just  indig- 
nation it  excites :  but  your  imperial  commands  were  peremp- 
tory and  explicit,  that  every  word  spoken  against  your  augi:^ 
person  and  legitimate  authority  should  be  laid  before  you. 

NICHOLAS. 

Of  all  the  speeches  I  ever  red,  this  from  Doctor  Yaughan, 
before  the  citizens  of  Manchester,  after  what  had  been 
spoken  by  the  insurgent  and  traitor  Messaros,  is  the  most  in- 
tolerable. Do  you  really  think  it  will  excite  Lord  Falmerston 
to  interfere  with  us  about  the  detention  of  Kossuth  P 

NBSSELRODB. 

Unlikely;  very  unlikely.  Lord  Falmerston  loves  strong 
measures.  He  has  recently  been  defending  two  unprovoked 
and  unnecessary  massacres ;  one  in  Ceylon,  the  other  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  Lidian  sea,  on  boatmen  by  a  sudden 
metamorphosis  turned  into  pirates  for  their  head-money. 
Since  the  Beform  in  Parliament,  the  ministers  are  irresponsible. 
An  impeachment  might  have  been  an  impediment  to  the  race- 
course* 
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KICHOLAS. 

I  wish  they  would  recall  from  their  embassies  such  men  as 
Sir  Edward  Lyons  and  Sir  Stratford  Canning,  and  would  place 
them  in  the  House  of  Commons,  where  they  could  do  me  no 
harm. 

KSBBKLBODB. 

It  is  quite  unexampled  at  the  present  day  that  men  of  such 
sagacity  and  such  firmness  should  be  employed  by  either  party, 
miig  or  Tory,     We  need  care  little  for  speeches, 

mCHOLAS. 

Perhaps  so.  But  sometimes  a  red-hot  word,  falling  upon 
soft  tinder  and  smouldering  there  awhile,  is  blown  beyond, 
and  sets  towns  and  palaces  on  fire.  Unaccustomed  as  I  am  to 
be  moved  or  concerned  by  the  dull  thumps  of  honorable 
gentlemen  in  the  English  Parliament,  and  very  accustomed  to 
be  amused  by  the  sophisms  and  trickeries,  evolutions  and  re- 
volutions, pliant  antics  and  plianter  oaths,  of  the  French 
tribune,  I  perused  with  astonishment  the  vigorous  oration  of 
this  Doctor  Vaughan.  I  did  not  imagine  that  any  Englishman, 
now  living,  could  exert  such  a  force  of  eloquence.  Who  in- 
deed could  ever  have  believed  that  English  clergymen  are  so 
(what  is  called)  liberal  I 

mSBBLRODX. 

Many  of  them  are  extremely  free  in  the  dissemination  of 
their  political  tenets,  until  the  upper  branches  of  preferment 
are  within  sight,  until  they  snift  honey  in  the  rotten  tree;  then 
they  show  how  cleverly  and  alertly  those  heavy  haunches  can 
dimb,  and  how  sharp  are  those  teeth,  and  how  loud  are  those 
growls,  and  how  ready  are  those  paws  to  clap  the  loose  muzzle 
on  anybody  under. 

NICHOLAS. 

We  must  keep  this  doctor  out  of  parliament. 

NEB8SLB0DX. 

Sire,  no  clergyman  has  a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
If  this  doctor  had,  he  would  be  hooted  down :  his  opponents 
would  imitate  the  crowing  of  cocks,  the  whistle  of  steam- 
engines,  and  shout  queaiion,  question. 

No,  no,  no :  the  English  are  decorous. 
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KBBSBLRODS. 

At  dinner;  and  even  after;  excepting  that  they  speak  to 
ladies^  I  am  told^  in  the  same  language^  and  in  the  same  tone^ 
as  they  speak  to  jockeys.  The  lords^  for  the  most-part^  eyen 
the  young  and  the  newly-made,  are  better. 

mOHOLAS. 

Never  have  I  seen  more  perfect  gentlemen  than  among  the 
English  nobility. 

NESSELBODE. 

The  Commons,  your  Majesty  will  recollect,  are  reformed. 

HICH0LA8. 

Among  these  people,  here  and  there  a  hint  is  thrown  out 
that  I  am  vulnerable  at  the  extremities  of  my  dominions.  .  . 
Why  do  not  you  say  something  ? 

VISBEJLBjODE. 

New  acquisitions  are  not  soon  consolidated ;  nor  heteroge- 
neous substances,  from  their  inequalities  and  asperities,  firmly 
cemented. 

NICHOLAS. 

No  truisms,  if  you  please. 

VBSSELBODB. 

In  a  diversity  of  language  and  religion  there  is  more 
repulsion  than  attraction.  * 

NICHOLAS. 

Nessebrode  I  Nesselrode !  if  you  talk  philosophy,  moral  or 
physical,  I  shall  think  you  less  practical. 

KBBBKLBOm. 

Usually,  sire,  those  who  talk  it  let  run  to  waste  what  little 
they  have.  Your  Majesty  has  corrected  many  of  my  errors 
boUi  by  precept  and  example. 

NICHOLAS. 

Tell  me  now,  in  few  words,  whether  you  think  my  empire 
assailable. 

NESSELRODE. 

Sire,  your  empire,  I  believe,  is  larger  than  the  planet  whicli 
shines  at  night  above  us;  I  wish  I  could  persuade  myself 
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that  it  is  equally  out  of  hann's  way.    The  extremities  both  of 

Slants  and  animials  are  always  the  weaker  parts ;  so  is  it  with 
ominions;  espmally  those  which  are  the  most  extensive. 
May  I  speak  plainly  my  mind^  and  attempt  a  fall  answer  to 
your  Afajest/s  inquiry  r 

NIOBOLAS. 

You  may :  I  desire  it. 

inasiLBODS. 
And  employ  such  language  as  a  writer^  more  properly  than  4 
courtier  or  a  minister^  might  use  ? 

nOHOLAS. 

Tes,  yes ;  say  on. 


Bossia^  it  sometimes  has  appeared  to  me,  much  resembles  a 
great  lobster  or  crab,  strong  both  in  the  body  and  claws ;  but 
between  the  body  and  claws  there  is  a  part  easy  to  be  seyered 
and  broken.     All  that  can  be  taken  is  more  than  can  be  held. 

N10HOLA8. 
Nothing  is  more  urgent  than  to  strengthen  the  center. 
I  have  disposed  of  my  brother,  his  Prussian  Majesty,  who 
appeared  to  be  imprest  by  the  apprehension  that  a  portion  of 
his  dominions  was  in  jeopardy. 

HKBBBLBODI. 

Possibly  the  scales  of  Europe  are  yet  to  be  adjusted. 

inOBOLAB. 

When  the  winds  blow  high  they  must  waver.  Against  the 
danger  of  contingencies,  and  in  readiness  to  place  my  finger 
on  the  edge  of  one  or  other,  it  is  my  intention  to  spend 
in  future  a  part  of  my  time  at  Warsaw,  that  city  being  so 
nearly  central  in  my  dominions.  Grood  Nesselrode!  tnere 
should  have  been  a  poet  near  you  to  celebrate  the  arching  of 

Jour  eyebrows.  They  suddenly  dropt  down  again  under  the 
orizontal  line  of  your  Emperor's.  Nobody  ever  started  in 
n^  presence ;  but  1  really  do  think  you  were  upon  the  verge 
of  it  when  I  inadvertently  said  dotninwns  instead  of  depen- 
dencies. Well,  well:  dependencies  are  dominions;  and  of  all 
dominions  they  require  the  least  trouble. 
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NSB8ELR0DE. 

Your  Majesty  has  found  no  difficulty  with  any,  excepting  the 
Circassians* 

mOHOLAS. 

The  Circassians  are  the  Normans  of  Asia;  equally  brave, 
more  generous,  more  chivabous.  I  am  no  admirer  of  military 
trinkets;  but  I  have  been  surprised  at  the  beauty  of  their 
chain-armour,  the  temper  of  their  swords,  the  richness  of  hilt, 
and  the  gracefulness  of  baldric. 

NSBBELRODB. 

It  is  a  pity  they  are  not  Christians  and  subjects  of  your 
Majesty. 

inCHOLAS. 

If  they  would  become  my  subjects,  I  would  let  them,  as 
I  have  let  other  Mahometans,  become  Christians  at  their 
leisure.    We  must  brigade  them  before  baptism, 

NESSELBODB. 

It  is  singular  that  this  necessity  never  struck  those  religious 
men  who  are  holding  peace  conferences  in  various  parts  of 
Europe, 

One  of  them,  I  remember,  tried  to  persuade  the  people  of 
England  that  if  the  bankers  in  London  would  negotiate  no 
loan  with  me  I  could  carry  on  no  war. 

NBBBELRODE. 

Wonderful!  how  ignorant  are  monied  men  of  money  matters. 
Tour  Majesty  was  graciously  pleased  to  listen  to  my  advice 
when  hostilities  seemed  inevitaole.  I  was  desirous  of  raising 
the  largest  loan  possible,  that  none  should  be  forthcoming  to 
the  urgency  of  others.  At  that  very  moment  your  Majesty 
had  in  your  coffers  more  than  sufficient  for  the  additional 
expenditure  of  three  campaigns.  Well  may  your  Majestr 
smile  at  this  computation,  and  at  the  blindness  tnat  sugg^ted 
it.  For  never  wiU  your  Majesty  send  an  army  into  any  part 
of  Europe  which  shall  not  maintain  itself  there  by  its  own 
prowess.  Your  cavalry  will  seize  all  the  provisions  that  aie 
not  stored  up  within  the  fortresses ;  and  in  every  army  those  are 
to  be  found  who  for  a  few  thousand  roubles  are  ready  to  blow 
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up  their  monition-waggons.    We  know  by  name  almost  every 
discontented  man  in  Europe. 

HICHOLAB* 

To  obtain  this  information,  my  yearly  expenses  do  not 
exceed  the  revenues  of  half  a  dozen  English  bishops.  Every 
table  d'hote  on  the  continent,  you  teU  me,  has  one  daily  guest 
sent  by  me.  Ladies  in  the  higher  circles  have  taken  my 
presents  and  compHments,  part  in  diamonds  and  part  in 
smiles.  An  emperor's  smiles  are  as  valuable  to  them  as  their's 
are  to  a  comet  of  dragoons.  Spare  nothing  in  the  boudoir 
and  you  will  spare  much  in  the  field. 

KBB8ELB0DB. 

Such  appears  to  have  been  the  invariable  policy  of  the 
Empress  Catharine,  now  with  God. 

NICHOLAS. 

My  father  of  glorious  memory  was  less  observant  of  it. 
He  had  prejudices  and  dislikes :  he  expected  to  find  everybody 
a  gentleman,  even  kings  and  ministers.  If  they  were  so,  how 
could  he  have  hoped  to  sway  them  ?  and  how  to  turn  them 
from  the  strait  road  into  his  ? 

NE88BLRODB. 

Tour  Majesty  is  far  above  the  influence  of  antipathies ;  but 
I  have  often  heard  your  Myesty  express  your  hatred,  and 
sometimes  your  contempt,  of  Bonaparte. 

NICHOLAS. 

I  hated  him  for  his  insolence,  and  I  despised  him  alike  for 
his  cowardice  and  falsehood.  Shame  is  the  surest  criterion  of 
humanity.  Where  one  is  wanting,  the  other  is.  The  beasts 
never  indicate  shame  in  a  state  of  nature:  in  society  some 
of  them  acquire  it;  Bonaparte  not.  He  neither  olushed 
at  repudiating  a  modest  woman,  nor  at  supplanting  her  by 
an  immodest  one.  Holding  a  pistol  to  the  father's  ear,  he 
ordered  him  to  dismount  from  his  carriage ;  to  deliver  up  his 
ring,  his  watch,  his  chain,  his  seal,  his  knee-buckle ;  stripping 
off  galloon  from  trouser,  and  presently  tronser  too.  Caught, 
pinioned,  sentenced,  he  fell  on  both  knees  in  the^  mud,  and 
miplored  this  poor  creature's  intercession  to  save  him  from 
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the  hangman.  He  neither  Unshed  at  the  robbery  of  a  crown 
nor  at  the  fabrication  of  twenty.  He  was  equally  ungrateful 
in  public  life  and  in  private.  He  banished  Barras,  who 
promoted  and  protected  him:  he  calumniated  the  French 
admiral^  whose  neet  for  his  own  safety  he  detailed  on  the 
shores  of  Egypt^  and  the  English  admiral  who  defeated  him  in 
Syria  with  a  tenth  of  his  force.  Baffled  as  he  often  was,  and 
at  last  fatally,  and  admirably  as  in  many  circumstances  he 
knew  how  to  be  a  general,  never  in  any  £d  he  know  how  to 
be  a  gentleman.  He  was  fond  of  displaying  the  picklock 
keys  whereby  he  found  entrance  into  our  cabinets,  and  of 
twitching  the  ears  of  his  accomplices. 

NES8ELBODB. 

Certainly  he  was  less  as  an  emperor  than  as  a  soldier. 

KICHOLA& 

Great  generals  may  commit  grievous  and  disastrous  mistakes, 
but  never  utterly  ruinous.  Charles  V.,  Gustavus  Adolphus, 
Peter  the  Great,  Frederic  of  Prussia,  Prince  Eugene,  Marl- 
borough, William,  Wellington,  kept  their  winnings,  and  never 
hazarded  the  last  crown-piece.  Bonaparte,  when  he  had  swept 
the  tables,  cried  dotible  or  quits. 

NE88ELRODE. 

The  wheel  of  Fortune  is  apt  to  make  men  giddier,  the  higher 
it  rises  and  the  quicklier  it  turns :  sometimes  it  drops  them  on 
a  barren  rock,  and  sometimes  on  a  treadmill.  The  nephew  is 
more  prudent  than  the  uncle. 

mcHOLia. 
You  were  extremely  wise,  my  dear  Nesselrode,  in  suggesting 
our  idea  to  the  French  President,  and  in  persuading  him  to 
acknowledge,  in  the  face  of  the  world,  that  he  had  been  justly 
imprisoned  by  Louis  Philippe  for  attempting  to  subvert  the 
existing  powers.  Frenchmen  are  taught  by  this  declarati(m 
what  they  may  expect  for  a  similar  crime  against  his  own 
pretensions.  We  will  show  our  impartiality  by  an  equal  coun- 
tenance and  favour  toward  all  parties.  In  different  directions 
all  are  working  out  the  designs  of  God,  and  producing  unity  of 
empire  ''  on  earth  as  it  is  in  heaven.^^  Until  this  consum* 
mation  there  can  never  be  universal  or  indeed  any  lasting 
peace. 
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This  lying  far  remote^  I  await  your  Maje^/s  commands  for 
what  is  now  before  us.  Your  Majesty  was  graciously  pleased 
to  express  your  satisfaction  at  the  manner  in  which  I  executed 
them  in  regard  to  the  President  of  the  French  Bepublick. 

mCHOLAS. 

Bepublick  indeed  I  I  have  ordered  it  to  be  a  crime  in  France 
to  utter  the  odious  name.  President  forsooth!  we  have  directed 
him  hitherto ;  let  him  now  keep  his  way.  Our  object  was  to 
stifle  the  spirit  of  freedom:  we  tossed  the  handkerchef  to  him^ 
and  he  found  the  chloroform.  Everything  is  going  on  in 
Europe  exactly  as  I  desire :  we  must  throw  nothing  in  the  way 
to  shake  the  machine  off  the  rail.  It  is  running  St  full  speed 
where  no  whistle  can  stop  it.  Every  prince  is  exasperating  his 
subjects,  and  exhausting  his  treasury  in  order  to  keep  them 
under  due  controul.  What  nation  on  the  continent,  mine 
excepted,  can  maintain  for  two  years  longer  its  present  war 
establishment?  And  without  this  engine  of  coercion  what 
prince  can  be  the  master  of  his  people  ?  England  is  tranquil 
at  home ;  can  she  continue  so  when  a  forener  would  place  a 
tiara  over  her  crown,  telling  her  who  shall  teach  and  what  shall 
be  taught  ?  Principally,  that  where  masses  are  not  said  for 
departed  souls,  better  it  would  be  that  there  were  no  souls  at 
all,  since  they  certainly  must  be  damned.  The  school  which 
doubts  it  is  denoimced  as  godless. 

NE88ELBODE. 

England,  sire,  is  indeed  tranquil  at  home;  but  that  home  is 
a  narrow  one,  and  extends  not  across  the  Irish  channel.  Every 
colony  is  dissatisfied  and  disturbed.  No  faith  has  been  kept 
with  any  of  them  by  the  secretary  now  in  office.  At  the  Cape 
of  Good  Hope  innumerable  nations,  warlike  and  well-armeu, 
have  risen  up  simultaneously  against  her;  and,  to  say  nothing 
of  the  massacres  in  Ceylon,  your  Majesty  well  knows  what 
atrocities  her  Commissioner  has  long  exercised  in  the  Seven 
Qes.  En^nd  looks  on  and  applauds,  taking  a  hearty  draught 
of  Lethe  at  every  sound  of  the  scourge. 

FICHOLAS. 

Nesselrode  !  You  seem  indignant.  I  see  only  the  cheerful 
sparks  of  a  fire  at  which  our  dinner  is  to  be  drest ;  we  shall 
soon  sit  down  to  it;    Greece  must  not  call  me  away  until  I 
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rise  from  the  dessert ;  I  will  then  take  my  coffee  at  Constanti- 
nople. The  crescent  ere  long  will  become  the  foil  harvest- 
moon  :  our  reapers  have  already  the  sides  in  their  hands. 

NESSELBODE. 

England  may  grumble. 

NICHOLAS. 

So  she  will.  She  is  as  ready  now  to  grumble  as  she  for- 
merly was  to  fight.  She  grumbles  too  early ;  she  fights  too 
late.  Extraordinary  men  are  the  English.  They  raise  the 
hustings  higher  than  the  throne ;  and^  to  make  amends^  being 
resolved  to  build  a  new  palace,  they  push  it  under  an  old 
bridge.  The  Cardinal,  in  his  way  to  the  Abbey,  may  in  part 
disrobe  at  it.  Noble  vestry-room  I  where  many  habiliments 
are  changed.  Capacious  dovecote !  where  carrier-pigeons  and 
fantails  and  croppers,  intermingle  with  the  more  ordinary,  bill 
and  coo,  ruffle  and  smoothen  their  feathers,  and  bend  their 
versicolor  necks  to  the  same  com. 

It  is  amusing  to  look  at  a  playground  of  striped  tops,  hum- 
ming, whirring,  wavering,  now  dipping  to  this  side,  now  to 
that,  whipt  from  the  center  to  the  circumference  of  the  court- 
yard, and  losing  all  distinctness  of  colour  by  the  rapidity  of 
their  motion.  We  are  consistent,  Nesselrode.  We  can  ait 
quiet  and  look  on.  I  am  fortunate,  another  may  say  judicious, 
in  my  choice  of  instruments.  The  English  care  more  about 
the  organ-loft  than  the  organ,  in  the  construction  of  whicl 
they  employ  stout  bellows,  but  look  little  to  the  keys  and  stops. 
M.  Pitt  could  speak  fluently  for  hours  together,  and  that  was 
enough :  he  was  permitted  to  spend  a  million  a-week  in  expe- 
ditions. Canning  issued  state-papers  of  such  elaborate  lace- 
work  that  ladies  might  make  shrouds  of  them  for  their  dead 
canaries.  Of  Castlereagh  you  know  as  much  as  I  do.  We 
blew  softly  the  snuff  into  his  eyes  and  gave  him  the  boxes 
to  carry  home.  He  has  the  glory  of  being  the  third  founder 
of  the  French  monarchy.  Pitt  sharpened  the  sword  of  Bona- 
parte and  placed  the  iron  crown  upon  his  head.  He  was  the 
cooper  who  drew  together  and  compacted  the  barrel,  by  setting 
on  fire  the  chips  and  shavings  and  putting  them  in  the  center. 

NESSELRODE. 

Sm^  is  the  expenditure  of  keeping  a  stop-watch  under  the 
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'  pOlow  and  an  alarum  at  the  bedside.  For  less  than  ten  thousand 
J  crowns  yearly,  your  Majesty  knows  the  movements  of  every 
dangerous  demagogue  on  the  continent.  To  gratify  your 
Majesty,  no  less  than  his  Majesty  of  Naples,  the  chevalier 
Graham,  then  a  minister  of  England,  gave  information  against 
the  two  brothers  Bandiera,  by  which  they  were  seized  and 

(shot. 
NICHOLAI. 

I  hope  we  shall  see  the  chevalier  once  more  in  office. 

NKSKLBODl. 

The  English  are  romantic.  Some  of  them  were  displeased, 
not  so  much  at  his  delivering  up  the  young  men  to  inevitable 
death,  as  at  opening  the  letter.  They  have  an  expression  of 
their  own;  they  called  it  ungenUemanly  and  continental. 
Practical  as  they  are  in  their  own  private  concerns,  they  much 
undervalue  expediency  in  their  political.  I  am  persuaded 
Uiat,  in  general,  the  betrayal  of  the  Bandieras  is  more  odious 
to  them  than  the  tortures  in  the  Ionian  ilands,  which  it 
behoves  us  politically,  when  occasion  offers,  to  commiserate. 

NICHOLAS. 

We  wiU  keep  our  commiseration  covered  up  until  it  is 
requisite  to  make  the  fire  bum  afresh.  At  present  we  must 
turn  our  eyes  toward  France,  balancing  as  well  as  we  can  the 
parties  now  at  variance.  Democrats,  and  even  socialists,  may 
for  a  time  be  permitted  to  move;  Orleanists,  Legitimists, 
Bonapartists,  set  against  one  another.  I  believe  I  am  destined 
by  Providence  to  render  the  Greek  Church  triumphant.  The 
pope  is  hard  at  work  for  me :  for  infallibility  and  perfidy  can 
never  coexist.  He  must  renew  his  fealty  to  the  emperor  of 
the  east,  the  Soman  is  extinct. 

NESBKLBODE. 

Yigilant  quiescency  is  uncostly  wisdom.  Napoleon,  the 
most  imprudent  of  imprudent  rulers,  assumed  to  himself  not 
only  the  title,  but  the  faculties  and  virtues,  of  Charlemagne. 
The  present  leader  of  the  nation  is  no  less  arrogant. 

inCHOLAS. 

We  must  sound  the  brass  once  more,  and  bring  again  out 
of  our  remoter  woodlands  a  stronger  swarm.    Fumigation  has 
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not  torpified  the  Prankish ;  on  the  contrary,  it  has  renderec 
more  restless,  noisy,  and  resolved  to  sting. 

irXBSILRODB. 

Napoleon's  nephew  will  assert  his  hereditary  right,  not  o 
to  the  kingdom  of  Holland,  but  to  the  empire  of  Prance, 
this  event,  which  I  think  is  imminent,  what  may  be  y 
Majest/s  pleasure  P 

KIOHOLAS. 

One  emperor  is  sufficient  for  one  planet.  There  is  only  < 
Supreme  in  heaven,  there  ought  to  be  only  one  on  earth, 
conformity  with  this  manifestation  of  the  divine  will.  The 
for  I  wonder  at  your  asking  me  what  steps  I  intend  to  t 
in  the  prevention  of  an  adventurer  who  should  attempt  si 
an  elevation.    I  forbid  it.    Are  these  words  sufficient  ? 

NBB81LR0DB. 

Perfectly,  sire.  Obstreperous  the  factions  may  be, 
must  submit.  Germany  will  resume  her  arms;  Hungs 
Poland,  Italy,  will  resent  the  prostration  of  tlieir  exci 
hopes,  and  the  perfidy  that  called  them  forward  only  to  d 
them  down  agam.  The  history  of  human  nature,  of  Fre 
nature  itself,  shows  no  parallel. 

NIOHOLAS. 

Much  is  accomplished ;  and  what  is  next  to  be  done  ? 

NSBaKLRODl. 

Most  of  it  by  others,  somewhat  by  ourselves.    T/VTien 
furnace  is  heated  and  the  metal  is  poured  forth,  we  may  ^ 
it  its  form  and  pressure. 

KIOHOLAB. 

Certainly  all  nations  are  exasperated  against  the  Fren 
equally  sure  is  it  that  Austria  has  lost  in  great  measure 
affection  of  her  subjects.     There  are  some  tnings  which  si 
into  the  memory  with  all  the  tenacity  and  venom  of  an  add 
fang.    I  wished  the  Hungarians  to  be  made  sensible  of 
important  truths :  my  power,  and  their  prince's  perfidy. 

NES5ELB0DB. 

Never  was  wish  more  perfectly  accomplished.     Yet,  par 
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ne^  sire^  your  Majesty  wishes  to  enforce  the  legitimacy  of  the 
oung  Austrian  usurps.  But  will  Austrians  or  Hungarians^ 
ir  any  other  people^  deem  that  ruler  legitimate  who  deprives 
lis  cousin  of  the  throne^  and  who  begins  and  ends  with 
leifidy  and  perjury  P 

inCHOLAS. 

They  must  believe  what  I  condescend  to  teach ;  they  must 
)elieve  it  as  coming  from  God. 

NBBELRODS. 

Beasonable  and  lust :  but  they  may  start  and  stumble  at 
rhat  is  so  close  beiore  their  eyes  in  the  form  of  a  palpable 
mtruth. 

mOHOLAS. 

Stumble  or  starts  and  we  drive  a  spur  into  their  sides. 
(Vliatever  we  deem  necessary  must  be  said  and  done :  upon 
IS  alone  lies  the  responsibility,  and  we  feel  no  weight  in  it. 
Eloly  Church  sanctions  our  acts  in  peace  and  war. 

NI88ELR0DB. 

Certainly,  the  head  of  the  Bomish  Church,  and  all  its  mem- 
bers, who  ought  to  possess  less  power  than  the  Greek,  gave 
recently  praise  to  God  for  several  hundred  massacres,  and 
several  thousand  spoliations  of  property  and  violations  of 
women,  in  Transylvania ;  yet  .  .  . 

XaCHOLAS. 

Cease;  be  silent:  I  would  have  forbidden  them,  perhaps, 
to  commit,  certainly  to  praise  God  for,  such  enormities.  I 
doubt  whether  they  are  altogether  pleasing  in  his  sight. 

ITESSELBODB. 

Such  things  on  such  occasions  have  perpetually  been  done. 

VICHOLAS. 

You  reconcile  me.  Transylvania  was  rising,  or  likely  to 
rise.  A  field,  to  be  fertile,  should  not  only  be  harrowed,  but 
pulverized.  I  was  moderate  and  prudent  in  abstaining  from 
the  occupation  of  a  country  so  dissected  as  was  Transylvania. 

NISSELRODE. 

The  longest  strides  do  not  always  make    the    greatest 
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progress  in  the  whole  day's  march.  Your  Majesty  was  per- 
suaded, more  by  your  own  singular  intuition  than  by  my 
advice,  to  be  contented  with  gaining  a  little  at  a  time.  A 
small  purse  well  tied  may  hold  more  than  a  larger  ill  secured. 
The  faults  of  our  nei^bours  do  for  us  what  our  own 
wisdom  might  fail  in.  Where  others  are  hated  and  despised, 
as  in  Transylvania,  love  grows  around  us  without  our  sowing 
it,  and  we  shall  be  called  at  the  due  time  to  gather  in  the 
harvest. 

NICHOLAS. 

Yes;  yes;  whether  we  take  the  field,  or  sit  here  in  the 
cabinet,  God  fights  for  us  visibly.  You  look  grave,  Nessd- 
rode !  is  it  not  so  ?     Speak,  and  plainly. 

NESSELBODE. 

Sire,  in  my  humble  opinion,  God  never  fights  at  all. 

mCHOLAS. 

Surely  he  fought  for  Israel,  when  he  was  invoked  by  prayer. 

NE88SLBODE. 

Sire,  I  am  no  theologian ;  and  I  fancy  I  must  be  a  bad 
geographer,  since  I  never  knew  of  a  nation  which  was  not 
Israel  when  it  had  a  mind  to  shed  blood  and  to  pray.  To  fight 
is  an  exertion,  is  violence :  the  Deity  in  his  omnipotence  needs 
none.  He  has  devils  and  men  always  in  readiness  for  fighting : 
and  they  are  the  instruments  of  their  own  punishment  for 
their  past  misdeeds. 

NICHOLAS. 

The  chariots  of  God  are  numbered  by  thousands  in  the 
volumes  of  the  Psalmist. 

NESSELRODE. 

No  psalmist,  or  engineer,  or  commissary,  or  arithmeticiani 
could  enumerate  the  beasts  that  are  harnessed  to  them,  or  the 
fiends  that  urge  them  on. 

KICHOLAS. 

Nesselrode !  you  grow  more  and  more  serious. 

NEBSELBODE. 

Age,  sire,  even  without  wisdom,  makes  men  serionB; 
whether  they  are  inclined  or  not.    I  could  hardly  have  been 
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SO  long  conversant  in  the  affairs  of  mankind  (all  which  in  aU 
qaarters  yonr  Majesty  superintends  and  directs)  without  much 
cause  for  seriousness. 

NICHOLAS. 

I  feel  the  consciousness  of  supreme  power^  but  I  also  feel 
the  necessity  of  subordinate  help. 

NESBELBODB. 

Your  Majesty  is  the  first  monarchy  since  the  earlier  Csesars 
of  imperial  Some^  who  could  controll^  directlj  or  indirectly^ 
every  country  in  our  hemisphere^  and  thereby  m  both. 

NICHOLAS. 

There  are  some  who  do  not  see  this. 

KEBSELBODl. 

There  were  some^  and  they  indeed  the  most  acute  and 
politic  of  mankind^  who  could  not  see  the  power  of  the 
Macedonian  king  until  he  showed  his  full  hignth  upon  the 
towers  of  Cheronsea.  There  are  some  at  this  moment  in 
England  who  disregard  the  admonitions  of  the  most  wary  and 
experienced  general  of  modem  times^  and  listen  in  preference 
to  babblers  holding  forth  on  economy  and  peace  from  slippery 
sacks  of  cotton  and  wool. 

NICHOLAS. 

Hush!  hush!  these  are  our  men;  what  should  we  do 
without  them  ?  A  single  one  of  them  in  tlie  parliament  or 
towuhall  is  worth  to  me  a  regiment  of  cuirassiers.  These  are 
the  true  bullets  with  conical  heads  which  carry  far  and  sure. 
Hush!  hush! 

KZSSELBODl. 

They  do  not  hear  us :  they  do  not  hear  Wellington :  they 
would  not  hear  Nelson  were  he  living. 

NICHOLAS. 

No  other  man  that  ever  lived,  having  the  same  power  in 
bis  hands,  would  have  endured  with  the  same  equanimity  as 
Wellington  the  indignities  he  suffered  in  Portugal;  superseded 
in  the  hour  of  victory  by  two  generals,  one  upon  anotner,  like 
marsh  frogs;  people  of  no  experience,  no  ability.  He  might 
have  become  king  of  Portugal  oy  compromise,  and  have  added 
GaUida  and  Biscay. 
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NKB6SLB0DS. 

The  English^  out  of  parliament^  are  delicate  and  fastidious. 
He  would  nave  thought  it  dishonorable  to  profit  by  the  in- 
dignation of  his  army  in  the  fields  and  of  his  countrymen  at 
home.  Certainty  that  Bonaparte  would  attempt  to  violate  any 
engagement  with  him^  might  never  enter  into  tne  computation; 
for  Bonaparte  could  less  easily  drive  him  again  out  of  Portugal 
than  Ae  could  drive  the  usurper  out  of  Spain.  We  ourselves 
should  have  assisted  him  actively ;  so  would  the  Americans ; 
for  every  naval  power  would  be  prompt  at  diminishing  the  pre- 
ponderance of  the  English.  Practicability  was  here  with 
Wellington :  but,  endowed  with  a  keener  and  a  longer  foresight 
than  any  of  his  contemporaries,  he  held  in  prospective  the 
glory  that  awaited  him,  and  felt  conscious  that  to  be  the 
greatest  man  in  England  is  somewhat  more  than  to  be  the 
greatest  in  Portugal.  He  is  universally  called  lAe  duke; 
to  the  extinction  or  absorption  of  that  dignity  over  all  the 
surface  of  the  earth :  in  Portugal  he  could  only  be  called  king 
of  Portugal. 

KICHOLAA. 

Eaith !  that  is  little :  it  was  not  overmuch  even  before  the 
last  accession.  I  admire  his  judgment  and  moderation.  The 
English  are  abstinent :  they  rein  in  their  horses  where  the 
French  make  them  fret  and  curvett.  It  displeases  me  to 
think  it  possible  that  a  subject  should  ever  become  a  sovran. 
We  were  angry  with  the  Duke  of  Sudermania  for  raising  a 
Frenchman  to  that  dignity  in  Sweden,  although  we  were  willing 
that  Gustavus,  for  offences  and  affronts  to  our  family,  should 
be  chastised,  and  even  expelled.  Here  was  a  bad  precedent. 
Fortunately  the  boldest  soldiers  dismount  from  their  chargers 
at  some  distance  from  the  throne.     What  withholds  them  ? 

KESSSLRODE. 

Spells  are  made  of  words.  The  word  service  among  the 
military  has  great  latent  negative  power.  All  modem  nations, 
even  the  free,  employ  it. 

NICHOLAS. 

An  excellent  word  indeed!  It  shows  the  superiority  of 
modem  languages  over  ancient ;  christian  ideas  over  pagan ; 
living  similitudes  of  God  over  bronze  and  marble.  What  an 
escape  had  England  from  her  folly,  perversity,  and  injustice  I 
Her  admirals  had  the  same  wrongs  to  avenge :  her  fleets  would 
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have  anchored  in  Ferrol  and  Coruna ;  thousands  of  volunteers 
from  eveiy  part  of  both  ilands  would  have  assembled  round 
the  same  standard ;  and  both  Indies  would  have  bowed  before 
the  conqueror.  WTio  knows  but  that  Spain  herself  might  have 
turned  to  the  same  quarter^  from  the  idiocy  of  Ferdinand^  the 
immorality  of  Joseph,  and  the  perfidy  of  Napoleon  ? 

NEBSSLBODB. 

England  seems  to  invite  and  incite,  not  only  her  colonies, 
bat  her  commanders,  to  insurrection.  Nelson  was  treated 
even  more  ignominioosly  than  Wellington.  A  man  equal  in 
abiUties  and  in  energy  to  either  met  with  every  affront  from  the 
East  India  Company.  After  two  such  victories  in  succession 
M  the  Duke  himself  declared  before  the  Lords  that  he  had 
never  known  or  red  of,  he  was  removed  from  the  command  of 
his  army,  and  a  general  by  whose  rashness  it  was  decimated  was 
raised  to  the  peerage.  If  Wellington  could  with  safety  have 
seized  the  supreme  power  in  Portugal,  Napier  could  with 
greater  have  accomplished  it  in  India.  Tne  distance  from 
home  was  farther ;  the  army  more  confident ;  the  allies  more 
numerous,  more  unanimous.  One  avenger  of  their  wrongs 
would  have  found  a  million  avengers  oihii.  Afighanistim,  Cabul, 
and  Sdnde,  would  have  united  their  acclamations  on  the  Ganges: 
songs  of  triumph,  succeeded  by  songs  of  peace,  would  have 
been  chanted  at  Delhi  and  have  re-echoed  at  Samarcand. 

mCHOLAB. 

I  am  desirous  that  Persia  and  India  should  pour  their  trea- 
sures into  my  dominions.  The  English  are  so  credulous  as  to 
believe  that  I  intend,  or  could  accomplish,  the  conquest  of 
Hindostan.  I  want  only  the  commerce ;  and  I  hope  to  share 
it  with  the  Americans ;  not  I  indeed,  but  my  successors.  The 
possession  of  Califomia  has  opened  the  Pacific  and  the  Indian 
seas  to  the  Americans,  who  must,  within  the  lifetime  of  some 
now  bom,  predominate  in  both.  Supposing  that  emigrants  to 
the  amount  of  only  a  quarter  of  a  nulliou  settle  in  the  United 
States  every  year,  withm  a  century  from  the  present  day  their 
population  must  exceed  three  hundred  millions.  It  will  not 
extend  from  pole  to  pole,  only  because  there  will  be  room 
enough  without  it. 

KBB8ELR0DB. 

Beligious  wars,  the  most  sanguinary  of  any,  are  stifled  in  the 
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fidds  of  agriculture;  creeds  are  thrown  overboard  by  com- 
merce. 

NICHOLAS. 

Theological  questions  come  at  last  to  be  decided  by  the 
broadsword;  and  the  best  artillery  brings  forward  the  best 
arguments.  Montecuculi  and  Wallenstein  were  irrefiragable 
doctors.  Saint  Peter  was  commanded  to  put  up  his  sword ; 
but  the  ear  was  cut  off  first. 

NE88ELRODE. 

The  blessed  saint's  escape  from  capital  punislmient^  after  this 
violence,  is  among  the  greatest  of  miracles.  Perhaps  there  may 
be  a  perplexity  in  the  text.  Had  he  committed  so  great  a 
crime  against  a  person  so  highly  protected  as  one  in  the  high- 

Eriest's  household,  he  never  would  have  lived  long  enough  to 
e  crucified  at  Bome,  but  would  have  carried  his  cross  up  to 
Calvary  three  days  after  the  offence.  The  laws  of  no  country 
would  tolerate  it. 

NICHOLAS. 

How  did  he  ever  get  to  Rome  at  all  ?  He  must  have  been 
conveyed  by  an  angel,  or  have  slipt  on  a  sudden  into  a  railroad 
train,  purposely  and  for  the  nonce  provided.  There  is  a  con- 
troversy at  the  present  hour  about  his  delegated  authority,  and 
it  appears  to  be  next  to  certain  that  he  never  was  in  the  capital 
of  the  west.  It  is  my  interest  to  find  it  decided  in  the  negative. 
Successor  to  the  emperors  of  the  east,  who  sanctioned  and 
appointed  the  earliest  popes,  as  the  bishops  of  Home  are  denomi- 
nated, I  may  again  at  my  own  good  time  claim  the  privilege 
and  prerogative.  The  cardinals  and  their  subordinates  are 
extending  their  claws  in  all  directions:  we  must  throw  these 
crabs  upon  their  backs  again. 

NESSELRODE. 

Some  among  the  Italians,  and  chiefly  among  the  Bomans, 
are  venturing  to  express  an  opinion  that  there  would  be  less  of 
fake  religion,  and  more  of  true,  if  no  priest  of  any  description 
were  left  upon  eartL 

NICHOLAS. 

Horrible !  unless  are  exempted  those  of  the  venerable  Greek 
church.  All  others  worship  graven  images:  we  stick  to 
pictures. 
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HiaUSLRODS. 

One  scholar  mentioned^  not  without  an  air  of  derision^  that 
a  picture  had  descended  from  heaven  recently  on  the  coast  of 
Italy. 

NICHOLAS. 

Framed  ?  vamisht  ?  under  glass  ?  on  pannd  ?  on  canvas  ? 
What  like? 

NBB8ELB0DB. 

The  Virgin  Mary,  whatever  made  of. 

mCHOLAS. 

She  must  be  ours  then.  She  missed  her  road :  she  never 
would  have  taken  her  place  among  stocks  and  stones  and  blind 
worshipers.  Easterly  winds  must  have  blown  her  toward  a 
pestilential  city,  where  at  every  street-comer  is  very  signifi- 
cantly inscribed  its  true  name  at  full  length,  Immondezzaio. 
But  I  hope  I  am  guilty  of  no  profaneness  or  infidelity  when  I 
express  a  doubt  if  every  picture  of  theBlessed  Virgin  is  sentient; 
most  are ;  perhaps  not  every  one.  If  they  want  her  in  England, 
as  they  seem  to  do,  let  them  have  her  •  .  unless  it  is  the  one 
that  rolls  the  eyes :  in  that  case  I  must  claim  her :  she  is  too 
precious  by  hau  for  papist  or  tractarian.  I  must  order  imme* 
diately  these  matters.  No  reasonable  doubt  can  be  entertained 
that  I  am  the  visible  head  of  Christ's  church.  Theologians 
may  be  consulted  in  regard  to  St.  Peter,  and  may  discover  a 
manuscript  at  Novgorod,  stating  his  martyrdom  there,  and 
proving  his  will  and  signature. 

HEBBXLRODE. 

Theologians  may  find  perhaps  in  the  Revelations  some  Beast 
foreshadowing  your  Majesty. 

VICH0LA8. 

How?  sir!  how? 

VBSSELBODI. 

Emperors  and  kings,  we  are  taught,  are  designated  as  great 
beasts  in  the  Holy  Scriptures.  .  .  {Aside)  •  •  and  elsewhere. 
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BERANGER  AND  LA  ROCHE-JAQUEUN. 


LA  BOCflBaAQUXLDr. 

Passino  by  Tours^  I  could  not  resist  the  desire  of  present* 
ing  my  respects  to  the  greatest  of  our  poets. 

BERANOEB. 

.Were  I  indeed  so,  I  should  be  worthy  to  celebrate  the 
heroism  of  the  noble  Eoche-Jaquelins^  husband  and  wife^  your 
nearest  relatives,  who  contended  and  suffered  so  heroically  in 
La  Vendee.  Poetry  is  envious  of  history,  and  feels  her 
inadequacy  to  a  like  attempt.  Painful  as  is  the  retrospect, 
there  is  glory  to  relieve  it;  can  we  say  the  same  of  the 
prospect  now  before  us  ? 

UL  BOOHB^AQUELm. 

Let  us  hope  we  may,  and  that  the  narrow  present  is  alone 
disgraceful.  Loyalty  may  exist  in  aU  hearts,  in  aU  circum- 
stances. 

BEBAHGER. 

• 

I  was  taught  in  early  youth  that  it  is  an  error  to  pronounce 
the  word  loyalty  as  if  it  began  with  the  letter  r.  Do  not  smile, 
M.  le  Marquis.    I  have  always  been  a  conservative. 

LA  BOCHE-JAQUELDf. 

Indeed  I 

BERANOEB. 

Tes,  indeed  and  fundamentally.  I  have  always  been  a 
conservative  of  law,  from  which  conservatism  takes  the  name 
of  loyalty :  have  all  our  kings  ?  all  our  rulers  ? 

LA  BOCHE-JAQUELiy. 

King  Henry  has  been  misguided  in  liis  attempt  to  cast  aside 
many  wholesome  instructions,  and  to  allow  no  other  than  suited 
his  own  good  pleasure. 

BERANOEB. 

We  know,  by  sad  experience,  that  the  good  pleasure  of 
kings  is  often  stimulated  by  the  evil  pleasure  of  their 
ministers;  hence  it  is  requisite  that  there  should  be  some 
legitimate  and  temperate  restraint. 
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LA.  BOCH»JAQUKLIH. 

We  French  require  a  vigilant  eye  and  strong  hand  over 
us.  Mirabeau  himself^  the  ablest  man  among  us  since  the 
administration  of  Sichelieu^  was  unable  to  regulate  the  tempest 
he  had  excited. 

Do  you^  M.  de  Beranger,  who  are  a  consistent  and 
staunch  republican^  think  the  present  order  of  things  at  all 
better  than  the  last  or  the  preceding  P 

BERAHOBB. 

Order  of  things !  What  order  of  things,  M.  le  Marquis, 
can  you  expect  in  France  ?  We  change  perpetually  from  the 
grub  to  the  butterfly,  from  the  butterfly  to  the  grub.  This  is 
our  order  of  things,  and  this  order  is  invariable. 

LA.  BOCHE^TAQUBUV. 

Perspicacity  like  yours  discerned  long  beforehand  the 
inevitable  result  of  our  late  commotions,  and  prudence  led 
you  into  retirement.  The  wisest  and  the  happiest  lead 
studious  and  almost  solitary  lives. 

BXRANGEB. 

This  is  the  reflection  of  the  ambitious,  when  Ambition  has 
jilted  them.  There  are  extremely  few  so  wise  as  to  know 
where  are  the  haunts  of  Happiness.  Never  have  I  been 
acquainted  with  any  man  who  would  not  prefer  the  tumult  of 
high  ofiSce  to  the  tranquility  of  domestic  peace.  I  know  an 
Englishman  to  whom  a  Lord  Chancellor  said, 

"  You  have  made  the  best  choice.'* 

And  the  reply  was : 

''You  woula  rather  be  the  highest  subject  than  the 
happiest.'' 

LA  BOCHE-JAQUELm. 

You  are  safe. 

BEBANGBB. 

So  are  you,  M.  le  Marquis.  "The  Powers  that  be,"  are 
clear-sighted  Powers.  They  see  me  and  overlook  my  prin- 
ciples ;  you  they  treat  with  high  consideration,  however  they 
may  hate  you.  They  behold  in  you  a  lofty  stem,  a  strong 
dera-rooted  trunk,  solitary  and  august  in  the  ancient  foreste 
of  Brittainy.  They  would  be  appalled,  as  Lucan  describes 
the  soldiers  of  Csmsh  in  the  sacred  grove  near  Massilia,  at 
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cutting  down  the  most  eminent^  if  not  the  last^  relic  of  trae 
nobility,  of  inflexible  honor,  on  the  soil  of  France.  Un- 
hesitatingly and  safely  could  they  send  into  exile,  or  into  the 
hulks,  a  gang  of  vociferating  lawyers  and  vul^  generals: 
but  a  stroke  on  a  La  Boche-Jaquelin  would  sound  and 
reverberate  among  your  druidical  stones  with  awful  and 
appalling  omen  to  them. 

LA  BOOHE^AQUELIK. 

I  neither  fear  nor  respect  such  people. 

BERANOEB. 

Pardon  me,  M.  le  Marquis ;  but  it  appears  to  me  that  you 
have  no  reason  to  be  veiy  well  affected  either  to  the  occupttit 
or  the  claimant. 

The  king  of  Frohsdorff, 

Teres  atque  rotundus 

in  body,  is  endowed  with  a  mind  of  similar  conformation. 

'    LA  BOCHB-JAQUELHr. 

You  compliment  him  highly. 

BERAKOSB. 

Unwarily  then  have  I  slipt  into  flattery.  My  meaning  is, 
that,  puffed  up  by  vanity,  he  is  only  fit  to  be  what  he  is  •  •  .  the 
football  of  fortune* 

LA  BOCHE-JAQUELIK. 

Do  not  be  severe  on  him.  If  you  must  be  severe,  be  at 
least  impartial.  The  possessor  of  supreme  and  arbitraiy 
power,  in  Paris,  deserves  surely  as  much  acerbity  as  the 
prince  who,  having  dismissed  his  few  faithful  servants,  siU 
stript  of  power,  shuddering  and  crouching  at  Frohsdorff. 

BERANQER. 

There  is  not  a  drop  of  bitterness  in  me  for  either.  No  boat- 
man on  our  beautiful  Loire,  no  laundress  on  its  sands  below  the 
bridge,  is  less  important  to  me  than  those  two.  Petulance  and 
arrogance  are  the  king's  characteristics ;  ambition  the  presi* 
dent  s.  One  has  done,  the  other  would  have  done,  what  you 
approve,  and  what  my  intellect  and  heart  alike  denounce. 
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LA  BOOHE-JAQUIUN. 

Indeed  I  what  can  that  be  P 

BERANOEB. 

The  restoration  of  darkness;  the  striking  out  of  three  hun- 
dred years  from  the  chronology  of  mind;  the  resuscitation  of 
Popery,  as  she  sat  at  Avignon  when  she  was  expelled  from 
Borne.  Sovrans  will  bitterly  repent  of  such  a  step  backward : 
she  will  fall  heavily  on  them  ere  long. 

I  heard  it  reported  in  this  city  that  when  thelVench  general 
landed  at  Civit^  Y^chiay  with  a  lie  in  his  mouth  thrust  into 
it  by  the  president^  an  English  gentleman  sent  back  the  work 
m  artillery  which  the  president  had  given  to  him.  This  gen- 
tleman was  in  the  habitude  of  meeting  the  prince  at  Lady 
Blessington's,  under  whose  roof  a  greater  number  of  remark- 
able and  illustrious  men  assembled  firom  all  nations,  than  under 
any  other  since  roofs  took  the  place  of  caverns.  TKhen  he 
le^imed  to  London  from  his  captivity  at  Ham^  he  was  greeted 
by  Lady  Blessington's  friend,  ^'  as  having  escaped  tie  two 
ieavUst  of  mufortunes,  a  prison  and  a  throne/^ 

**  Whichever  of  the  two  may  befall  me/*  said  the  prince, 
''I  hope  I  shall  see  you.'* 

"If  a  prison,''  said  the  other,  "the  thing  is  possible;  if  a 
throne,  not.'' 

'  LA  BOCHE-JAQUELm. 

Let  him  beware  of  visiting  Paris. 

BSRANOEB. 

Pifty  years  ago  he  spent  some  time  there ;  some  ten  later 
he  resided  in  this  city;  and  he  went  into  Italy  after  the 
Bestoration. 

LA   ROCHE-JAQUELIN. 

Ah,  M.  deBeranger  1 1  imagine  he  would  much  prefer  Italy 
or  Touraine  to  Cayenne  or  Algeria. 

BERANOSB. 

I  do  not  believe  he  is  likely,  so  late  in  life,  to  try  the 
experiment. 

LA  EOCHE-JAQUELIN. 

Pardon  me :  I  have  been  trespassing  too  far  on  your  time. 

BEBANOER. 

Quite  the  contrary :  you  have  made  it  valuable. 
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LA  BOOHl-JAQUILXN. 

Surely  as  I  entered  I  saw  you  suddenly  lay  down  your  hat. 
If  you  were  about  to  walk^  not  to  visits  I  should  beg  permisaidn 
to  accompany  you. 

BKRAKOBB. 

Gladly  will  I  attend  you,  M.  le  Marquis.  Tou  will  travel 
down  the  Loire  on  your  road  homeward :  by  way  of  variety 
shall  our  promenade  be  toward  the  Cher? 

LA  BOOHB-JAQUSLUr. 

By  all  means :  it  runs  dose  to  the  town. 

BBBANGEB. 

Here  we  are.  The  beautiful  plain  has  lately  been  enclosed. 
A  few  years  ago  it  was  as  nature  formed  it. 

LA  BOCHftJAQUELnr. 

Aye :  just  as  when  Charles  Martell  discomfited  and  drove 
out  t&e  Saracens. 

BBBANGEB. 

May  we  never  have  to  curse  the  memory  of  Charles  Martell. 

LA  BOOHB-JAQUBLDT. 

God  forbid ! 

-  BERANGBB. 

Yet  how  flourishing  was  Spain  under  the  Saracens  during 
great  part  of  a  milleniuml  What  pleasure  and  poUteness^ 
what  chivalry  and  poetry,  what  arts  and  sciences,  in  her  citiesi 
what  architecture  within  her  walls,  and  round  about  I  what 
bridges !  what  fountains  I  what  irrigation !  Look  at  her  now 
under  her  Bourbons.  Look  oflF  from  her,  look  toward  Italy. 
Who,  tell  me,  who,  M.  le  Marquis,  hath  held  down  men  un- 
improved, unprogressive,  motionless  P  no,  not  motionless  .  .  . 
nor  was  the  whed  of  Ixion. 

LA   ROCHE-JAQUELIN. 

Bravo !  M.  de  Beranger  I 

But  seriously  now,  do  you  attribute  all  our  civilization,  all 
our  enlightenment,  all  our  arts  and  sciences,  to  these  Saracens? 

BERANQEB. 

M.  le  Marquis !  if  there  is  a  gentleman  in  France,  it  is 
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because  the  Saracens  were  here  or  in  the  neighbourhood^  or 
because  his  ancestors  encountered  them  under  the  walls  of 
Ascalon  and  Acca.  However^  I  do  not  attribute  all  our 
civilization^  all  our  enlightenment^  (M  our  arts  and  sciences^ 
to  them.  No ;  £Eur  from  it.  In  their  vesture^  which  is  among 
tbe  earlier  signs  of  civilization,  they  never  wore,  or  made  their 
daves  wear,  conical  caps  emblazoned  with  fiery  serpents, 
Bormounted  as  a  crest  with  spiral  flames;  they  never  wore, 
or  made  their  slaves  wear,  robes  ornamented  with  open- 
mouthed  dogs  and  grinning  devils.  Fanciful  as  they  were  in 
architectural  decorations,  they  did  not  clear  the  market-place 
to  erect  scaffolds  in  it,  surrounded  by  stakes  and  faggots  for 
the  concremation  of  human  victims,  the  virgin,  the  matron, 
tiie  bride,  the  nursing  mother.  Inventive  as  they  were  in 
mechanics,  they  did  not  invent  the  thumbscrew,  the  pulley, 
and  many  other  such  elegant  articles  of  furniture.  Studious 
as  they  were  of  medicine,  adepts  as  they  were  in  chemistry,  it 
was  left  for  more  sagacious  h^s  and  for  more  pious  hands  to 
invent  and  to  apply  the  Acqua  Toffana.  The  only  people  now 
that  appear  to  open  their  eyes,  are  the  people  of  canvas  and 
marble. 
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KINO. 

Permit  me.  Princess,  to  offer  you  my  compliment  on  your 
entering  a  new  career  of  conquest.  When  ladies  of  such  rank 
and  accomplishments  condescend  to  lead  the  brave  volunteers 
of  Lombardy,  good  fortune  must  follow. 

PBINCESa. 

Excuse  me,  sir^  it  is  far  from  condescension  in  me :  on  the 
contrary,  I  feel  it  to  be  an  act  of  self-elevation;  I  hope  a 

{ardonable  one.    I  was  never  proud  until  now;  for  never  was 
so  well  aware  of  my  duties,  and  so  resolved  to  perform  them. 

KINO. 

Flattery,  wealth,  station,  beauty,  were  in  a  conspiracy 
against  you :  surely  it  was  a  difBcult  matter  to  resist  their 
united  forces. 

*  Printed  first  for  the  benefit  of  the  sufbren  at  Meauna. 
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FRXNCBas. 

Each  of  these  contingencies  has  many  disadvantages^  which 
its  parallel  advantages  make  us  too  often  overlook,  llie  best 
of  men  and  women  have  to  fill  up  certain  gaps  or  discon* 
tinuities  in  their  character :  here  is  a  field  for  it. 


Kura. 


I  enter  it  willingly. 

Italy^  sir^  had  always  her  eyes  on  you :  she  once  abased 
them  in  deep  sorrow :  her  confidence  now  returns.  Only  one 
man  upon  earth  enjoys  power  equal  to  yours :  behold  how  he 
employs  it . . .  the  calm^  the  prudent^  the  beneficent^  the  ener- 

fetic,  Pio  Nono.  At  your  suggestion  all  the  potentates  of 
taly  would  engage  in  their  service  a  proportionate  force  of 
Swiss.  Your  Majesty  and  the  King  of  Naples  could  each 
afford  to  subsidize  twelve  thousand  for  a  single  year^  a  second 
will  not  be  necess£^  for  the  expulsion  of  the  Austrians.  It 
is  better  to  accomplish  the  great  work  without  the  intervention 
of  France,  which  would  create  much  jealousy  in  Germany  and 
in  England. 

KING. 

I  would  rather  not  see  the  French  again  in  Piedemont. 
Already  the  apprehension  of  such  an  event  has  induced  Lord 
Palmerston  to  make  me  a  strong  remonstrance. 

PRINCBSS. 

Sir,  Lord  Palmerston  has  lately  been  very  much  in  the 
habitof  making  strong  remonstrances;  and  strong  ridicule  has 
always  rebounded  to  the  racket.  It  was  only  this  week  that  he 
made  one  of  his  strong  remonstrances  to  the  Government 
of  Spain ;  which  strong  remonstrance  was  thrown  back  in  his 
teeth  (if  he  has  any  left)  with  derision  and  defiance.  IMarvaes 
stood  aloof  with  folded  arms,  and  left  him  to  be  buffetted  and 
beaten  down  by  poor  old  Sottomayor.  His  conduct  in  r^ard 
to  Portugal  has  alienated  from  England  all  .  .  •  liberals. 

KING. 

Are  there  many  of  them  in  that  country?  and  are  they 
persons  of  consideration  and  respectability  ? 

FBIKCES8. 

Many  of  the  clergy,  both  lower  and  higher;  nearly  all  the 
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principal  merchants;  and  not  only  the  best  informed^  but  also 
the  larger  part  of  the  nobility ;  just  as  they  are  in  ours. 

KIKO. 

I  wonder  what  could  have  induced  his  lordship  to  abandon 
his  poUcy  and  principles  P 

FimiCBBS. 

Sir^  he  abandoned  no  policy,  no  principles ;  his  lordship  is 
a  whig;  these  whigs  have  neither:  protestations  serve 
iiutead. 

KINO. 

It  must  be  conceded  that,  in  the  multiplicity  of  parties  and 
interests,  and  in  the  conciliation  and  management  of  the  two 
Houses,  an  English  minister  is  placed  in  circumstances  of 
great  difficulty^  and  where  strict  integrity  is  quite  impossible. 

FBnrCESB. 

What  is  to  be  thought  of  that  man's  wisdom  or  prudence 
who  walks  deliberately,  and  with  his  eyes  open,  into  those 
drcnmstances  P 

KDTO. 

Simpler  governments  have  produced  honester  ministers  than 
the  complex.  England  has  never  seen  her  Colbert,  her 
Turgot,  her  Necker,  her  Koland.  In  the  course  of  the  last 
eighty  years,  her  only  minister  on  whom  there  was  the  slightest 
suspicion  of  sound  principles,  was  the  Marquis  of  Rockingham, 
patron  of  the  celebrated  Burke.  The  King  never  spoke  with 
cordiality  to  him,  excepting  on  the  day  of  his  dismissal.  If 
Lord  Palmerston  miscarries,  it  will  not  be  for  incompliancy  to 
the  wishes  of  the  Court :  he  has  obtained  a  firm  footing  there 
by  trampling  on  Portugal.  But  as  Austria  is  no  fief  of 
£kaony,  he  might  permit  me  to  regulate  my  own  concerns, 
and  not  attempt  to  trip  me  up  in  crossing  the  frontier. 

• 
PRINCESS. 

Your  Majesty  is  defending  your  own  country  in  defending 
Italy,  and  you  do  not  cross  the  frontier  until  you  cross  the 
Alps.  It  may  be  necessary ;  for  certain  I  am  that  the  Em- 
peror of  Austria  and  the  King  of  Prussia  are  awaiting  with 
earnest  anxiety  to  meet  the  advance  of  the  Russian  armies. 
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They  would  ruin  Hungary  and  the  Baltic  provinces. 

PRINOiaB. 

The  more  welcome  for  that.  By  such  devastation  the  power 
of  resistance  would  be  annihilated  in  the  refractory,  rosen 
has  already  been  treated  like  Oporto. 

KnfQ. 
You  appear  to  doubt  the  Prussian  king's  sincerity. 

PRINC1BB8. 

If  his  Majesty  is  an  honest  man^  it  is  a  great  deal  more 
than  his  father  and  his  grandfather  were ;  and  indeed  to  find  any 
such  character  in  the  archives  of  Hohenzollem  would  require 
an  antiquary  the  most  zealous  and  the  most  acute.  Certainly 
in  the  last  reign  the  heir  to  the  throne  was  considered  to  be 
more  anti-democratic  than  the  possessor :  and  since  his  acces- 
sion what  he  has  conceded  to  the  people  came  from  him  as  an 
emanation  of  power  and  wisdom  on  indigence  and  imbecility. 
There  are  professors  in  Germany  who  declare  that  the  kings 
and  upper  classes  must  be  taught  a  purer  language^  not  with- 
out an  infusion  of  neology^  tho  most  of  these  teachers  are 
involved  in  their  own  smoke  and  can  see  no  further  than  the 
library. 

KINO. 

Princess  I  you  must  acknowledge  that  kings^  at  the  present 
day^  are  placed  in  an  embarrassing  situation;  I  among  the 
rest. 

FRINCEBS. 

Then  extricate  yourself,  sir,  speedily.  Unless  it  is  speedily, 
it  will  never  be.  You  may  recover  all  you  have  lost  of 
popularity  and  renown,  by  valour  and  determination.  Your 
countryman  Alfieri  was  correct  in  his  assertion  that  the 
Italians,  both  in  mental  and  corporeal  power,  are  superior  to 
all  the  nations  round  about.  They  want  oidy  good  examples 
and  Uberal  institutions. 

KINO. 

I  am  afraid.  Princess,  you  want  a  Napoleon  and  a  republick. 

PRnrcEBs. 
If  I  desired  the  existence  of  the  one,  I  must  desire  the 
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tinction  of  the  other.  Napoleon  would  permit  no  other  free- 
)m  than  his  own  personal.  Never  did  any  sovran^  not 
oois  Philippe  himseli^  so  belie  his  protestations:  never  did  any 
le  enact  so  many  laws  restrictive  of  freedom  in  so  many  of  ita 
tributes.  The  most  arbitrary  of  despots  never  issued  so  great 
quantity  of  edicts  against  the  press.  Not  only  was  it  a 
rime  to  call  in  question  any  of  his  actions,  but  it  also  was  one 
)  omit  the  praise  of  them.  Madame  de  Stael  was  exiled  for 
:■,  and  an  impression  of  her  work  on  Germany  seized  by  the 
oUce,  condemning  her  thereby  to  a  loss  of  twenty  thousand 
rancs.  Military  men,  especially  those  who  believe  that  all 
onor  lies  in  the  field  of  battle,  may  admire  him;  but 
bey  who  abhor  selfishness,  malice,  and  (what  we  women  think 
crime)  vulgarity,  abhor  Napoleon.  He  did,  however,  good 
errice  to  Italy,  be  the  motive  what  it  may,  in  extirpating  the 
k)urbons,  sticking  in  again  only  one  weak  twig  which  never 
ould  take  root. 

KI50. 

You  see  then  with  satisfaction  the  difficulties  which  beset 
he  King  of  Naples  P 

FBDfCESS. 

Certainly ;  and  so  does  your  Majesty.  It  is  necessary  to 
xpel  that  family  from  the  nations  it  has  humiliated,  from  the 
hrones  it  has  disgraced.  The  Sicilians,  the  best  of  our 
talian  races,  have  dec]:eed  it. 

KING. 

Kings  must  not  place  it  in  the  power  of  the  people  to  decide 
m  their  destiny. 

FRINCE88. 

Kings  do  not  place  it  in  their  power,  but  God  does.  Kings 
bemselves  begin  the  work  of  delving  under  their  palaces  and 
ireparing  the  combustibles  for  explosion.  They  never  know 
rhere  they  are,  until  they  find  themselves  blown  into  some 
oren  land.  The  head  grows  cooler  when  the  crown  is  ofl" ; 
et  they  would  run  again  after  it,  as  a  little  girl  after  her 
)onnet  which  a  breeze  is  rolling  in  the  dust. 

KINO. 

I  am  half  persuaded  that  the  little  gir?s  loss  is  the  gravest, 
md  that  she  is  the  wiser  of  the  two  runners. 
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Tour  Majesty  has  inspired  me  with  confidence  to  proceed  in 
speaking  out  plainly,  x  ou  are  now  in  my  country^  and  you 
can  saye  it.  Unless  you  do^  you  will  lead  an  unhappy  life ; 
if  you  Ao,  a  happy  one.  Security  of  dominion  is  desirable,  not 
extent.  There  are  those  who  whisper,  what  I  neyer  can  befieye, 
that  your  Majesty  is  ambitious  of  being  the  King  of  Lombardy. 
Supposing  it  practicable,  do  you  imagine  that  the  people  of 
Turm  will  be  contented  to  see  the  seat  of  goyemment  trans- 
ferred to  Milan,  or  that  the  rich  and  noble  and  ancient  families 
of  Milan  will  submit  to  become  the  footstools  of  the  Turinese? 
Never,  sir,  never. 

KINO. 

Would  you  have  the  whole  world  republican  ? 

PRINCESS. 

In  due  time :  at  the  present,  few  nations  are  prepared  for  it: 
the  best  prepared  is  the  Italian.  Every  one  of  our  cities  shows 
the  deep  traces  of  its  carroccio,  and  many  still  retain  their 
municipality  and  ih&apodestd,  I  see  no  reason  why  they  should 
not  all  be  restored  to  their  pristine  state  and  vigour,  all  equally 
subject  to  one  strict  confederation.  The  causes  of  their  dissidence 
and  decline  exist  no  longer.  The  Emperor  is  a  powerless  crea- 
ture, tied  by  the  leg  to  a  worm-jeaten  throne.  The  Pope,  reposing 
on  the  bosom  of  God,  inspires  the  purest  devotion,  the  sublimest 
virtue.  He  reigns  in  the  hearts  of  the  most  irreligious,  and 
exerts  over  the  most  obstinate  the  authority  of  paternal  love. 
I  have  seen  proud  scoffers  lower  their  heads  at  the  mention  of 
his  name :  I  have  heard  cold  philosophers  say,  with  the  hand 
upon  the  breast.  This  man  is  truly  God's  vicegerent,  Pio  Nono 
is  with  Italy.  One  shake  of  the  hand-bell  on  his  table  would 
arouse  fifty  millions  of  our  co-religionists.* 

KDTQ. 

Our  family  hath  always  looked  up  with  reverence  to  the 
Popes :  and  without  the  countenance  of  Pio  Nono  toward  my 
people  I  should  perhaps  have  been  slower  in  approval  of  their 
demonstrations. 

FBIKOESS. 

The  English  ministry  sent  over  a  worthy  man  to  warn  the 

*  He  soon  begun  to  calculate  the  probable  duration  of  a  Pope's  life  who 
resists  the  Sacred  College.  Ood  had  inspired  him  with  all  but  wisdom, 
truth,  and  courage. 
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Pope  of  his  danger  in  pvin^  so  much  encouragement  to  the 
Gberals.  Pio  smiled  with  his  usual  benignity.  He  felt  that 
it  was  not  in  man  to  order  the  sun  to  stop  or  the  stars  to 
slacken  their  courses.  The  plenipotentiary^  in  the  plenitude 
of  his  potentiality^  could  do  nothing  at  Rome;  and  he  struggled 
with  uke  ill  success  in  the  straits  of  Scylla  and  Carybdis. 

KINO. 

It  is  piteous  to  observe  with  how  little  wisdom  and  probity 
the  affairs  of  England  are  conducted.  She  hath  utterly  lost 
iQ  her  influence  in  Europe.  She  can  not  hold  her  nearest 
dependencies :  her  remoter  drop  off  one  after  another^  and  grow 
stronger  from  that  moment.  The  preservation  of  her  territories 
in  the  two  Indies^  extensive,  fertile^  wealthy  as  they  are,  brings 
only  debt  upon  her. 

FRINCI88. 

Pardon  me,  sir,  it  does  much  more  than  that :  it  not  only 
exhausts  her  treasures,  but,  between  the  West  Indies  and  Africa, 
it  consumes  several  thousands  of  soldiers  and  sailors  yearly. 

Knro. 
Yet  England  enjoys  a  free  constitution  and  wise  laws. 

PRINCESS. 

So  it  is  said  by  the  framers,  whose  families  are  cloathed  and 
fed  by  them :  I  can  only  judge  by  facts.  Mythologists  tell  us 
that  stones  were  turned  into  men :  perhaps  the  same  metamor- 
phosis may,  after  a  while,  be  enacted  in  England. 

KINO. 

It  was  even  less  probable  at  Vienna. 

FRINCE88. 

The  blow  of  the  hammer  which  struck  out  the  kindling 
spark  was  given  here  in  Italy. 

KINO. 

Events  may  come  too  suddenly. 

FRINCX88. 

Knowing  this,  we  should  be  as  well  prepared  as  we  can  be. 
I  myself  am  a  witness  to  the  suddenness  of  events.    One  day 
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I  was  walking  on  a  wide  waste  in  the  maremma  of  Tuscany :  thai 
next,  by  enterprise  and  industry,  were  excavated  the  magnifi-  j 
cent  structures  of  ancient  days.  Thus  suddenly  hath  all  Italjf  ^ 
come  forth  from  sterility  to  within  sight  of  her  glorious  insti-  S 
tutions. 

KINO. 

Ah  princess !  you  make  me  smile.  Those  tombs  which  you 
mention  did  indeed  open  again;  but  it  was  only  to  show  the 
semblances  of  kings. 

FRIN0E88. 

Sir !  in  one  moment  they  had  been  visible  and  had  dis- 
appeared ;  in  one  moment  the  crown  was  on  their  heads  and  off 
again ;  it  was  lifted  up,  and  only  dust  was  under :  but  the  works 
of  art,  of  genius,  shone  down  on  them  bright  as  ever.  It  is 
lamentable  that  kings  should  be  less  powerful  than  artificers ; 
they  might  be  greatly  more  so,  and  without  the  exertion  of 
labour  or  the  expenditure  of  apprenticeship. 

KING. 

Lamentable  it  may  be ;  but  is  it  not  equally  that  people 
who  call  themselves  liberals  should  carp  at  the  furst  shadow  of 
liberalism  in  princes  ?  A  celebrated  man  of  the  Whig  party 
in  England,  and  (by  virtue  of  the  office  he  once  held)  a 
member  of  the  peerage,  tried  to  be  at  once  an  Englishman 
and  a  Frenchman,  a  tory  and  a  republican. 

PRINCBBB. 

The  French  minister  made  him  understand  his  duties;  no 
minister  or  man  will  ever  make  him  perform  them.  A  shallow 
scholar,  an  inelegant  writer,  an  awkward  orator,  he  throws 
himself  into  the  middle  of  every  road  where  there  is  the  most 
passing,  fond  of  heat  and  sunshine  as  a  viper  or  a  flea.  In 
the  gazettes  he  announced  his  own  death,  not  indeed  to  excite 
commiseration,  which,  if  he  cared  about  it,  would  be  hopeless, 
but  curiosity.  It  is  said  that  foxes,  found  in  places  where 
they  had  no  means  of  escape,  have  simulated  death :  he  has 
had  the  advantage  of  being  thrown  out  after  detection,  and 
lives  to  yelp  and  purloin.  Among  the  whigs  themselves  there 
is  nowhere  to  be  found  so  whipt  a  deserter,  so  branded  an 
impostor.  There  is  no  party  which  he  has  not  flattered  aad 
cajoled,  espoused  and  aoandoned.     Possessing  a  variety  of 
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talents,  without  the  ability  to  make  a  single  one  available^  the 
learned  Lord  Stowel  said  of  him  on  his  elevation  to  office.  He 
buncs  a  little  of  everything  excepting  law.  His  lordship  might 
have  added,  if  he  had  thought  such  qualities  of  any  import- 
ance in  his  profession,  veracity  and  decorum.  He  declared  it 
as  his  opimon  that  it  is  the  duty  of  a  barrister  to  defend  a 
chent  at  any  expense  of  truth,  even  if  the  crime  were  shifted 
off  the  shoulders  of  the  guilty  on  the  innocent.  His  opinion 
was  taken  by  a  man  as  unscrupulous  as  himself,  to  screen  a 
murderer.  Two  virtuous  women  were  inculpated;  one  was 
only  ruined,  the  other  was  driven  mad.  The  same  turbulent 
and  malicious  man  insulted  the  Italian  people  in  the  House 
of  Lords,  and  condemned  the  interference  of  your  Majesty. 

KINQ. 

I  am  little  surprised  at  it,  and  feel  less  the  indignity  of  tliis 
brawler  than  the  insolence  of  the  minister  who  replied.  He 
said,  and  it  was  true  although  he  said  it,  that  he  would  have 
prevented  my  step  if  he  could.  Italy,  now  resolved  on  free 
institutions,  must  look  in  another  direction  than  toward 
England. 

FRINCESS. 

She  calls  upon  you,  sir,  in  this  crisis  of  her  sufferings.  In 
the  old  heroic  ages  one  man  alone  slew  many  wild  beasts :  it 
were  strange  if,  in  an  age  far  more  heroic,  many  men  should 
be  insufficient  to  quell  a  single  tame  one,  with  his  back  broken 
by  a  mass  of  rubbish  falling  down  on  him  in  the  den. 

KIVO. 

We  must  not  only  think  of  Austria,  but  also  of  tlie  other 
German  potentates.  The  King  of  Prussia,  fond  of  managing 
and  intermeddling,  and  having  his  own  way  and  walking  by 
the  light  of  his  own  wisdom,  has  been  forced  into  liberalism. 
If  his  people  are  prudent,  they  will  not  allow  him  to  march, 
as  he  proposes,  at  the  head  of  his  army  into  Poland.  He 
might  play  the  same  game  as  the  late  king  of  Naples  played, 
when  his  parliament  gave  him  permission  to  leave  his 
metropolis  for  Vienna.  He  has  clever  men  about  him,  men 
of  pliant  principles  and  lanky  purses,  unreluctant  to  leave 
8our-crout  for  French  cookery,  and  to  exchange  a  horn  snuff- 
box for  a  diamond  one  with  an  emperor  on  the  lid.     We 
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want  experienced  diplomatists  capable  of  coping  with  their 
sagacity  and  wariness. 

FBracxsa. 
The  less  intelligent  sometimes  baffle  them  by  firmness  and 
integrity.  I  have  seen  slender  girls  support  an  incredible 
weight  on  their  heads,  because  they  stood  quite  upright  and 
walked  steddily.  The  ministers  of  kings  would  persuade  the 
world  of  their  wisdom  by  vacillation  and  obliquity  :  one  false 
step,  and  they  are  fallen. 

KIKO. 

I  see  many  things  to  disquiet,  and  some  to  endanger  me. 


PRINCESS. 

The  hearts  of  great  men  neither  collapse  in  the  hour  of  per- 
sonal  dancer  nor  ossify  in  that  of  public  distress.  It  is  not  to 
be  dissenabled  that  falsehood  in  the  cause  of  freedom  may  be 
apprehended  on  the  side  of  Prussia  :  and  it  is  far  from  impos- 
siDle  that  the  Prussian  king  and  the  Austrian  emperor  are  wait- 
ing with  impatience  to  embrace  the  Tzar.  The  massacre  of 
the  nobles  in  Gallicia  was  organized  and  rewarded  at  Vienna : 
the  persecution  of  all  classes  in  Posen  is  countenanced  and 
commanded  at  Berlin.  Czartoryski,  the  humane,  the  charitablet, 
the  moderate,  the  just,  the  patriotic,  writes  thus  to  the  prime 
minister  of  that  coimtry :  /  quit  Berlm  with  a  Jieavy  heart. 
Whatever  be  the  cause,  it  is  a  fact,  that  up  to  this  day  nei 
one  of  the  protnises  made  to  the  inhabitants  of  the  grand-duchy  of 
Posen,  hy  the  Prussian  government,  has  been  fulfilled.  To  what 
part  of  its  people  has  that  government  been  true  ?  Stript  and 
scourged  by  Bonaparte,  tear  after  tear  fell  through  the  King's 
white  eyelashes,  and  promise  after  promise  from  his  quivering 
lips.  His  nation  picked  him  up,  dragged  him  out  of  the  mire, 
cloaked  him  anew,  and  set  liim  on  his  horse  again.  Generak 
are  now  sent  by  him  into  Posen,  with  conflicting  autho- 
rities, to  sow  dissension,  and  to  exasperate  the  German  invader 
against  his  generous  host.  The  Prussian  is  not  contented  to 
occupy  the  house  and  the  land  he  hath  seized  on ;  he  is  not 
contented  with  an  equal  share  in  the  administration  of  laws 
and  taxes ;  he  would  split  into  slireds  the  country  he  already 
has  broken  into  splinters,  and  would  abolish  its  nationality. 
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Kiira. 

XJucertainty  in  respect  to  Prussia^  you  must  acknowledge^ 
is  enough  to  make  me  cautious  and  deliberate. 

PRIKCESS. 

An  English  poet  says  that  the  loaman  who  deliberates  is  lost ; 
it  may  sometimes  be  said  with  equal  truth  of  the  general  and 
of  the  prince.  Behold,  sir,  this  beautiful  city  of  Vicenza  I 
Even  so  small  a  place,  being  so  lovely,  is  worth  risking  life  for ; 
what  then  our  grand  and  glorious  Italy  I  Look  down  only  on 
the  portals  of  the  palaces  before  us.  In  Paris  and  London  we 
creep  through  a  crevice  in  the  wall :  here  a  cavalier  finds  no 
difficulty  in  placing  his  hand  under  a  lad/s  elbow,  at  due 
distance,  and  in  leading  her  without  bruize  or  contusion 
through  the  crowded  hall,  to  the  wide  and  Ught  staircase, 
where  Heroes  and  Gods  and  Graces  stand  forth  to  welcome 
them  as  they  ascend.  The  inanimate  world  here  outvalues  the 
animated  elsewhere.  It  is  worth  all  that  remains  of  life  to 
have  lived  one  year  in  Italy.  No  wonder  I  am  enthusiastic ; 
I  have  lived  here  many. 

KIKQ. 

Many  ?  you  ?  the  Princess  Belgioioso  here  beside  me  ?  The 
Graces  you  speak  of  seem  to  contradict  you. 

FRIKOESS. 

I  would  rather  trust  the  Heroes,  as  being  nearer  at  hand. 

KING. 

It  is  a  relief  to  change  the  subject  a  little  from  politics  and 
battles.  No  subject  can  support  a  long-continued  conversa- 
tion, excepting  love. 

PRINCESS. 

Love  also  is  the  fresher  for  a  short  excursion.     Seldom  do  I 

read  a  dialogue,  even  by  the  cleverest  author,  without  a  sense 

of  weariness.      Sentences  cut  up  into  question  and  answer  on 

grave  subjects,  into  repartee  on  lighter,  are  intolerable.     Such 

is  the  worst  method  of  instructing  a  child,  or  of  attracting  a 

man  or  woman.      And  there  is  something  very  absurd  in  the 

supposition  that  any  abstruse  question,  or  matter  of  deep 

thou'^ht,  can  be  shuffled  backward  and  forward  in  this  off-hand 
°  F  2 
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manner.  Even  where  the  discourse  is  upon  a  subject  the 
most  easy  and  tractable,  we  are  fond  of  departing  from  the 
strait  level  walk  to  some  narrower  alley  that  diverges  out  of  it : 
and  we  always  feel  the  cooler  and  pleasanter  in  passing  out  of 
one  room  into  another.  But  the  Austrians  in  Vienna  will  not 
allow  me  to  linger  here  among  the  orange-trees  and  myrtles 
and  oleanders  of  Vicenza,  within  view  of  the  white  unifonn. 
We  will  revert,  sir  (with  permission)  to  the  serious  and  sub- 
stantial. 

KISQ. 

Of  the  serious  I  find  quite  enough ;  the  substantial,  I  trust, 
is  somewhere  in  reserve.  My  old  ministers  have  perplexed  me 
almost  as  much  as  my  old  alUes. 

FRINCE88. 

It  is  certain  that  every  man  in  power  thinks  himself  wiser 
than  every  man  out  of  power ;  and  the  getting  into  it  seems  a 
sort  of  warrantry  for  the  surmise.  Yet  it  may  so  happen  that 
these  who  look  over  the  chairs,  and  have  no  seat  themselves, 
shall  see  somewhat  more  of  the  game  and  of  its  chances  than 
the  gamesters  can.  Others  may  be  cooler  and  more  disinter- 
ested, who  do  not  climb  the  ladder  with  the  hod  upon  their 
heads,  but  stand  at  the  bottom  of  the  building,  and  look  up 
and  round. 

KINO. 

K  only  a  few  ladies  like  you  would  go  into  Austria  and 
Hungary,  you  could  dissuade  and  detain  the  leaders  of  those 
nations  from  the  desire  of  invading  ours. 

PRINCESS. 

What  does  any  gain  by  it  ?  All  must  contribute  money  and 
men  to  hold  the  conquest  in  subjection.  Kings  themselves 
are  none  the  happier  or  the  more  powerful  for  it.  A  few 
noble  families  are  enriched,  and  rendered  thereby  in  a  higher 
condition  to  dictate  to  their  master. 

KINO. 

There  is  something  in  that. 

FRINCE88. 

The  greatest  victory,  the  greatest  conquest,  never  brought 
more  pleasure  to  the  winner  than  a  game  of  chess  or  whist 
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Yet  what  crimes,  what  miseries,  what  mortal  anguish,  not  only 
in  the  field  of  battle,  but  iii  the  far-off  home  I  what  curses  I 
what  misgivings  of  a  watchful,  a  just,  and  a  protecting  Provi- 
dence !  The  Austrians  are  little  better  than  meal-magots :  but 
surely  the  brave  Hungarians  will  espouse  our  cause,  instead 
of  denouncing  it.  They  themselves  have  been  contending  for 
the  same,  and  have  won  it ;  not  against  us,  but  against  the 
very  same  enemy.  Hungary,  Switzerland,  l^rol,  are  the 
natural  allies  of  Italy :  she  wants  no  other. 

KINO. 

I  am  happy  to  find  you  delivering  this  opinion.  Ton  have 
Hved  much  among  the  French,  and  perhaps  may  entertain 
toward  the  nation  the  sentiments  of  esteem  due  only  to  the 
best  societies.  You  seem  to  take  it  little  to  heart  or  to  con- 
sideration, that,  if  you  stand  too  near  the  focus  of  democracy, 
the  flounces  and  feathers  of  nobility  may  be  caught  and 
shriveled. 

PRJNCESS. 

In  France  the  titles  of  nobility  are  abolished.  Important 
or  unimportant,  I  do  not  believe  the  lower  orders  in  Italy  will 
discard  the  use  of  them.  They  address  one  another  as  we 
address  your  Majesty,  by  the  title  of  Signore.  It  comprehends 
alike  the  lowest  and  the  highest.  If  a  marquis  has  twenty 
sons,  they  are  all  marquises.  Many,  indeed  most  of  them, 
are  sadly  poor :  it  is  a  comfort,  no  doubt,  to  receive  the  whole 
of  the  patrimonial  title  where  there  is  only  a  fraction  of  the 
estate.  Already  one  Italian  is  on  a  parity  with  another. 
They  are  the  least  invidious  of  mankind,  and  unite  the  most 
of  courtesy  and  cordiality.  The  scientific  and  learned,  the 
patriotic  and  eloquent,  are  treated  in  our  societies  with  much 
higher  distinction  than  persons  of  birth  and  title.  The  French, 
who  have  learnt  so  much  from  us,  have  learnt  this  also ;  later 
indeed,  but  not  less  perfectly.  It  will  penetrate  to  Germany 
and  England.  In  Germany  the  nobiUty  is  ignorant  and 
ancient :  in  England  it  is  well-informed  and  new.  There  are 
few  families  in  the  peerage  whose  name,  even  as  knight's  or 
gentleman's,  existed  on  the  accession  of  the  Tudors.  False 
shame,  trying  to  support  and  strengthen  the  sufferer  with  a  stiff 
and  defiant  carriage,  snaps  asunder  the  titled  new  nobility  from 
the  untitled  old.  In  our  country  no  clever  advocate  is  caught 
iq)  by  a  patron,  and  seated  first  in  the  lower  house,  presently  in 
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the  higher^  Ancient  services  to  the  state^  ancient  benefits  to 
the  people^  are  the  only  true  and  recognised  titles  of  our 
nobihty :  those  are  neither  to  be  taken  away  nor  to  be  con- 
ferred, by  a  less  active  hand,  a  less  energetic  intellect.  I  should 
be  what  I  am  whether  I  were  called  so  or  not;  the  same  when 
my  camariera  has  taken  o£f  my  gown  as  when  she  put  it  on; 
the  insertion  or  the  removal  of  a  pin  makes  all  the  difference. 

mro. 
This  is  talking  more  philosophically  than,  by  what  I  com- 
prehend of  it,  men  talk  generally. 

PRnrcBBS. 

Eew  men  are  ashamed  of  mounting  upon  stilts,  in  order  to 
raise  their  heads  above  the  multituae.  They  are  most  sup- 
ported when  they  are  most  unsteddy,  and  are  most  listened  to 
when  they  speak  in  a  feigned  voice  through  masks. 

But  where  there  are  ladies  there  should  be  courts,  distinc- 
tions, and  festivals. 

PRINCE88. 

We  ladies  of  Milan  can  do  extremely  well  without  them. 
Happy  in  our  circles,  in  our  conversations,  in  our  music,  ready 
to  receive  instruction  and  grateful  to  our  instructors,  many  of 
us  seldom  leave  the  city  but  for  the  vintage-season,  or  leave  it 
for  no  further  an  excursion  than  to  the  lake  of  Como  or  Yarese^ 

Kmo. 

Tranquil  is  the  scene  and  beautiful  round  Varese ;  redundant 
in  the  profusion  of  gifts  and  exalted  in  the  graces  of  majesty 
is  the  Lario ;  but  eminent  over  your  Lago  Maggiore  we  behold 
the  awful  benignity  of  Saint  Carlo  Borronmieo.  At  his 
prajrers  and  before  his  omnipresence.  Famine  and  Pestilence 
fled  from  Milano;  and  Gustavus  Adolphus,  conqueror  of 
Germany,  recalled  his  advancing  and  irresistible  army  from  the 
marshes  of  Gravedona. 

PRINCE8S. 

Sir !  his  descendant  is  worthy  of  his  name  and  his  protection. 
Uidess  the  bravery  of  my  friend  and  the  intercession  of  our 
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patron  saint  be  e£ELcienty  we  may  perhaps  ere  long  be  seen 
pitching  our  tents  in  Fiedemont. 

KiNa. 
It  is  a  com&rt  to  believe  that  you  prefer  us  to  onr 
neighboars^  and  that  France  is  not  about  to  win  you  from  us. 
I  do  confess  to  you,  princess,  that  the  remembrance  of  what 
happened  in  the  first  revolution  disquieted  me  a  little  at  the 
eariy  rumours  of  the  last. 


The  jfirst  French  revolution  was  a  very  vile  preface  to  a 
very  noble  volume.  Opening  the  introduction  of  the  second, 
we  may  augur  better,  but  with  fear  at  the  side  of  hope,  for  its 
continuation. 

KINO. 

It  is  remarkable  that  the  sober-minded  Germans  should 
have  committed  much  greater  excesses  and  much  more  glaring 
injustice:  and  it  is  not  only  in  these  countries  of  ours,  but 
equally  in  their  own,  and  along  the  whole  extent  of  the  Baltic. 
It  is  seldom  or  never  that  hounds  worry  one  another  while  the 
prey  is  before  them  and  the  huntsmen  are  sounding  the  horn. 
Beally  and  truly  I  wish  you  would  compose  a  manifesto^  which 
I  may  address  to  the  Austrians  and  Hungarians. 

FBINCKSa. 

Ferhaps  in  some  places  there  might  be  an  objectionable 
word. 

KINO. 

Tou  must  be  less  inflammatory  than  Lord  Falmerston. 

PBINCEBS. 

I  could  neither  be  more  hasty  nor  more  ineflBcient.  Touch- 
wood makes  but  an  indifferent  torch. 

KiNa 
Give  us  a  specimen  of  appeal. 

FBINOESS. 

It  would  be  like  this ;  ^'  Austrians  and  Hungarians ;  why 
do  you  wish  to  impose  on  others  a  yoke  which  you  yourselves 
have  shaken  off !     If  they  whom  you  persL^^t  in  your  endeavours 
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of  reducing  to  servitude,  had  attempted  the  same  against  yoa^ 
then  indeed  resentment  miglit  warrant  you,  and  retributive 
justice  would  be  certainly  on  your  side.  It  may  gratify  the 
vanity  of  a  family  to  exercise  dominion  over  distant  states : 
and  the  directors  of  court-pageants  may  be  loth  to  drop  the 
fruits  of  patronage.  These  fruits  are  paid  for  with  your  blood. 
Of  what  advantage  is  it  to  any  citizen  of  Buda  or  Vienna  to 
equip  an  arch-duke  and  trumpet  him  forth  to  Milan  ?  Extent 
of  territory  never  made  a  nation  the  happier,  unless  on  its  own 
natal  soil,  giving  it  room  for  enterprise  and  industry.  On  the 
contrary,  it  always  hath  helped  its  ruler  to  become  more 
arbitrary.  Supposing  you  were  governed  by  the  wisest,  instead 
of  the  weakest,  in  the  universe,  could  he  render  you  more 
prosperous  by  sending  you  from  your  peaceful  homes  to  scare 
away  order  from  others  ?  Hungarians  !  is  not  Hungary  wide 
enough  for  you  ?  Austrians  !  hath  Heaven  appointed  you  to 
control  much  greater,  much  more  numerous,  much  more  war- 
like nations  than  you  ever  were ;  Hungary  for  instance,  and 
Lombardy?  Be  contented  to  enjoy  a  closer  union  with 
Moravia  and  (if  she  will  listen  to  it)  with  Bohemia.  Leave  to 
Hungary  what  she  will  take,  whether  you  will  or  no,  Stiria, 
lllyria,  and  Croatia.  You  are  not  a  maritime  power,  and  you 
never  can  be,  for  you  are  without  a  sea-board;  but  Hungarian 
generosity  will  open  to  you  the  Adriatic  as  freely  as  the 
Danube.  Be  moderate  while  moderation  can  profit  you,  and 
you  ^till  soon  cease  to  smart  under  the  wounds  of  war,  and  to 
struggle  under  the  burden  of  debt.'' 


KINO. 


This  appeal  is  very  impressive,  because  it  terminates  at  the 
proper  place.  Taxation  is  more  intolerable  than  cruelty  and 
injustice.  The  purse  is  a  nation's  panoply ;  and  when  you 
strike  through  it,  you  wound  a  vital  part.  Refusal  to  reduce 
taxation  by  the  abolition  of  inutilities,  may  shake  the  broad  and 
solid  edifice  of  the  English  constitution,  which  the  socialist  and 
chartist  have  assailed  in  vain.     The  debts  of  Italy  are  light. 


TRINCESS. 


The  lands  and  palaces  of  the  king  of  Naples  would  pay  off 
the  heaviest :  the  remainder  is  barely  sufficient  to  serve  as  a 
keystone  to  consolidate  our  interests.     There  are  far-sighted 
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men  in  England  who  would  not  gladly  see  the  great  debt  of 
that  country  very  much  diminished. 

•  KINO. 

Part  of  OUTS  will  disappear  now  we  are  no  longer  to  give 
out  rations  to  the  hordes  of  Austria.  I  hope  tliey  may  be 
convinced  that  they  can  be  happier  and  safer  in  their  own 
houses  than  in  the  houses  of  other  men. 

PRINCESS. 

If  they  believe,  as  it  seems  they  do,  that  they  are  incapable 
of  governing  themselves,  and  that  an  idiot  is  their  proper  head, 
let  them  continue  to  enjoy  the  poppy  crown,  but  leave  the 
iron  one  behind  at  Monza.  Kothing  more  will  be  required  of 
them  than  cooperation  with  the  other  states  of  Germany 
against  Bussia.  A  force  no  greater  than  the  peace-establish- 
ment will  secure  the  independence  and  integrity  of  Poland. 
Nay,  if  Germany  sends  only  150,000  men,  Hungary  40,000, 
Italy  40,000,  France  50,000,  Russia  will  break  down  under 
them,  and  Moscow  be  again  her  capital.  Great  states  are 
great  curses,  both  to  others  and  to  themselves.  One  such, 
however,  is  necessary  to  the  equipoise  of  the  political  world. 
Poland  is  the  natural  barrier  of  ci\ilisation  against  barbarism, 
of  freedom  against  despotism.  No  potentate  able  to  coerce 
the  progress  of  nations  must  anywhere  exist.  All  that  ever 
was  Poland  must  again  be  Poland,  and  much  more.  Power, 
predominant  power,  is  necessary  to  her  for  the  advantage  of 
Europe.  She  must  be  looked  up  to  as  an  impregnable  out- 
work  protecting  the  nascent  liberties  of  the  world. 

KINO. 

Bussia  is  rich  and  warlike  and  hard  to  manage. 

PRINCESS. 

Her  Cossacks  and  Tartars,  of  various  denominations,  might 
nearly  all  be  detacht  from  her  by  other  means  than  arms. 
Her  empire  will  split  and  splinter  into  the  infinitesimals  of 
which  its  vast  shapeless  body  is  composed.  The  south  breathes 
against  it  and  it  dissolves. 
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GAKIBALDI  AND  MAZZINL 


MAZZINL 

It  was  in  vain  that  I  represented  to  joUj  Garibaldi,  the 
imprudence  of  letting  the  French  army  debark  unopposed  at 
Civita  Vecchia. 

GARIBALDI. 

I  now  acknowledge  the  imprudence  of  it :  but  I  believed  at 
the  time  that  the  French  soldiers  were  animated  by  a  love  of 
freedom,  the  French  oflScers  by  a  sentiment  of  honour  and 
veracity ;  and  I  doubted  not  that  they  came  for  our  support. 
Do  you  laugh  at  me,  Mazzini  P  Can  there  be  a  laugh  or  a 
smile  in  any  Italian  at  the  present  hour,  when  after  our 
citizens  had  driven  from  our  walls,  and  rolled  on  the  plain, 
the  most  courageous  and  confident  of  the  hostile  army,  we 
experience  in  turn  grave  disasters  every  day,  from  the  supe- 
riority of  their  weapons  and  the  advantages  of  their  experience  ? 
Every  day  their  rifles  strike  down  from  our  cannon  on  the 
walls  our  best  artillerymen.  True,  there  are  ardent  youths 
who  supply  their  places  instantly  :  but  how  long  can  this  last? 

MAZZINI. 

Believe  me,  brave  and  generous  Garibaldi,  I  did  not  laugh 
at  any  thing  but  what  all  Europe  laughs  at ;  French  honour, 
French  veracity.  Is  this  the  first  time  they  have  deceived  us? 
is  this  the  first  time  our  youth  have  paid  the  price  of  their 
blood  for  their  credulity?  Never  more  can  they  deceive, 
never  more  can  they  conciliate  us.  Italy  henceforth  is 
divided  from  France  by  a  stronger  and  loftier  barrier  than 
the  Alps. 

OAJUBALDL 

Ingratitude  is  more  flagitious  in  them  even  than  perfidy. 
Look  into  our  hospitals:  tlu^e-fourths  of  the  wounaed  are 
French  soldiers.  Iney  were  abandoned  by  their  ofiicers  and 
comrades  on  their  ignominious  field  of  battle,  partly  from 
indifference  toward  those  who  had  served  and  coidd  serve  no 
longer;  partly  on  the  calculation  of  our  humanity  and  the 
knowledge  of  our  deficiency  in  provisions. 
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XAZzno. 

Even  the  wildesi  of  the  beasts  are  calculators  :  the  serpent, 
Ae  tiger,  make  no  spring  without  a  calculation ;  but  neither 
makes  it  wantonly ;  the  one  must  be  ofTended  or  frightened, 
the  other  must  be  in  search  of  food. 


GARIBALDI. 

The  ambition  of  one  man  is  the  fountain-head  of  our 
calamity.  Fallen  we  may  be;  but  never  so  fallen  as  the 
French  themselves  :  we  resisted ;  they  succumbed.  Can  any 
one  doubt  the  ulterior  views  of  this  impostor  ? 

MAZZiyL 

He  will  not  rest  here :  he  will  claim  the  kingdom  of  Borne 
and  the  empire  of  France.  He  has  proved  his  legitimacy  by 
his  contempt  of  law;  in  this  alone  he  bears  a  resemblance  to 
Ni^leon.  Napoleon,  upon  several  occasions,  showed  the 
obtuser  part  of  his  triangular  hat,  but  never  until  he  had 
shown  the  pointed.  The  hatter  at  Strasburg  would  have  taken 
back  at  small  discount  the  imitation  of  it,  which  he  forwarded 
to  his  customer  for  the  expedition  toward  Paris.  Already 
his  emissaries  have  persuadea  the  poor  ignorant  population  of 
the  provinces  that  he  is  the  Emperor  Napoleon  just  escaped 
from  an  English  prison. 

GARIBALDL 

Presently,  I  repeat  it,  he  will  assume  the  title.  The  Dutch 
are  more  likely  than  the  French  to  hold  it  in  derision.  They 
know  that  his  mother  did  not  cohabit  with  her  husband ;  and 
they  might  have  expected  one  much  honester  from  the 
Admiralty  than  they  received  from  it. 

MAZZINL 

Graribaldi  !  we  have  other  occupations  than  reference  to 
paternities,  to  simiUtudes,  and  verisimilitudes.  The  French 
are  at  the  gates  of  our  city :  fire  no  longer  from  the  walls : 
let  them  enter :  let  Bome  be  a  Saragoza :  within  the  ramparts 
we  have  defensible  positions,  none  upon  them :  all  weapons 
aw  equal,  or  nearly  so,  hand  to  hand.  Roman  women  have 
displayed  the  same  courage  and  devotion  as  Saragozan  : 
Boman  artizans  are  as  resolute  as  Numantian. 
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GARIBALDI. 

Neither  in  Numantia  nor  in  Saragoza  was  there  any  woman 
who,  coming  from  afar,  incited  by  admiration  of  freedom  and 
valour,  abandoned  a  luxurious  home,  the  society  of  the  learned, 
the  homage  of  the  chivalrous,  to  spend  her  days  and  nights  in 
administering  comfort  to  the  wounded,  in  tasting  the  bitter 
medicine  that  the  feverish  lip  might  not  reject  it,  in  swatliing 
with  delicate  hand  the  broken  and  festered  limb,  in  smoothing 
the  pallet  that  agony  had  made  uneven  and  hard.  Man's 
courage  is  of  earth,  however  high ;  woman's  angelic,  and  of 
heaven. 

A  Suetonius  and  a  Tacitus  may  teU  the  world  hereafter  what 
are  our  pontifical  princesses ;  a  Belgioiso  stands  before  us, 
and  shows  by  her  magnanimity  and  beneficence  what  is  a 
Milanese. 

Learned  men !  inquisitorial  professors !  cold  sceptics ! 
violators  of  the  tomb  !  sturablers  on  the  bones  and  ashes  ye 
would  kick  aside !  ye  who  doubt  the  realities  of  our  ancient 
glory,  of  our  ancient  self-devotion,  come  hither,  bathe  your 
weak  eyes  and  strengthen  your  wavering  belief. 


CARDINAL  ANTONELLI  AND  GENERAL  GEIVIEAU. 

FIRST    CONVERSATION. 


CARDINAL   AKTONELLI. 

General  !  on  the  eve  of  your  departure     .     . 

GENERAL  GESfEAU    {cUtde). 

Sacr^ !  what  does  the  man  mean  P 

CARDINAL  ANTONELLL 

•  .  in  the  name  of  the  Holiness  of  our  Lord,  of  the 
Sacred  College,  of  the  bishops,  of  the  clergy  at  large.     .     . 

GENERAL  OElfEAU. 

Eminence !  come,  if  you  please,  to  the  point.  What  the 
devil  is  implied  in  this  superfine  tissue  of  verbiage  and 
fanfaronade  ? 
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CARDINAL  ANTONKLLI. 

•  .  it  is  incumbent  on  me  (and  never  was  any  duty  more 
gratifying  to  my  heart)  to  declare  to  your  Excellency  the 
satisfaction  of  his  Holiness  at  the  assistance  you  have  rendered 
his  Holiness,  in  upholding,  under  the  banner  of  the  Church, 
and  under  the  Pontifical  blessing,  the  rights  and  authority  of 
the  Holy  See. 

OENERAL  OEHSAU. 

Parbleu  I  well  may  you  thank  us ;  but  if  you  take  it  into 
your  head  that  we  are  going,  your  thanks,  supposing  them 
finals  my  brave  Eminence,  are  somewhat  premature. 

CARDINAL  ANTONELU. 

.  •  And  I  am  commanded  by  his  Beatitude  to  place  at 
Toor  disposal  one  thousand  medals  and  one  thousand  crosses, 
decorated  with  appropriate  ribbands,  that  your  Excellency  may 
distribute  them  among  those  ofScers  and  soldiers  most  oistin- 
gnished  for  their  devotion  to  our  true  religion. 

GENERAL  GEMEAU. 

If  your  Eminence  talks  of  sending  off  your  deliverers  in 
this  manner,  they  will  throw  your  ribbands  and  crosses  to  the 
Jews  and  to  the  smelting-pot. 

CARDINAL  ANTONELLI. 

I  speak  from  authority,  and  with  the  voice  of  a  prophet,  in 
declaring  to  your  Excellency  that  such  a  sacrilege  would  be 
most  detrimental  to  the  perpetrators.  But  out  of  evil  cometh 
good :  such  invariably  is  the  order  of  Divine  Providence, 
The  laws  of  nature  in  this  instance  will  bend  before  it,  and  a 
miracle  will  be  the  result,  to  the  edification  of  the  believer,  and 
the  conversion  or  the  confusion  of  the  unbeliever. 

GENERAL  GEMEAU. 

Eminence !  you  gentlemen  are  always  quite  enough  of 
prophets  to  foresee  a  miracle.  Favor  me  with  a  vision  of  that 
which  is  now  impending,  that  I  may  either  keep  the  soldiers 
in  the  barracks  or  order  them  to  take  up  a  position,  according 
to  the  exigency, 

CARDINAL  ANTONELU. 

If  such  a  profanation  were  offered  to  those  crosses  and 
medals  which  have  received  a  benediction  from  the  Holiness 
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of  our  Lord,  the  fire  over  which  they  should  be  placed  in  the 
crucible  would  totally  change  their  properties,  and  the  metal 
would  be  only  base  metal. 

OBNEBAL  OEMEAU. 

Name  of  God  !  I  thought  as  much.  But  every  metal  is 
base  metal  which  turns  a  citizen  into  a  satellite,  the  defender  of 
his  freedom  into  the  subverter  of  another's.  Eminence  ! 
we  were  not  bom  to  be  Mamelukes,  we  were  not  educated  to 
be  Janisaries.  Shall  those  orders  of  men  which  are  abolished 
in  Turkey  and  Egypt  be  maintained  in  France,  for  the  benefit 
of  Rome? 

CARDINAL  AMTONELLI. 

General !  with  due  submission,  this  language  is  novel  and 
unintelligible  to  me. 

OENSBAL  OKVEAU. 

Plainly  then;  you  and  your  master  are  ungrateful.  "We 
have  endured  your  clerical  insolence  and  your  Boman  climate 
long  enougL 

CARDINAL  ANTONXLLL 

His  Holiness  is  quite  of  your  opinion,  and  therefor  would 
graciously  bestow  on  you,  in  the  hour  of  your  departure,  his 
benediction  and  valediction. 

GENERAL  GEMEAU. 

His  Holiness,  it  seems  to  me,  reckons  without  his  host. 

CARDINAL  ANTONELLL 

We  are  most  sensible  of  the  great  benefits  the  French 
government  and  the  French  army  have  conferred  upon  us. 

GENERAL  GEMEAU. 

Truly  so  it  seems !  We  do  not  want  more  of  this  sensibility; 
we  will  grant  you  gratuitously  more  of  these  benefits.  Have 
we  not  sacrificed  to  you  our  oaths  as  citizens,  our  honour  as 
soldiers?  Did  we  not  swear  that  we  entered  the  Boman 
States  to  defend  the  hberty  of  the  Roman  people  ?  And  did 
we  not,  without  delay,  bombard  the  city  ? 

CARDINAL   ANTONELLL 

To  the  danger  of  the  palaces  and  of  the  churches. 
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OSNEBAL  OBlOLin. 

Which  of  the  princes,  which  of  the  cardinals,  ever  once 
entered  the  hospitals  where  our  wounded,  to  the  number  of 
above  a  thousand,  lay  dying  ?  The  Boman  ladies,  old  and 
young,  attended  them,  drest  their  wounds,  sat  at  the  side  of 
their  couches  day  and  night,  administered  their  medicines, 
assuaged  their  thirst,  and  frequently,  from  heat  and  inanition, 
fainted  on  the  floor.  Often  have  the  tears  of  our  brave 
soldiers  £dlen  on  their  inanimate  nurses.  Nature  was 
exhtfistod,  beneficence  flowed  on. 


CARDINAL   ANTOKELLL 

In  Austria  they  would  have  been  severely  whipt  for  it,  and 
imprisoned  among  the  prostitutes:  our  government  is  clement. 
We  are  deeply  indebted  to  your  President  for  his  succour  and 
support.    But  we  can  not  dissemble    .     . 

OENSBAL  GXXXAU   {Oiidc). 

Odd  enough  that ! 

CARDINAL   ANTONKLLL 

,  .  we  can  not  dissemble  from  ourselves  that  we  greatly 
owe  his  interference  to  a  pressure  from  without. 

OKNERAL  OEMEAU. 

Eminence  !  be  pleased  to  explain. 

CARDINAL   ANTONSLLL 

The  President  was  anxious  to  conciliate  the  Powers  that  he. 
He  was  the  head  of  his  nation,  and  naturally  leaned  to  the 
heads  of  other  nations,  irrespective  alike  of  !aoman  and  of 
Frenchman.  If  instead  of  sending  eighteen  thousand  men  to 
chastise  a  rebellious  city,  wliich  his  wisdom  has  ensnared,  he 
had  sent  only  half  the  number  to  encourage  and  protect  it,  all 
Europe,  long  before  the  present  hour,  had  been  cursed  with 
constitutions.  Heaven  had  showered  down  no  more  miracles, 
no  saintly  eyes  compassionately  rolling  from  the  painted 
canvas,  but  had  abandoned  the  sinful  world  to  its  own  devices. 
America  will  soon  be  left  alone  to  the  popular  will :  Europe  is 
well-nigh  freed  from  it. 
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GENERAL  OEMEAU. 

A  spoke  is  shattered  in  the  wheel  of  the  Eevolution :  we 
must  substitute  another  and  stronger :  we  must  swear  again^ 
and  keep  our  oaths  better. 

CARDINAL    AKTONELLI. 

In  the  opinion  of  many  (God  forbid  that  I  should  entertain 
it)  the  climate  of  the  Trench  heart  is  too  hot  and  intemperate 
for  anything  to  keep  sweet  and  sound  in  it.  According  to 
them,  your  honor  is  quite  satisfied  by  bloodshed ;  to  be  proved 
a  liar  is  no  disgrace ;  to  be  called  one  is  inexpiable. 

GENERAL  GEMEAU. 

Pardon  me.  Eminence,  pardon  me :  the  offender's  blood 
expiates  it.  The  pain  of  being  caught  in  a  lie,  take  my  word 
for  it,  is  bad  enough ;  it  shows  such  clumsiness  and  stupidity; 
but  to  be  called  a  liar  in  consequence  of  it  .  .  bah !  and 
without  a  moral  power  of  shot  or  sabre  to  rebutt  the  charge  .  . 
bah !  a  Mediterranean  of  blood  is  insufficient  to  staunch  the 
wound. 

CARDINAL    ANTONELLL 

Christianity  teaches  us  .  . 

GENERAL  GEIOEAU. 

Don't  teU  me  what  Christianity  teaches  us.  Cliristianity 
holds  the  book  in  her  hand,  but  can  neither  thrust  it  nor 
conjure  it  into  men's  heads.  Christianity  says  that  her  first 
officers  shall  not  call  themselves  lords:  yet  even  those  who 
pretend  to  purity  and  reformation  take  the  title.  Christianity 
commands  them  to  forbear  from  lucre ;  yet  I  read  in  the 
English  journals  that  several  English  bishops,  judges  in  their 
own  cause,  adjudicators  of  their  o^vn  claims,  are  convicted  of 
seizing  what  they  had  voluntarily  renounced  in  behalf  of  their 
poorer  brethren.  Robbers  of  the  industrious  and  necessitous, 
prevaricators  and  swindlers,  as  they  are  proved  to  be  In  Parlia- 
ment, there  is  nobody  at  hand  to  knock  the  marrow-bone  out 
of  their  jaws,  and  to  drive  them  back  to  kennel.  The  High- 
priest  of  Jerusalem  scoffed  at  Christ,  but  he  would  liave 
scorned  to  filch  a  farthing  from  under  the  rags  of  Lazarus. 

CARDINAL    ANTONELLI. 

We  shall  be  indebted  to  these  abuses  for  a  large  accession 
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to  oar  holy  church.  What  man  would  pay  a  dollar  to  hear  a 
hurdy-gurdy  who  may  hear  the  finest  chorus  for  a  soldo  ? 
Again,  let  me  repeat,  sir,  the  expression  of  the  Supreme 
Pontiff's  benevolence  for  the  services  you  and  your  army  have 
rendered  to  our  Holy  Faith.  At  present  his  Majesty  the  king 
of  Naples  and  his  Majesty  the  emperor  of  Austria  are  suffi- 
cknily  able  and  disposed  to  aid  us  against  the  rebels  and 
infidels  of  Italy. 

OSNSRAL  OSMEAU. 

It  was  only  that  they  might  have  no  such  duty  to  perform 
we  entered  the  papal  states.  It  vexes  me  to  be  reminded  not 
only  of  the  reverses  we  endured  under  your  walls,  but  also  of 
the  equal  ignominy  of  having  marched  against  them.  Dis- 
honored for  ever  are  the  names  of  several  generals  whose 
fiEithers  were  signalised  under  the  republick  and  under  the 
emperor.  Our  soldiers  have  fallen  unprofitably;  but  never, 
sir,  be  persuaded  that  they  have  been  garnering  the  harvest 
for  the  benefit  of  Austrians  and  Neapolitans. 

CARDINAL   ANTONILU. 

Tour  Excellency  will  recollect  that  the  Austrian  and 
Neapolitan  sovrans  have  territories  and  allies  in  Italy:  the 
French  have  none.  These  potentates  have  an  unquestionable 
right  to  secure  their  own  thrones  in  this  country ;  the  French 
have  no  throne  and  no  allies  to  defend  in  it,  no  people  which 
calls  or  which  in  future  will  ever  call  to  them  for  aid. 

QINERAL  OKMEAU  (Oiide), 

Pardie!  priest  as  he  is,  he  speaks  the  truth.  A  pretty 
game  hath  our  President  been  playing  I  The  chair  is  an 
unlucky  one ;  yet  there  are  those  behmd  who  are  ready  enough 
to  cut  for  it. 

SECOND  CONVERSATION. 

OABDINAL   AHTOKSLLL 

I  AM  charmed  to  find  your  Excellency  in  so  much  better 
health  than  I  expected. 


OKNEEAL  OEMEAU. 

\        Many  thanks  to  your  Eminence.    I  have  taken  no  medicine 
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since  my  arrival  in  Borne,  and  I  brought  mj  cook  witli  me 
from  Paris. 

We  also  have  excellent  cooks  in  Borne. 

aiNIIUL  OEMXAU. 

Sometimes  they  deal  too  largelv  with  the  chemist  and 
draggist.  Even  the  wine  at  the  altar,  and  administered  by 
prelates,  has  been  found  sometimes  to  disagree  with  the 
stomach.  Stories  therfor  have  been  buzzed  into  the  ears  of 
the  studious  and  inmiisitive,  and  have  been  related  by  grave 
lustorians,  of  secret  doors  discovered,  which  opened  from  the 
church  into  the  laboratory,  and  of  s^ng  prescriptions  under 
the  hand  and  seal    •    . 

CARDINAL   AISTONXLLL 

False,  Sir,  false  altogether.    No  pope    •    . 

QBNERAL  OEMXAU. 

Did  I  name  any  ? 

OAADINAL   AFTONSLU. 

Permit  me  to  express  my  confidence  that  your  Excellency 
means  nothing  more  than  what  your  words  in  their  simplest 
and  most  obvious  form  convey. 

aRNBBAL  OSHEAV. 

Nothing  more,  nothing  more  whatever. 

GABDINAL  ANTONSLLL 

With  eaual  simplicity  and  with  equal  truth,  I  will  now 
interpret  wnat  the  Holiness  of  our  Lord  in  his  benignily  htHi 
deigned  to  impart.  Apprehensive  that  some  malady,  and 
hoping  that  nothing  worse  than  a  slight  indisposition,  had 
detained  your  Excellency,  at  this  unhealthy  season  of  the  year, 
within  the  walls  of  Bome  .  . 

OSNBBAL  OSMXAU. 

Eminence  1  you  may  at  your  own  good  time  return  and 
inform  the  Holiness  of  our  Lord  that  ms  Beatitude  ought  to 
lie  no  longer  under  any  such  apprehension.  Assure  him  that, 
whatever  he  had  reason  to  beUeve,  you  found  me  pecfectly 
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hale  and  hearty :  that  mj  apartments  are  well  ventilated^  my 
odkr  well  filled  with  firench  wines^  which  agree  with  me  much 
better  than  ihe  itsiiasa  might  do^  and  that,  oat  of  reverenoe  to 
H0I7  Church,  I  present  to  my  chaplain  his  cup  of  coffee  in 
the  evenins;,  and  of  chocolate  in  the  morning,  before  I  drink  a 
drop.  In%ed  it  is  thought  dangerous  to  remain  in  Kome 
dnring  the  heats  of  July  and  August :  but  there  is  nothing 
which  I  would  not  endure  in  the  service  of  his  Holiness. 

CABHISAL  AHTOirSLLL 

Neighbouring  potentates  are  quite  willing  to  relieve  jour 
EzoeUency  from  so  incommodious  and  dangerous  a  service. 

GENERAL  OEMBAU. 

It  would  be  unpolite  and  unfriendly  to  impose  on  a  neighbour 
any  incommodity  or  danger  which  we  ourselves  decline. 

CABBINAL   AmaSVLLL 

His  Holiness  is  very  anxious  to  calm  animosities  and  obviate 
collisions. 

GSNERAJ.  GEKXAU. 

The  sword  best  calms  animosities^  best  obviates  collisions, 

OABDINAL   ANTONELU. 

Your  Excellency  means  assuredly  the  sword  of  the  spirit, 

OBRERAL  GBMSAU. 

Eminence !  the  spirit  of  theologians  and  religionists  is  shown 
clearly,  though  unconsciously,  by  their  customary  phraseology. 
You  wirrow  our  swords,  practically  and  ef&ciently,  when  your 
own  daggers  are  too  short ;  but,  metaphorically  and  virtually, 
every  word  you  utter  is  drawn  from  our  military  vocabulary. 
Shield,  buckler,  standard,  conflict,  blood,  9pumtng,  rebuffing, 
repulsing,  overthrowing,  trampling  down  under  foot,  rising 
vieiariaus,  all  these  expressions  and  more  such,  echo  from 
church  to  church,  and  mingle  somewhat  inharmoniously, 
methinks,  with  prayers  and  exhortations.  Good  Christians 
have  a  greater  variety  of  them,  and  utter  them  with  greater 
intensity,  than  the  wildest  Cherokee  or  Australian. 

GABDnrAL  AVrONELLL 

We  are  calm  and  considerate  while  we  employ  them. 

Q  2 
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GENEILLL  OEMEAU. 

Considerate  too  and  calm  is  the  Thug  of  India  while 
mnrders  or  excites  to  murder;  he  also  is  religious  and  devc 

CARDINAL  ANTONELLI. 

Sir^  I  did  not  expect  this  language  from  a  general  whO| 
I  mistake  not^  hath  served  in  Africa. 

QENEBAL  OEHEAU. 

Perhaps  your  Eminence  may  have  mistaken;  but,  whether 
or  no,  every  French  officer  is  bound  in  honor  to  maintain  tlw 
character  of  every  other.  We  are  consistent :  what  one  is  aD 
are;  what  one  says  all  say;  what  one  does  all  do. 

CABDIKAL  AirrONELU. 

I  am  too  well  aware  of  the  fact  for  any  dispute  or  disceptatii 
on  any  part  of  it.  But,  General,  to  avoid  the  possibility 
irritating  or  displeasing  you,  with  my  natural  frankness  and! 
well-known  sincerity  I  will  lay  open  to  you  the  whole  heart  o' 
his  Holiness.  It  is  wounded  profoundly  at  the  dissensions  of 
his  sons. 

GENERAL  OEMEAU. 

If  the  question  be  not  indiscreet,  how  many  has  he,  poor 
man? 

CARDINAL  ANTONELLL 

More  than  ever,  now  vour  glorious  President  hath  taken  to 
his  bosom  the  Society  of  Jesus. 

GENERAL  OEMEAU. 

I  thought  they  never  quarrelled.  Wolves  never  do  while 
they  hunt  in  packs ;  and  foxes  at  all  times  know  how  little  is 
to  be  got  by  fighting. 

CARDINAL  ANTONELLL 

Your  Excellency  has  misunderstood  me.  Austria  and 
Naples  look  with  an  evil  eye  upon  your  arms  in  Italy. 

GENERAL  GEMEAU. 

Then  let  them  stand  farther  off  and  look  another  way. 

CARDINAL  ANTONELLI. 

Impossible  to  persuade  them. 
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QINSBAL  OEMEAU. 

"We  Trenchmen  have  often  used  such  arguments  as  con- 
iced  them  perfectly.  Austria  sacrificed  at  another  Tauris 
Dther  Iphigenia;  Saint  Januarius  found  us  so  true  believers 
it  he  sweated  blood  for  us,  and  Cristo  Bianco  and  Cristo 
TO'*'  paraded  the  streets  to  our  Marseillese  hymn. 

CABDINAL   ANTONELLI. 

Happily  those  days  are  over. 

GENERAL  OEMEAU. 

I  am  not  so  sure  of  that.  I  would  advise  the  Saint  to 
3at  while  he  has  any  blood  in  his  veins.  We  Frenchmen 
ow  how  to  treat  him;  but  among  the  Italians  there  are 
ny  who  would  use  him  to  roast  their  chesnuts,  or  would 
:  their  polenta  over  him. 

CARDINAL   ANTONELLI. 

Alas !  too  true.  But  the  pious  spirit  which  animates  the 
3nch  soldier  will  render  him  ever  obedient  to  the  commands 
the  Holy  Father. 

GENERAL  GEMEAU. 

The  French  soldier  is  possest  by  another  spirit  beside  the 
)us  one,  the  spirit  of  obedience  to  his  commander.  The 
jliness  of  our  Lord  may  command  in  the  Vatican,  but,  Emi* 
Qce !  I  command  here.  The  Castle  of  St.  Angelo  is  nigh 
ough  to  the  Vatican  for  me  to  hear  any  cry  of  Sstress  from 
s  Beatitude:  the  Austrians  and  Neapolitans  are  more 
>tant, 

CARDINAL    ANTONELLI. 

They  may  approach. 

GENERAL  GEMEAU. 

Let  them,  if  they  dare.  At  their  advance  I  seize  upon 
rtain  hostages  of  the  highest  rank  and  office. 

CARDINAL   ANTONELLL 

It  would  be  sacrilege. 

•  Two  idols  carried  in  opposition  about  the  streets  of  Naples,  the  devout 
ten  beating  the  head  of  one  against  the  head  of  the  other.* 
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OnnERIX  OEIOAU. 

The  Pope  will  be  close  at  hand  to  absolve  me  from  it.  He 
bolds  the  keys  of  Heavea  and  Hdl ;  I  hold  those  of  Castd- 
Sant-Angelo. 

CAEDHTAL  Airroiiizji. 

The  Holiness  of  our  Lord  might  forbid  axijr  renstance. 

OSZTKBiiL  OEIOAU. 

In  such  an  events  I  would  delivCT  him  from  fre^  ignominy^ 
such  as  what  his  Holiness  bore^  casting  off  his  slipper  for  jack- 
boots^ his  triple  crown  for  jockey-cap^  and  arrayed  in  the  dress 
livery  of  the  Frendi  embassador^  fam  to  take  up  a  position  at 
a  pretty  good  distance  bom  the  Gross  of  Oirist,  mindless  of 
his  iHTomises  and  of  his  flock,  and  shouting  aloud  to  King 
Bomoa  lor  help. 

CARDINAL   ANTOKELLL 

He  flew  to  the  faithful. 

GKNXBAL  QEHXAU. 

And,  seeing  his  urgency,  they  delivered  up  to  him  all  the 
faith  they  had  about  them. 

CABDDIAL  ANTOinSZII. 

Excellency  1  Beally  I  distrust  my  senses;  never  will  I 
believe  that  in  a  French  general  I  have  found  a  scoffs. 

OnrXBAL  OBIKAU. 

Eminence!  I  yidd ;  I  give  up  the  point;  you  have  beaten 
me  fairly  at  dissembling.  I  kept  my  countenance  and  my 
temper  as  long  as  I  comd.  I  ought  onlv  to  have  laught  it 
the  threat  of  being  superseded,  by  the  onlv  king  existing  who 
has  been  (in  the  fldd  at  least^  convicted  of  cowardice,  and 
moreover  at  the  instigation  of  tne  onlv  Pope  in  modem  times 
who  has  been  caught  blowing  bubbles  to  the  populace,  and 
exerting  his  agility  at  a  maskerade. 
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LOUIS  BONAPAETE  AND  COUNT  MOLE. 


XOTTS  BOKAPABTI. 


M.  DB  Mol£  I  I  have  often  been  desiions  of  profiting  by 
jtmr  irisdom  and  ejopenence;  let  me  hope  that  the  hour  is 


OOUlffT  MOLi:. 

Experience^  M.  le  Fr^dent^  is  baffled,  trampled,  trodden 
down,  and  run  over,  by  the  rapid  succession  and  blind  conjQlict 
of  events :  its  utility  is  lost,  is  annihilated. .  Wisdom  has  had 
no  share  in  the  creation  of  them,  and  can  hope  to  exercise  but 
litQe  oontrol  in  their  management. 

LOUIB  BONAPARTE. 

We  must  now  appeal  to  French  courage  and  Prench  honor. 

OOUin  MOLfe. 

We  must  sound  the  bell  to  silence  the  courage :  on  the 
other  hand,  we  must  call  a  huissier  with  the  loude^  voice  to 
read  an  appeal  to  the  honor.  Are  there  twenty  men  of  high 
station  in  France  who  are  unforswom  P  are  there  among  her 
representatives  half  the  number  who  have  not  violated  three 
oaths  in  the  last  three  months  ? 

LOUIB  BOVAFABTB. 

But  honor  is  left  at  the  bottom  of  the  heart. 

OOUBT  MOLL 

If  not  there,  yet  under  it,  on  the  same  side.  The  scabbard 
holds  it :  and  quite  sufficiently  capacious  for  the  whole  of  it 
would  be  a  much  narrower  receptacle.  Call  a  man  a  liar,  and 
out  it  flies  upon  you.  He  proves  the  contrary  by  a  clear  .  . 
I  was  about  to  say  demonstration  .  •  the  word  is  detonation^ 
For  one  who  enters  a  picture-gallery,  fifty  enter  a  pistoL- 
eallery :  for  one  who  has  learnt  the  rudiments  of  grammar, 
fifty  have  learnt  the  rudiments  of  gunnery.  I  should  never 
have  made  these  remarks,  M.  le  I^sident,  if  you  had  not 
invited  me  to  converse  with  you  upon  the  state  of  the  nation. 
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upon  what  led  to  it,  and  npon  what  may,  under  Provide 
lead  it  again  to  security  and  peace.  These  are  never  tc 
attained  while  no  man  holds  sacred  his  own  word,  or  beli< 
in  any  other's, 

L0X7IS  BONAPABTE. 

I  am  entirely  of  your  opinion,  M.  de  Mol^ ;  so  was 
uncle  the  Emperor.  Tor  which  reason  he  restored  to  the  I 
his  primitive  authority,  and  lighted  anew  the  candles  on 
altars.  This  was  the  first  step  he  took  after  his  recall  of 
emigrants.  I  have  brought  around  me  not  only  six  or  s< 
of  the  old  nobiUty,  but  even  such  names  as  F^nelon 
Turgot. 

COUNT  MOLt. 

Easily  done.  Poverty,  sir,  is  no  phantom :  she  is  the  i 
importunate  of  the  Furies,  and  has  the  appetite  of  a  Ha 
She  looks  for  her  larder  through  the  windows  of  the  Treas 
and,  if  she  sees  only  empty  dishes  there,  she  screams  and 
away  to  another  quarter.  Be  pleased,  sir,  to  consider  tl 
cast  a  reflection  on  nobody. 

LOniB  BONAPABTE. 

I  am  aware  of  it,  M.  de  MoM.  If  in  any  slight  de 
I  differ  from  you  in  opinion,  it  is  in  my  general  estimat 
French  honor :  it  appears  to  me  large  and  catholic. 

COUNT  MOLi. 

Very  large  indeed,  and  truly  catholic :  I  only  wish  we  c 
limit  and  define  it,  bringing  it  back  within  its  ancient  bounc 
M.  le  President  knows  that  a  fortification  is  the  stronger  ; 
wide  extent  of  rotten  ground  about  it.  Cardinal  de  Richc 
the  wisest  of  politicians,  knew  it  likewise.  Therfor  he  • 
into  Paris,  by  offices  and  preferments,  the  ancient  nobili 
the  realm.  The  poorer  he  enriched  by  giving  them  ph 
the  richer  he  impoverished  by  leading  them  through 
vanity  to  a  vast  expenditure.  He  took  especial  care  that 
ladies,  from  the  hour  they  left  the  convent,  should  be  ta 
the  secrets  of  gaming.  And  what  chevalier,  worthy  o 
spurs,  could  decline  the  acknowledgment  of  their  smili 
the  toumay  of  green  cloth  ?  Luxury,  by  which  I  mean  j 
cookery  and  good  wine,  seldom  hurts  the  bodily  frame, 
hours,  and  the  mortification  of  loss,  cast  down  corporeal 


LOUIS  BONAPABTE  AND   COUNT  UOL&.  89 

mental  power  alike.  At  the  close  of  these  days^  and  at  the 
commencement  of  our  own,  external  commerce  had  begun  to 
ramify  widely;  and  commerce  will  always  introduce  cosmo- 
polite opinions.  Turgot  fostered  it,  and  could  not  exclude 
the  sequel.  He  died  too  early  for  the  prosperity  of  France. 
No  minister  who  united  such  integrity  with  such  intellect  is 
recorded  in  the  annals  of  any  nation.  Perhaps  he  was  for- 
tmiate  in  Kving  while  the  government  was  simply  monarchal, 
thus  having  the  fewer  men  to  converse  with  and  deceive.  In 
fact,  he  never  deceived  any  one.  Had  he  lived  under  a  con- 
stitutional system,  he  must  have  given  up  half  his  principles 
or  all  his  power. 

LOUIS  BONAPARTE. 

These,  M.  de  MoM,  are  serious  considerations.  We  ought 
to  take  good  care  how  men  may  keep  their  principles.  You 
will  assist  me  in  this  arduous  undertaking,  I  am  confident. 

COUlfT  UOhk. 

To  the  best  of  my  poor  abilities. 

LOX7I8  BONAPARTE. 

By  this  promise  the  uttermost  scope  of  my  ambition  is 
attained.  I  am  resolved  to  extinguish  the  flame  that  would 
consume  all  that  is  venerable  in  Eome,  giving  mv  solemn 
word  to  citizen  and  soldier  that  I  come  frankly  and  loyally  to 
their  assistance.  The  high  clergy,  with  few  exceptions  in  this 
country,  and  fewer  in  Italy,  are  unanimous  in  recommending  it. 

COUNT  mol£. 

In  recommending,  sir,  a  breach  of  promise?  a  falsehood? 

LOUIB  BONAPARTE. 

M.  de  Mol^ !  the  head  of  a  state  can  conmiit  no  falsehood. 
The  preamble  to  all  decrees  runs  .  .  "  JJier  hearing  the 
Council  of  Ministers,'^  the  President,  or  whatever  may  be  the 
title  of  the  executive,  decrees,  &c.  Beside  which,  it  is 
acknowledged  by  every  true  catholic  that  on  emergencies  a 
word,  or  oath,  or  contract,  may  be  broken  and  cast  aside.  In 
courts  the  ties  of  consanguinity  are  rdaxt ;  uncles  and  nieces, 
aunts  and  nephews,  intermarry,  not  simply  with  the  consent, 
but  also  with  the  benediction,  of  the  Church.     Shall  not  we. 
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her  sonSy  ever  called  the  most  Christian^  be  gratefbl  to  the 
Holj  Father  for  granting  such  indulgences^  and  lay  ever? 
snare  to  entrap  uie  vermin  that  wonld  undermine  themr 
M.  de  Montalembert^  a  most  religions  man,  together  with 
every  member  of  the  Society  of  Jesus,  approves  of  mv  decision. 
The  Holy  Father  himself,  when  he  b^towed  on  his  people 
from  the  balcony  of  the  Quirinal  his  constitution  and  beneoic- 
tion,  lowered  his  head,  and  in  the  same  breath,  with  his  hand 
upon  his  heart,  called  the  Yirgin  to  witness  that  he  would 
revoke  all  his  promises.  He  who  can  take  from  his  girdle 
and  turn  round  the  keys  of  heaven,  can  surely  turn  round  as 
easily  a  L'ght  and  empf^  word.  He  has  done  it.  We  surely 
can  never  err  in  followmg  the  course  of  Infallibility.  Incest 
is  no  incest,  if  he  says  it  is  none ;  and  oath,  if  he  wiUs  it,  is 
no  oath. 

oouirr  MOLfc. 
There  may  indeed  be  some  danger  of  Boman  republicanism 
flying  across  the  Alps.  The  flame  of  a  burning  candle  leans 
toward  the  smoke  of  a  candle  half  extinguisht,  and  relumes  it. 
This  consideration  has  ^eater  weight  with  me  than  casuistry. 
In  France  within  a  few  months  nothing  will  be  left  of  republic 
but  the  name :  yet  the  name,  if  we  hear  it  too  frequently,  or 
too  near,  may  evoke  the  spirit.  M.  de  Montalembert  would 
not  let  the  Somans  bum  their  fetiches,  and  would  rather  bum 
the  Bomans :  I  would  rather  let  them  alone  if  we  could  but 
keep  them  quiet. 

LOUIS  BONAFARTE. 

Precisely :  that  is  all  I  wish.     I  would  moderate  the  intem- 

Serate  zeal  of  conflicting  parties ;  in  which  service  to  humanity, 
{.  de  Mol6, 1  entreat  your  counsel  and  co-operation. 
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POPE  PIO  NONO  AND  CAKDINAL  ANTONELLI. 

no  NONO. 

Cardinal  Antonelli  I  Cardinal  Antonelli  I  I  begin  to  fear 
e  shall  be  convicted  of  lying  by  the  unbeHever. 

CABDXKAL  ▲NTONXLU. 

Holiness]  we  hare  lied:  but  it  was  for  the  glory  of  Ood  and 
f  His  Blessed  Mother^  and  for  the  exaltation  of  the  Church, 
eed  I  recapitulate  to  your  Beatitude  the  number  of  learned 
isuists  who  have  inculcated  the  duty  of  so  doing?  Need  I 
ring  before  you  the  princes  of  the  present  day  who  have 
roken  their  promises  and  oaths  to  their  subjects  P  If  we  were 
)and  to  them^  toe  should  be  the  subjects,  and  not  they. 

PIO  NONO. 

Nevertheless,  I  have  had  certain  qualms  of  conscience  from 
me  to  time :  insomuch  as  to  have  humiliated  myself  before 
ly  confessor. 

CABDINAL  ANTONBLLL 

And  what  said  he  P 

no  NONa 
I  am  ashamed  to  repeat  what  he  said,  he  almost  said  it 
yproached  to  sin.  But,  as  in  duty  bound,  he  absolved  me ; 
I  coBdition  of  eating  a  tench  for  supper,  an  isinglass  jelly, 
td  two  apricot  tarts,  preceded  by  a  basin  of  abnond  soup, 
td  followed  by  a  dbmi-flask  of  Orvieto.  I  begged  hard 
;ainst  the  tench^  and  pleaded  for  a  mullet. 

CARDINAL  ANTONELU. 

Indignity !  was  the  beast  so  stupid  as  to  be  unaware  that 
lur  Holiness,  who  can  absolve  fifty  nations  at  the  erection  of 
finger,  could  absolve  yourself? 

no  NONO. 

But  it  is  easier  and  more  commodious  to  procure  another  to 
ratch  our  back  and  shoulder  when  they  itch. 
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CARDINAL  ANTONELLI. 

True,  most  true.  But  the  business  which  has  brought  me 
this  evening  into  the  presence  of  your  Beatitude  is  somewhat 
worse  than  itching.  The  French  Emperor  is  peremptory  that 
your  Beatitude  should  cro¥ni  him. 

PIO  IfONO. 

I  promised  it. 

CARDINAL  ANTOVELLL 

Indefinitely;  with  evasions.  And  has  not  the  French 
Emperor  done  somewhat  more  than  evade  his  promises  ?  Has 
he  not  broken  them  over  and  over  again  ? 

PIO  NONO. 

I  must  not  play  tight  and  loose  with  him :  I  must  not  turn 
suddenly  from  not  to  cold. 

CARDINAL  ANTONELLL 

The  armourer,  who  makes  a  strong  sword-blade,  turns  it  first 
in  fire,  then  plunges  it  in  water. 

PIO  NONO." 

He  might  do  me  harm. 

CARDINAL  ANTONELLI. 

The  Austrians  are  always  at  hand  to  prevent  it. 

PIO  NONO. 

I  am  advised  that  twenty  thousand  more  French  with  a 
hundred  thousand  stand  of  arms  for  the  malcontents,  could 
sweep  Italy  clear  of  the  Austrians  in  six  weeks,  from  Livomo 
to  Mantua.  Louis  Napoleon  is  wiser  and  warier  than  his 
uncle.  Europe  has  never  seen  a  prince  more  capable  of 
ruling,  more  resolved  to  be  obeyed. 

CARDINAL  ANTONELLI. 

He  has  given  great  offence  to  Austria  by  the  Declaration  he 
made  preparatory  to  his  marriage. 

PIO  NONO. 

Doubtless:  but  what  can  Austria  do  against  himP    Her 
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fleet  in  the  Adriatic  could  not  preserve  Dalmatia  to  her. 
Hnngarj  would  lie  open :  Piedemont  and  Switzerland  would 
rise  simultaneously,  and  revenge  the  wrongs  and  insults  they 
duly  are  receiving.  The  Austrian  empire  would  dissolve  ere 
autumn. 

CABDIKAL  ANTOKELLL 

Bussia  would  step  forward  again. 

FIO  NONO. 

So  much  the  worse  for  Austria.  The  Eussians  would 
bring  Famine  with  the  sword.  A  Kussian  army  of  eighty 
thousand  men,  I  am  credibly  informed  by  a  sound  strategist, 
would  perish  from  inanition.  Two  hundred  thousand  Hunga- 
rians, one  hundred  thousand  ItaUaps,  and  (say  only)  three 
hunted  thousand  French,  in  addition  to  an  Austrian  army,  of 
perhaps  a  hundred  thousand,  after  the  desertion  of  Hungarians, 
Itahans,  and  Bohemians,  would  find  but  scanty  provisions  for 
three  months.  All  the  rich  country  of  Lombardy  and  Austria 
would  be  overrun  by  the  enemy;  aud  Prussia  would  take 
Bohemia  and  Moravia  under  her  protection, 

CABDTNAL  ANTONELLI. 

So  long  as  your  Holiness  defers  the  coronation,  Louis 
Napoleon  will  be  moderate. 

no  NONO. 

I  am  aware  of  it.  Between  ourselves,  there  is  nothing  I  so 
much  admire  in  him  as  his  choice  of  a  consort.  His  uncle 
was  ruined  by  the  Austrian  aUiance.  History,  close  at  hand, 
in  vain  admonished  him.  The  unfortunate  Maria  Antoinette, 
the  most  amiable  of  her  family  and  the  best,  was  hated  by  the 
French,  not  only  for  her  extravagance,  but  for  her  countiy. 

CARDINAL  ANTONELLL 

Louis  Napoleon's  misalliance  tends  httle  to  conciliate  them. 

PIO  NONO. 

Gently,  my  good  Cardinal !  The  house  of  Guzman  is  as 
ancient  and  noble  as  the  house  of  Hapsburg.  I  have  half  a 
mind  to  start  directly  and  to  pronounce  my  benediction  on 
the  crown  in  N6tre-Dame, 
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MAETIN  AND  JACK. 


[Lord  Peter,  Martin,  and  Jack,  brought  the  people  much 
them  in  a  disturbance  long  ago.    Lord  Peter,  the  proudest, 
intolerant,  most  exclusive,  of  his  order,  suddenly  grew  condes 
ing  and  bland.     Martin  had  little  confidence  in  this  demonstration 
80  little  indeed  that  he  ordered  the  locksmith  to  alter  the  locks 
his  cellar  and  larder,  well  knowing  that,  however  different  ii 
stature  and  features,  there  was  a  marvellous  family-likeness  is- 
appetite  and  quickness  of  digestion.     Jack,   whose  house  was 
smiGLUer,  was  contented  with  a  cellar  of  proportionate  dimensions ;|j 
and,  if  you  only  sent  him  a  simple  calf's  head  toward  the  close  of 
January,  eared  little  for  any  other  delicacy  of  the  larder.     When 
Peter  spoke  to  him,  which  was  seldom,  he  {nretended  that  he  wm 
ignorant  of  his  language,  and  avowed  tha^  neither  father  notL 
mother  had  taught  it  to  any  of  their  children.    Martin  had  caught 
a  few  words  of  it  from  Peter,  and  was  somewhat  fond  of  dispUj- 
ing  his  acquisition.    Jack,  who  kept  aloof  from  both  brothers, 
was  more  scandalised  at  Martin.     At  last,  taciturn  as  was  hii 
nature,  he  zealously  burst  forth  in  this  brotherly  expostulation.] 

JACK. 

Brother  Martin,  friends  we  have  met,  whatever  were  our 
feuds  formerly,  and  friends,  in  God's  name,  let  us  part.     We 
have  been  somewhat  too  much  given  to  the  holding  forth  of 
long  discourses;  and  perhaps  I,  in  this  particular,  nave  been 
the  more  censurable  of  the  two.    Let  me  now  come  to  the  ! 
point  and  have  done  with  it.    I  always  knew  that  Peter  was 
an  impostor  and  a  bastard :  I  always  knew  he  was  neither  our  | 
father^s  son  nor  our  mother's  son.   Had  he  been,  would  he  ever 
have  attempted  to  strangle  us  in  our  cradles  ?    Would  he  not  ' 
rather  have  helped  us  in  our  sickness  and  infirmity  ?  would  he 
not  rather  have  fed  us  with  pure  fresh  milk  and  unfermented 
bread  in  it?  would  he  not  rather  have  taken  us  by  the  hand, 
and  guided  our  tottering  steps,  patiently  and  cautiously? 
Listead  of  which,  he  blew  out  the  rush-light,  because  it  was 
only  a  rush-light;  he  set  fire  to  our  cribs,  and  burnt  us  cruelly. 

1CABTI5. 

I  have  heard  all  this  story  from  our  nurse;  but.  Jack  I 
Jack  I  thou  wert  always  a  froward  child. 
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JACK. 

Too  trae,  brother  I  but  age  bath  sobered  and  softened  me : 
trust  it  continues  to  render  me,  day  by  day,  a  little  more  like 
ir  father.  If  this  aspiration  be  too  high,  if  this  expression 
s  too  presumptuous,  permit  me  to  correct  it,  and  only  to  say 
laty  as  I  advance  in  life,  I  do  heartily  hope,  I  do  anxiously 
sire,  that  my  steps  be  more  prone  and  more  direct  toward 


Give  me  thy  hand,  brother  Jack  I  This  is  manly;  this  is 
ue-hearted. 

JACK. 

Can  yoQ  tiien  bear  questioning  and  reproof,  brother  ? 

MABTZN. 

Not  very  well,  as  you  know,  my  old  boy.  But  come ;  let 
e  try ;  out  with  it ;  out  at  once. 

JACK.  * 

Martini  Martini  the  hottest  air  taints  and  corrupts  our 
ands  no  more  certainly,  nor  more  intimately,  nor  more  per* 
ciously,  than  the  lukewarm.  So  is  it,  my  brother,  with  the 
tstenance  of  the  spirit.  I  have  lived  where  the  flocks  are 
attered  and  healthy,  and  where  the  life  of  the  shepherd  is 
nocent  and  laborious.  You  have  been  spending  your  days 
liere  there  is  no  true  shepherd  at  all,  and  where  tne  crowded 
Id  is  a  sad  congestion  of  ordure,  scab,  and  foot-rot.  You 
e  grown  angry,  I  hear,  at  certain  new  impertinences  of  the 
'oud  bastard  whom  you  never  have  ventured  to  disclaim  as 
'Other.    Shall  I  reveal  to  you  the  secret  of  this  anger  ? 

MABTX17  (yawtung). 

With  all  my  heart. 

JACK. 

Indifferent  as  usual !  Well  then ;  continue  this  indifference 
[itil  the  close  of  our  conversation.  The  audacious  bastard, 
ho  dared  to  spit  in  our  father's  face  when  he  forbade  anv  to 
ill  him  lord,  sees  many  of  his  spawn  grown  recently,  from 
liggling  black  little  tadpoles,  into  party-coloured,  pufFjr, 
roaking  frogs ;  and  he  claims  the  whole  fat  marsh  for  his  own 
roperty.  ^e  neighbouring  lords  assumed  the  livery  of  our 
iord  Peter,  and  mutated  his  voice  and  bearing.    J3ut  no 
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sooner  had  he  laid  claim  to  the  whole  fat  marshy  and  had 
driven  into  it  their  cattle  for  his  own  use,  than  they  raised  an 
outcry  throughout  the  land. 

MABTIK. 

Methinks  it  was  time,  brother  Jack. 

JACK. 

Brother  Martin!  it  was  time  long  before.  The  dissolute 
old  bastard  collected  those  spies  and  assassins  who  had,  even 
when  nations  were  thought  to  be  less  civilized,  been  driven 
forth  from  every  kingdom.  He  now  stocks  every  kingdom 
with  them  again,  and  mounts  every  throne  with  them  vica- 
riously. Well  do  1  remember  the  time,  my  brother,  when  I 
reproved  you  for  a  tendency  to  what  is  called  pliilosophy.  It 
is  true,  you  laught  in  my  face :  certainly  you  will  never  laugh 
in  it  again  for  any  similar  reproof.  If  priests  there  must  be, 
let  them  keep  their  proper  station:  let  the  king  have  his 
palace,  not  the  priest.  When  you  have  assigned  to  the 
endowment  of  schools  the  many  millions  which  pamper  your 
hierarchs,  those  burly  bellies,  swaying  some  one  way,  some 
another,  then,  Martin,  we  shall  meet  in  brotherly  love,  and 
shall  say  (what  I  wish  we  could  say  sooner,  instead  of  the 
contrary),  "  This  is  verily  God's  work,  and  it  is  marvellous  in 
our  eyes." 

MARTIN. 

There  is  only  one  set  of  men  in  Europe  who  are  avowedly 
adverse  to  the  propagation  of  knowledge,  aware  that  the 
propagation  of  knowledge  is  adverse  to  their  dominion.  My 
friends,  I  am  sorry  to  say  it,  are  almost  as  much  given  to 
lying  as  these  are.  Both  parties  call  themselves  catAoUc, 
which  neither  is.  Nor  indeed,  my  dear  Jack,  between  our- 
selves, is  it  desirable  that  either  should  be.  Every  sect  is  a 
moral  check  on  its  neighbour.  Competition  is  as  wholesome 
in  religion  as  in  commerce.  We  must  bid  high  for  heaven; 
we  must  surrender  much ;  we  must  strive  much,  we  must 
suffer  much ;  we  must  make  way  for  others,  in  order  that  in 
our  turn  we  may  succeed.  There  is  but  one  guide :  we  know 
him  by  the  gentleness  of  his  voice,  by  the  serenity  of  his 
countenance,  oy  the  wounded  in  spirit  who  are  clinging  to  his 
knees,  by  the  children  whom  he  hath  called  to  hm,  and  by 
the  disciples  in  whose  poverty  he  hath  shared. 
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AECHDEACON  HAEE  AND  WALTER  LANDOR 


▲BCHDEACOX  HABE. 

In  some  of  your  later  writings,  I  perceive,  you  have  not 
strictly  followed  the  line  you  formerly  laid  down  for  spelling. 

WALTER  LAKDOB. 

I  found  it  inexpedient ;  since  whatever  the  pains  I  took, 
there  was,  in  every  sheet  almost,  some  deviation  on  the  side  of 
the  compositor.  Inconsistency  was  forced  on  me  against  all 
my  struggles  and  reclamations.  At  last  nothing  is  left  for 
me  but  to  enter  my  protest,  and  to  take  the  smooth  path 
instead  of  the  broken-up  highway, 

ARCHDEACON  HAR& 

It  is  chiefly  in  the  preterites  and  participles  that  I  have 
followed  you  perseveringly.  We  are  rich  in  having  two  for 
many  of  our  verbs,  and  unwise  in  corrupting  the  spelling,  and 
thereby  rendering  the  pronunciation  diflicult.  "We  pronounce 
'^astonisht ;"  we  write  astonished  or  astonished ;  an  unnecessary 
harshness.  Never  was  spoken  drop^^^,  or  lofjsed,  or  hop^^^, 
or  flopped;  but  dropt,  &c.;  yet  with  the  choice  before  us,  we 
invaiiaSly  take  the  wrong.  I  do  not  resign  a  right  to  '^  asto- 
mshed'*  or  "dhnioished"  They  may,  with  many  like  them, 
be  useful  in  poetry ;  and  several  such  terminations  add  dignity 
and  solemnity  to  what  we  read  in  our  church,  the  sanctuary  at 
once  of  our  faith  and  of  our  language. 

WAI/rSB  LANDOB. 

In  more  essential  things  than  preterites  and  participles 
I  ought  rather  to  have  been  your  follower  than  you  mme. 
No  mnguage  is  purer  or  clearer  than  yours.  Vigorous 
streams  from  the  mountain  do  not  mingle  at  once  with  the 
turbid  lake,  but  retain  their  force  and  their  colour  in  the 
midst  of  it.     We  are  sapt  by  an  influx  of  putridity. 

ABCm>EACOK  HABE. 

Come,  come ;  again  ta  our  spelling-book. 
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WALTER  LANDOR. 

Well  then,  we  differ  on  the  spelling  of  honour,  favour,  &c. 
You  would  retain  the  u  :  I  would  eject  it,  for  the  sake  of  con- 
sistency. We  have  dropt  it  in  author,  emperor,  ambassador. 
Here  again,  for  consistency  and  comphancy,  I  write  ''  embas- 
sador/' because  I  write,  as  all  do,  "embassy/'  I  write 
theat^,  sepulchtfr,  met^r,  in  their  english  form  rather  than 
the  french.  The  best  authors  have  done  it;  all  write  "hexa- 
meter" and  "  pentamet^/' 

ARCHDEACON   HARE. 

It  is  well  to  simplify  and  systematize  wherever  we  can  do  it 
conveniently. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

And  without  violence  to  vested  rights;  which  words  have 
here  some  meaning.  Why  "amend,''  if  "  ^nendation  ? "  Why 
not"pontj/',"if  "caitj/:'^ 

ARCHDEACON   BARB. 

Why  then  should  pand«*r  be  left  in  solitary  state  ?  The 
Englishman  less  easdy  protrudes  his  nether  jaw  than  the 
Frenchman,  as  "  grandeur"  seems  to  require.  6rand(?ur  (or 
grander,  if  you  will  have  it  so)  sounds  better. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

I  will  have  it  so ;  and  so  will  you  and  others  at  last. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

Meanwhile,  let  us  untie  this  last  knot  of  NcHman  bondage 
on  the  common-law  of  language  in  our  land. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

Set  about  it :  no  authority  is  higher  than  yours :  I  will  ran 
by  the  side  of  you,  or  be  your  herald,  ot  (what  better  becomes 
me)  your  pursuivant. 

There  is  an  affectation  of  scholarship  in  compilers  of  spelling- 
books,  and  in  the  authors  they  follow  for  examples^  when 
they  bring  forward  phenomena  and  the  like.  They  might  as 
well  bring  forward  mysteria.  We  have  no  right  to  tear  greek 
and  latin  declensions  out  of  their  grammars :  we  need  no 
vortices  when  we  have  vortexes  before  us ;  and  while  we  have 
memorandums,  factotums,  ultimatums,  let  our  shepherd«dogs 
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bring  back  to  us  by  the  ear  such  as  have  wandered  from  the 
flock. 

▲RCHDIACON   HAB!^ 

We  have  '' siimvlant ;"  why  ^'stimulw*?''  why  "stimuli  P^' 
Why  "recipe P^'  why  ''receipl?'*  we  might  as  reasonably  write 
"ieceipt"  and  '*conceij)t"  I  believe  we  are  the  only  people 
who  keep  the  Draniatis  PersatUB  on  the  stage,  or  announce 
flieir  going  o£f  by  ^'exeunt:"  "erit"  for  departure,  is  endurable, 
and  kept  in  countenance  by  tratmt:  let  us  deprecate  the 
danger  of  hearing  of  a  friend's  obit,  which  seems  imminent :  a 
^^past-^M"  is  bad  enough :  an  item  I  would  confine  to  the 
ledger.     I  have  no  mind  for  animus. 

WALTKB  LANDOR. 

Beside  these  there  are  two  expressions  either  of  which  is 
quite  enough  to  bring  down  curses  and  mortality  on  the  poet. 
"Stand  cof^esf  (even  if  not  written  "confe**'^'')  is  one: 
"unbidd€n  tears"  the  other.     I  can  imagine  no  such  nonsense 
as  unbidden  tears.    Why  do  we  not  write  the  verb  control  with 
an  e  at  the  end,  and  the  substantive  with  u  as  soulF  we  might 
as  reasonably  write  wAol  for  whole :  very  unreasonably  do  we 
write  wholly  with  a  double  1 ;  wholy  and  soly  might  follow  the 
I    type  of  holy.    We  see  printed,  befal  with  one  1,  but  never  jW, 
^    and  yet  in  the  monosyllable  we  should  not  be  doubtful  of  the 
I    accentuation.     It  is  but  of  late  that  we  contro/,  reca/,  appa/,  we 
do  not  yet  rol.     Will  any  one  tell  me  who  put  such  a  lazy 
beast  to  our  munitum-iTwik,  and  spelt  on  the  front  of  the 
carriage  ammunition.     We  write  enter  and  inter  equally  with 
a  single  final  r:   surely  the  latter  wants  another. 

y  ABCHDIACON  HABI. 

I       What  is  quite  as  censurable,  while  we  reject  the  good  of  our 

own  countrymen,  we  adopt  the  bad  of  the  forener.  -  We  are 

much  in  the  habit  of  using  the  word  flibustier.     Surely  we 

might  let  the  French  take  and  torture  om  freebooter.     In  our 

fondness  for  making  verbs  out  of  substantives,  we  even  go  to 

the  excess  oiJUbustering,     And  now  from  coarse  vulgarity  let 

us  turn  our  eyes  toward  inconsiderate  refinement.     When  I 

was  a  boy  every  girl  among  the  poets  was  a  nymph,  whether  in 

country  or  town.     Johnson  countenanced  them,  and,  arm-in* 

arm  with  Pope,  followed  them  even  into  Jerusalem.     "Ye 

nymphs  of  Solyma,  &c.'' 

&  2 


I 


f 
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WAIVTER  LANDOR. 

Pity  they  ever  found  their  way  back  ! 

ABCHDIACON  HABS. 

Few  even  now  object  to  Muse  and  Bard. 

WALTER  LAinX)R. 

Nor  would  I  in  their  proper  places :  the  Muse  in  Greece 
and  Italy ;  the  Bard  on  our  side  of  the  Alps,  up  almost  as  far 
as  Scandinavia,  quite  as  far  as  the  Cimbrian  Chersonese. 
But  the  Bard  looks  better  at  nine  or  ten  centuries  off  than 
among  gentlemen  in  roquelaures  or  paletots.  Johnson,  a 
great  reprehender,  might  fairly  and  justly  have  reprehended 
him  in  the  streets  of  London,  whatever  were  his  own  ejLoesses 
among  the  ''Nymphs  of  Solyma."  In  the  midst  of  his 
gravity  he  was  not  quite  impartial,  and,  extraordinary  as  were 
his  intellectual  powers,  he  knew  about  as  much  of  poetry  as 
of  geograpliy.  In  one  of  his  letters  he  talks  of  Guadaloupe  as 
being  in  another  hemisphere.  Speaking  of  that  iland,  his  very 
words  are  these:  "Whether  you  return  hither  or  stay  in 
another  hemisphere/'  At  the  commencement  of  his  Satire  on 
the  Fanity  of  Human  wishes  (a  noble  specimen  of  declamation), 
he  places  China  nearer  to  us  than  Peru. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

The  negligences  of  Johnson  may  easily  be  forgiven,  in  con- 
sideration of  the  many  benefits  he  has  conferred  on  literature. 
A  small  poet,  no  great  critic,  he  was  a  strenuous  and  lofty 
moralist.  Your  pursuers  are  of  another  breed,  another  race. 
They  will  soon  tire  themselves,  hang  out  their  tongues,  and 
drop  along  the  road.  Time  is  not  at  all  misapplied  by  you  in 
the  analysis  and  valuation  of  Southey's  and  Wordsworth's 
poetry,  which  never  has  been  done  scrupulously  and  correctly. 
But  surely  gravel  may  be  carted  and  shot  down  on  the  highway 
without  the  measure  of  a  Winchester  bushel.  Consider  u 
wliat  you  have  taken  in  hand  is  worthy  of  your  workmanship. 

WALTER  LAKDOR. 

The  most  beautiful  tapestry  is  workt  on  extremely  coarse 
canvas.  Open  a  volume  of  Bayl^s  Biographical  IHctiimary; 
and  how  many  just  and  memorable  observations  will  jou  find 
on  people  of  no  "  note  or  likelihood," 


AJaCHDEACON  HABE  AND  WALTEB  LANDOB.  101 

▲BCHDEAOOM  HAKE. 

Unhappily  for  us,  we  are  insensible  of  the  corraptions  that 
creep  yearly  into  our  language.  At  Cambridge  or  Oxford  (I 
am  ignorant  which  of  them  claims  the  glory  of  the  invention) 
some  undergraduate  was  so  facetious  as  to  say,  "  Well,  while 
you  are  discussing  the  question,  I  will  discnss  my  wine/'  The 
gracefulness  of  this  witticism  was  so  captivating,  that  it  took 
possession  not  only  of  both  universities,  but  seized  also  on 
"men  about  town/'  Even  the  ladies,  the  vestals  who  preserve 
the  purity  of  language,  caught  up  the  expression  from  those 
who  were  libertines  in  it. 

WALTER  LAITDOB. 

Chesterfield  and  Horace  Walpole,  who  are  among  the  most 
refined  of  our  senators,  have  at  present  no  more  authority  in 
language  than  in  dress.  By  what  we  see,  we  might  imagine 
that  the  one  article  is  to  be  cast  aside  after  as  short  a  wear  as 
the  other.  It  occurs  to  me  at  this  moment,  that,  when  we 
have  assumed  the  habiliments  of  the  vulgar,  we  are  in  danger 
of  contracting  their  coarseness  of  language  and  demeanour. 

ARCm)£ACON  HARE. 

Certainly  the  Eomans  were  togaii  in  their  tongue,  as  well  as 
in  their  wardrobe.  Purity  and  gravity  of  style  were  left 
uncontaminated  and  unshaken  by  the  breath  of  Tiberius 
and  his  successor.  The  Antonines  spoke  better  latin  than 
the  Triumvir  Antonius ;  and  Marcus  Aurelius,  altho  on  some 
occasions  he  preferred  the  greek,  was  studious  to  maintain 
his  own  idiom  strong  and  healthy.  When  the  tongue  is 
paralyzed,  the  limbs  soon  follow.  No  nation  hath  long 
survived  the  decrepitude  of  its  language. 

There  is  perpetually  an  accession  of  slang  to  our  vernacular, 
which  is  usually  biennial  or  triennial. 

WALTER  LAKDOR. 

I  have  been  either  a  fortunate  or  a  prudent  man  to  have 
escaped  for  so  many  years  together  to  be  "pitched  into"  among 
"giant  trees,^'  "monster  meetings/'  " glorious iimi"  "splendid 
cigars,  dogs,  horses,  and  bricks,''  "palmy  days/'  "rich 
oddities  /'  to  owe  nobody  a  farthing  for  any  other  fashionable 
habits  of  rude  device  and  demi-saison  texture  ;  and  above  all, 
to  have  never  come  in  at  the  " eleventh  hour"  which  has  been 
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sounding  all  day  long  the  whole  year.  They  do  me  a  little 
injnstice  who  say  that  such  a  good  fortune  is  attributable  to 
my  residence  in  Italy.  The  fact  is,  I  am  too  cautious  and  too 
aged  to  catch  disorders,  and  I  walk  fearlessly  through  these 
epidemics. 

▲RCHDEAOON  HARE. 

Simply  to  open  is  insu£Bcient:  we  *'open  up"  and  '*open 
out,  A  gentleman  indues  a  coat ;  it  will  be  difficult  to  exue 
if  he  tries ;  he  must  lie  down  and  sleep  in  it. 

'* Foolery"  was  thought  of  old  sufficiently  expressive: 
nothing  short  of  ^wifoolery  will  do  now.  To  repudiate  was 
formerly  to  put  away  what  oisgraced  us :  it  now  signifies  (in 
America  at  least)  to  reject  the  claims  of  justice  and  honour. 
We  hear  people  re-read,  and  see  them  re-write  ;  and  are  invited 
to  a  spread,  where  we  formerly  went  to  a  dinner  or  collation. 
We  cut  down  barracks  to  a  single  barrack;  but  we  leave 
the  "  stocks  "  in  good  repair.  We  are  among  ambitions,  and 
among  peoples,  until  Stemhold  and  Hopkins  call  us  into  a 
quieter  place,  and  we  hear  once  again 

"  AU  people  that  on  earth  do  dweU." 

Shall  we  never  have  done  with  "  rule  and  exception,"  "  ever 
and  anon,"  "  many  a  time  and  oft  ?  " 


WALTER  LANDOR. 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  Home  Tooke  and  Bishop  Lowth 
were  placed  so  lar  apart,  by  many  impediments  and  obstruc- 
tions,  that  they  never  could  unite  in  order  to  preserve  the 
finials  and  pinnacles  of  our  venerable  fabric,  to  stop  the  inno- 
vations and  to  diminish  the  anomalies  of  our  language. 
Southey,  altho  in  his  youth  durins  their  time,  might  have 
assisted  them ;  for  early  in  life  he  had  studied  as  sedulously  the 
best  of  our  old  authors  as  they  had,  and  his  judgement  was  as 
mature  at  twenty-five  as  theirs  at  fifty.  He  agreed  with  me 
that  mind,  find,  kind,  blind,  behind,  snould  have  a  final  e,  in 
order  to  signify  the  sound,  and  that  the  verb  wind  should  like- 
wise for  the  same  reason.  I  brought  Fairfaxes  "Tasso''  with 
me,  and  showed  him  that  Fairfax  had  done  it,  and  had  spelt 
many  other  words  better  than  our  contemporaries,  or  even 
than  the  most-part  of  his  own. 


ABCHDEACON   HABB  AND  WALTEE  LAN]X)R.  lOS 

▲IIOHDKA.CON  HARE. 

There  are  two  expressions  of  frequent  occurrence,  equaUy 
wrong:  ''incorrect  orthography *'  and  ''vernacular  idiom. 
Distempers  in  language,  as  in  body,  which  rise  from  the 
crowdea  lane,  creep  up  sometimes  to  where  the  mansions  are 
higher  and  better  ventilated.  I  think  you  once  remarkt  to 
me  that  you  would  just  as  properly  write  pillaitger  for  pillager, 
as  messenger  for  messager.  The  more  excusable  vulgar  add  to 
these  dainties  their  sausenger.  Have  you  found  anything 
more  to  notice  where  you  have  inserted  those  slips  of  paper  in 
your  Fairfax  ? 

WAJ.TEB  UlNDOB. 

Much :  to  run  over  all  would  be  tedious.  He  writes  with 
perfect  propriety  dismaid,  applie,  chefe^  hart^  msAt,  husht,  spred. 
Soothey  was  entirely  of  my  opinion  that  if  l€ad  in  the  present 
k  led  in  the  preterite,  read  should  be  red.  There  is  no  danger 
of  mistaking  the  adjective  for  the  verb  by  it.  He  ridiculed 
tile  spelling  of  Byron  redde  ;  which  is  quite  as  ridiculous  as 
tiie  conceit  of  that  antiquarian  society  which  calls  itself  the 
"Boxburghtf  Club ;"  e  was  never  added  to  burgh. 

Howell,  a  very  careful  writer,  an  excellent  authority,  writes 
forren,  /rend,  Mahometism,  toung,  extemporal,  shiptoraci,  cole^ 
(mely^  9utahle,  plaid,  askt,  hegger,  apparance,  brest,  yeet^ 
platd,  laneh,  peece,  Iresure,  scepter,  incertain,  kinde,  perle, 

Drayton  and  Daniel  may  be  associated  with  Howell. 
Drayton  in  his  prose  wrote  r^5,  and  there  is  no  purer  or  more 
considerate  author.  He  writes  also  ransacks,  distinguish^, 
disperse,  worship^,  admonish^,  tax^,  deck^,  wracks,  profess, 
extoh/,  purchase.     He  wnios /ained,  ttich,  yeera,  onely,  dore. 

Sir  Thomas  More  writes  lemed,  clereness,  preate  (priest), 
$holde,  ipolde,  leve,  yere,  harte,  mynde,  here  (hear),  herer, 
(hearer),  appere,  apeker,  sete,  grevou8,fynde,  doute,  wherof,  seme, 
dede,  nede,  tethe  (\jtit\ih),  precher,  peple,  aene  (seen),  er^*  (ears), 
take,  ikerfor,  m^te  (meat),  frend,  therin,  fere  (fealr),  a  wever, 
rede  (read).  A  host  of  these  words  only  show  that  the  best 
authors  avoided  the  double  vowel. 

Spenser,  in  consecutive  verses,  writes  were  (wear),  and  bere 
(bear),  and  heven  xni/oule, 

"  Upon  lier  thombe  or  in  her  purse  to  bere.^ 
"  There  is  no  foule  that  flieth  under  heaven." 

Camden  imie&/orraine  and  Hand. 
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It  was  late  before  ea  was  employed  in  place  of  the  simple 
vowel  e,  Chaucer  writes  '^  eny  pecock''  Shal  and  toil,  so  written 
bj  him^  are  more  proper  than  shall  and  mU,  bj  avoiding 
the  form  of  substantives.  Caxton  writes^  as  many  of  his 
time,  toerk  not  "w(?rk/'  Tyndal,  long  after,  writes  doo  for  do. 
Spenser  writes  dore  instead  of  door.  Sackville  writes  pearst. 
Dryden  is  less  accurate  than  Cowley,  and  "Waller,  and  Sprat. 
Speaking  of  Cowley,  he  says  "he  never  could  forgive  a 
conceit,"  meaning  forego.  In  our  own  age  many,  Burke 
among  the  rest,  say  "  By  this  means."  It  would  be  affecta- 
tion to  say  By  this  mean,  in  the  singular ;  but  the  proper 
expression  is  "By  these  means." 

ARCHDEACON  HARK. 

In  regard  to  terminations,  it  is  difficult  to  account  for  the 
letter  e  when  we  say  "  by  and  by^.  There  is  none  in  account- 
ing for  it  in  "  Good  ijre,"  which  is  the  most  comprehensive  of 
all  contractions :  it  is  "  Good  be  with  ye ! "  or  "  God  be  with 
ye ! "  which  in  effect  is  the  same.  Formerly  ye  was  more 
universal  than  you.  Ignorant  critics  reprehend  it  wrongly  in 
such  a  position  as  "  I  would  not  hurt  ye.''  But  it  is  equally 
good  english  as  "  Te  would  not  hurt  me."  No  word  is  more 
thoroughly  vernacular,  from  of  old  to  this  present  day,  among 
the  people  throughout  the  land.  We  should  keep  our  homely 
well-seasoned  words,  and  never  use  the  grave  for  light 
purposes. 

Among  the  many  we  misapply  is  the  word  destiny.  We 
hear  of  a  man  controling  the  destiny  of  another.  Nothing 
on  earth  can  controle  iht  destined,  whether  the  term  be  appUea 
strictly  or  laxly.  Element  is  another,  meaning  only  a  consti- 
tuent. Graver  stil  is  incarnation.  We  hear  about  the  mission 
of  fellows  whose  highest  could  be  only  to  put  a  letter  into  the 
post-office. 

We  usually  set  '  before  ^neath :  improperly :  the  better 
spelling  is  nethe,  whence  nether.  We  also  prefa  the  same  '  to 
ybre.  We  say  (at  least  those  who  swear  do)  "'/ore  God/' 
never  "  before  God."  Cause  in  like  manner  is  a  word  ol 
itself,  no  less  than  "  d^cause."  But  this  form  is  properer  foi 
poetry. 

Chaucer  writes  peple,  as  we  pronounce  it. 

Skelton  writes  sault  and  mault,  also  in  accordance  with  the 
pronunciation^  and  there  is  exactly  the  same  reason  for  it  as  in 


( 
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fmiU.  It  would  not  be  going  far  out  of  our  way  to  bring 
them  back  again^  and  then  cry  hault^  which  we  do  only  with 
the  pen  in  hand. 

We  are  in  the  habitude  of  writing  onwards,  backwards, 
toward^^  afterwards;  he  more  gracefully  drops  the  final  %.  We 
write  strip^^  whip^,  yet  hesitate  at  trip^  and  worship^.  We 
possess  in  many  cases  two  for  one  of  the  preterites^  and^  to 
show  our  impartiality  and  fairness^  we  pronounce  the  OTie  and 
write  the  other.  We  write  Baid  and  laid,  but  never  ^taid 
or  plaid.  We  write  oflBml ;  why  not  influenzal,  circum- 
stanaa],  differencial  ?  We  write  entrance  the  substantive  like 
erUrance  the  verb.     Shakspeare  wisely  wrote 

I  "That  Boundfl  the  fatal  enterance  of  Duncan."  kc 

\       Wondrous  is  a  finer  word  than  wondrous. 

It  is  not  every  good  scholar,  or  every  fair  poet,  who  possesses 
the  copiousness  and  exhibits  the  discrimination  of  Shakspeare. 
Even  when  we  take  the  hand  he  offers  us,  we  are  accused  of 
innovating. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

So  far  from  innovating,  the  words  I  propose  are  brought 
to  their  former  and  legitimate  station;  you  have  sanc- 
tioned the  greater  part,  and  have  thought  the  remainder 
worth  your  notice.  Every  intelligent  and  unprejudiced 
man  will  agree  with  you.  I  prefer  high  authorities  to 
lower,  analogy  to  fasluon,  a  Restoration  to  a  Usurpation. 
Innovators,  and  worse  than  innovators,  were  those  Reformers 
called,  who  disturbed  the  market-place  of  manorial  Theology, 
and  went  back  to  Beligion  where  she  stood  alone  in  her 
original  purity.  We  English  were  the  last  people  to  adopt  the 
reformed  style  in  the  kalendar,  and  we  seem  determined  to  be 
likewise  the  last  in  that  of  language.  We  are  ordered  to 
please  the  public ;  we  are  forbidden  to  instruct  it.  Not  only 
publishers  and  booksellers  are  against  us,  but  authors  too; 
and  even  some  of  them  who  are  not  regularly  in  the  service  of 
those  masters.  The  outcry  is,  "  We  have  not  ventured  to  alter 
what  we  find  in  use,  and  why  should  he  ?  *' 

ARCHDEACON  HABE. 

If  the  most  learned  and  intelligent,  in  that  age  which  has 
been  thought  by  many  the  most  glorious  in  our  literature, 
were  desirous  tlutt  the  language  should  be  settled  and  fixt^ 
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how  much  more  desirable  is  it  that  its  accretion  of  corrnp- 
tions  should  be  now  removed  I  It  may  be  difficult;  and  stil 
more  difficult  to  restore  the  authority  of  the  ancient  dynasty. 

WAI/TBR  LANDOB. 

We  never  have  attempted  it.  But  there  are  certain  of  their 
laws  and  usages  which  we  would  not  willingly  call  obsolete. 
Often  in  the  morning  I  have  lookt  among  your  books  for 
them^  and  I  deposit  in  your  hands  the  first  fruits  of  my 
research.  It  is  only  for  such  purposes  that  I  sit  hours 
together  in  a  library.  Either  in  the  sunshine  or  imder  the 
shade  of  trees^  I  must  think^  meditate^  and  compose. 

ARCHDEACON  HARB. 

Thoughts  may  be  bom  in  a  room  above-stairs  or  below, 
but  they  are  stronger  and  healthier  for  early  exercise  in  the 
open  air.     It  is  not  only  the  conspirator  to  whom  is  appro- 

E'ate  the  "  modo  citus  modo  tardus  incessus ;"  it  is  equally 
who  follows  fancy,  and  his  also  who  searches  after  truth. 

WAI/nSB  LANDOR. 

■ 

The  treasures  of  yowr  library  have  sometimes  tempted  me 
away  from  your  pictures ;  and  I  have  ceast  for  a  moment  to 
regret  that  by  Selections  and  Compendiums  we  had  lost  a 
large  portion  of  the  most  noble  works,  when  I  find  so  accurate 
a  selection,  so  weighty  a  compendium,  carried  about  with  him 
who  is  now  walking  at  my  side. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

I  would  have  strangled  such  a  compliment  ere  it  had 
attained  its  full  growth:  however,  now  it  is  not  only  fall- 
grown  but  over-grown,  let  me  offer  you  in  return  not  a  com- 
pliment, but  a  congratulation,  on  your  courage  in  using  the 
plural  compenditt»w ''  where  another  would  have  pronounced 
"  compendia." 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

Would  that  other,  whoever  he  may  be,  have  said  musea  ? 
All  I  require  of  people  is  consistency,  and  rather  in  the  right 
than  in  the  wrong.  When  we  have  admitted  a  greek,  or 
latin,  or  french  word,  we  ought  to  allow  it  the  right  of 
citizenship,  and  induce  it  to  comply  and  harmonize  with  the 
rest  of  the  vocular  community.    "  Pindari  j^i^  "  went  away  witii 
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Cowley,  and  died  in  the  same  ditch  with  him ;  but  '^  ohlique  '* 
is  inflexible,  and  stands  its  ground.  He  would  do  well  who 
should  shove  it  away,  or  push  it  into  the  ranks  of  the  new 
mihtia.  '*  Antique  "  is  the  worst  portion  of  Gray's  heritage. 
His  former  friend,  Horace  Walpole,  had  many  antiques,  and 
other  trifles  at  Strawberry-hill,  but  none  so  worthless  as  this. 
In  honest  truth,  we  neither  have,  nor  had  then,  a  better  and 
purer  writer  than  he,  although  he  lived  in  the  time  of  the 
porest  and  best.  Goldsmith,  Sterne,  Fielding,  and  Inchbald. 
He  gave  up  his  fashionable  french  for  a  richer  benefice.  He 
would  not  use  '' rau^e"  but  ^' red;"  very  different  from  the 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  the  present  day,  who  bring  in 
entremets,  and  lard^,  casting  now  and  then  upon  the  lukewarm 
hearth  a  log  of  latin,  and  in  the  sleeping-room  they  have 
prepared  for  us,  spread  out  as  counterpane  a  remnant  of 
etruscan  from  under  a  courier's  saddlebag. 

Oiaucer,  who  had  resided  long  in  France,  and  much  among 
courtiers,  made  english  his  style.  Have  you  patience  to  read 
a  list  of  the  words  he  spelt  better  than  we  do?  and  not  he  only 
but  his  remote  successors. 

▲BCm>EACOK  HABB. 

I  have  patience,  and  more  than  patience,  to  read,  or  hear, 
'  or  see,  whatever  is  better  than  ourselves.  Such  investigations 
(    have  always  interested  me,  you  know  of  old. 

I 

j  WAITER  LANDOB. 

Bare  quality  I  I  scarcely  know  where  to  find  another  who 
possesses  it,  or  whose  anger  would  not  obtain  the  mastery 
over  his  conscience  at  the  imputation. 

Let  your  eyes  run  down  this  catalogue.  Here  are  eiaete 
and  ewoie,  Jinde,  ther^  wel,  herken,  herk,  gilt  (gnilt), 
jio/,  dan  (done),  icerke  (works),  weping,  clene,  defaulte, 
iherofy  spehing,  erthe,  bereth  (beareth),  seate,  mete  (meat), 
ehuld  (should),  hevy,  kevn,  grevous,  gxete,  hete,  yere,  fode 
(food) ;  we  stil  ^j  fodder,  not  fooder;  ete  (eat),  lede,  throt,  wel, 
drede,  thai,  gess  (guess),  fui,  wheras,  trespas,  betwene,  repe, 
ilepe,  $kete,  frend,  dedly,  delites,  teres,  hering,  clereness,  juge, 

plese^  speke,   wold  (would),   ded,  tred,  bereve,   thred,  peple, 
dore,   dreme,   deme,   reson,  indede,  meke,  feble,   wede,   nede, 

fele,  cese,  pece,  dedly,  deme,  resonable,  slepe,  titel,  re/reiM, 

preesie* 
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▲BCHDEACON  HABB. 

In  adding  the  vowel,  he  makes  it  available  for  verse.  Covetiset 
how  much  better  than  covetiousness  I  Among  the  words  which 
might  be  brought  back  again  to  adorn  our  poetical  diction 
is  befome,  before.  Here  is  distemperament  (for  iuclemencj 
of  season)  )forlet,  forgive,  another  good  word;  so  is  wanhope^ 
despair.  Has  no  poet  the  courage  to  step  forth  and  tc 
rescue  these  maidens  of  speech^  unprotected  beneath  the  ver] 
castle- walls  of  Chaucer? 

WALTEB  LANDOB. 

If  they  are  resolved  to  stitch  up  his  rich  old  tapestrj 
with  muslin,  they  would  better  let  it  stay  where  it  is. 

ABCHDEACON  HABB. 

Several  more  words  are  remaining  in  which  a  single  vowe 
is  employed  where  we  reduplicate.  SAeres,  appere,  specie 
wele,  berethy  reson,  mening,  pleasance,  stele,  coles,  tneieness 
reve  (bereave),  rore,  tang,  coragecms,  forbere,  hepe,  otJu 
(oath),  cese,  shepe,  dreme,  werse  (wotsc),  reken  (reckon) 
Cert^nly  this  old  spelling  is  more  proper  than  its  substitute 
To  r^ken  is  to  look  over  an  account  before  casting  it  up 
Here  are  grevance,  leme,  bete,  seke,  speke,  freze  (freeze),  chese 
cleme,  tretise,  meke.  Here  I  find  axe  (ask),  which  is  now  i 
vulgarism,  though  we  use  tax  for  tosh  With  great  propriety 
he  writes  jo^^^tfr;  we,  with  great  impropriety,  jt?^*^e;dr^.  H< 
uses  the  word  spiced  for  overnice,  which  in  common  use  i 
gingerly.  I  think  you  would  not  be  a  stickler  for  the  best  o: 
these,  whichever  it  may  be. 

WALTEB  LAKDOB. 

No  indeed  :  but  there  are  in  Chaucer,  as  there  are  in  othei 
of  our  old,  yet  somewhat  later  writers,  things  which  witl 
regret  I  see  cast  aside  for  worse.  I  wish  every  editor  of  ai 
author,  whether  in  noetry  or  prose,  would  at  least  add  i 
glossary  of  his^  words  as  he  spelt  and  wrote  them,  withou 
which  attention  the  history  of  a  language  must  be  incomplete 
Heine  in  his  Virgil,  Wakefield  in  his  Lucretius,  have  preserve< 
the  text  itself  as  entire  as  possible.  Greek  words  do  no 
appear  in  their  spelling  to  nave  been  subject  to  the  sam 
vicissitudes  as  latin. 

I  have  not  been  engaged  in  composing  a  grammar  o 
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Tocabularj^  nor  is  a  conversation  a  treatise ;  so  with  your  usual 
kindness  you  will  receive  a  confused  collection  of  words, 
bearing  my  mark  on  them  and  worthv  of  yours.  They  are 
somewliat  like  an  italian  pastry^  of  heads  and  necks  and  feet 
and  gizzards  oS  a  variety  of  burds  of  all  sorts  and  sizes.  If 
my  simily  is  undignified^  let  me  go  back  into  the  Sistine 
Chapel^  where  Michel  Angiolo  displays  the  same  thing  more 
gravely  and  grandly  in  his  Last  Judgment. 

ARCHDEACON  HABE. 

Do  not  dissemble  your  admiration  of  this  illustrious  man^ 
nor  turn  into  ridicule  what  you  reverence.     Among  the  hardy 

I  and  false  things  caught  from  mouth  to  mouth  is  the  apothegm 
that  "  there  is  only  a  step  from  the  sublime  to  the  ridiculous/' 

I    Hiere  was  indeed  but  a  step  from  Bonaparte's. 

WALTER  LANBOR.  ' 

I  perceive  you  accept  the  saying  as  his.  It  was  uttered  long 
before  his  birth^  and  so  far  back  as  the  age  of  Louis  the 
Fourteenth.  Another  is  attributed  to  him,  which  was 
spoken  by  Barrere  in  the  Convention,  He  there  called  the 
English  ''  cette  nation  boutiquiere" 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

/  WeD,  now  empty  out  your  sack  of  words,  and  never  mind 
which  comes  first. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

Probably  there  are  several  of  them  which  we  have  noticed 
before.  Here  are  a  few  things  which  I  have  markt  with  my 
pencil  from  time  to  time ;  others  are  obliterated,  others  lost.  • 
>  There  is  a  very  good  reason  why  ravel  and  travel  should  be 
spelt  with  a  single  I,  pronunciation  requires  it ;  equally  does 
pronunciation  require  a  double  1  in  befell,  expell,  compell,  rebelU 

We  often  find  kneeled  instead  of  knelt,  yet  I  do  not  remem- 
ber ^tf&</  ioxfelt,  Shaftesbury,  and  the  best  writers  of  his  age 
and  later,  wrote  cm^d,  shou'd,  wou'd:  we  do  not,  although 
in  speaking  we  never  insert  the  I.  Hurd  writes, ''  Under  the 
circumstances."    Circumstances  are  about  us,  not  above  us. 

"  Master  of  the  situation,"  is  the  only  expression  we  have 
borrowed  lately  of  the  Spanish,  and  it  is  not  worth  having. 

I  have  observed  rent  as  preterite  of  rend:  improper  :  as  ment 
would  be  of  mend^ 
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All  too  well,  &c.,  the  word  all  used  needlessly.  All  the 
greater,  &c.  These  expressions  are  among  the  many  which 
have  latterly  been  swept  out  of  the  servants*  hall,  who  often 
say  (no  doubt),  "  I  am  all  the  better  for  my  dinner/' 

Daresay  is  now  written  as  one  word. 

Egotist  should  be  egoist:  to  doze  should  not  be  written 
dose,  as  it  often  is. 

I  once  was  presejit  when  a  scholar  used  the  words  vexed 
question:  he  was  not  laughed  at,  altho  he  was  thought  a 
pedant  for  it ;  many  would  willingly  be  thought  pedants  who 
never  can  be ;  but  they  can  more  cheaply  be  thought  aflFected, 
as  they  woidd  be  if  they  assumed  tins  latinism.  In  our 
english  sense,  many  a  question  vexes,  none  is  vext.  The  sea 
is  vexatum  when  it  is  tost  hither  and  thither,  to  and  fro ;  but  a 
question,  however  unsettled,  has  never  been  so  called  in 
good  english. 

"  Sought  his  bedchamber/'  improper,  because  he  knew  where 
it  was.  To  seek  is  to  go  after  what  may  or  may  not  be  found. 
Firstly  is  no  English.  To  gather  a  rose  is  improper.  To 
gather  two  roses  would  be  proper.  Better  to  cuU,  which 
may  be  said  of  choosing  one  out  of  several;  cull  is  from 
the  italian  cogliere,  originally  in  latin  colligare.  But  to  us 
in  our  vernacular,  the  root  is  invisible :  not  so  to  gather,  of 
which  we  are  reminded  by  "  together.'* 

There  is  a  bull  of  the  largest  Irish  breed  in  nearly  the 
most  beautiful  of  Wordsworth's  poems. 

"  I  lived  upon  what  casual  bounty  yieldsy 
Kow  coldly  given,  now  utterly  refused,** 

The  Irish  need  not  cry  out  for  their  potatoes,  if  they  can  live 
upon  what  they  can  not  get. 

*'  The  child  is  father  of  the  man," 

says  Wordsworth,  well  and  truly.     The  verse  animadverted  on 
must  have  been  written  before  the  boy  had  begotten  his  parent. 
What  can  be  sillier  than  those  verses  of  his  which  many 
have  quoted  with  unsuspicious  admiration  ? 

**  A  maid  whom  there  was  none  to  praise, 
And  very  few  to  love." 

He  might  have  written   more  properly  if  the  rhyme   and 
meter  had  allowed  it, 

"A  maid  whom  there  were  none  to  love, 
^  And  very  few  to  praise." 
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For  surely  the  few  who  loved  her  would  praise  her.  Here 
he  makes  love  subordinate  to  praise :  there  were  some  who 
loved  her^  none  (even  of  these)  who  praised  her.  Beaders  of 
poetry  hear  the  bells^  and  seldom  mind  what  they  are  ringing 
for.    Where  there  is  laxity  there  is  inexactness. 

Frequently  there  are  solid  knolls  in  the  midst  of  Words- 
worth^s  morass,  but  never  did  I  expect  to  find  so  much 
animation,  such  vigour,  such  succinctness,  as  in  the  paragraph 
beginning  with 

"  AU  degrees  and  shapes  of  spurious  form/' 

sod  ending  with 

"  Left  to  herselt  unheard  of  and  unknown." 

Here  indeed  the  waggoner's  frock  drops  off,  and  shows  to 
our  surprise  the  imperial  purple  underneath  it.  Here  is  the 
brevity  and  boldness  of  Cowper ;  here  is  heart  and  soul ;  here 
18  the  ciiccDV  fiaa-ikiKrj  of  Poetry. 

I  believe  there  are  few,  if  any,  who  enjoy  more  heartily  than 
I  do,  the  best  poetry  of  my  contemporaries,  or  who  have  com- 
mended them  both  in  private  and  in  public  with  less  parsimony 
and  reserve.  Several  of  them,  as  you  know,  are  personally 
my  friends,  altho  we  seldom  meet.  Perhaps  in  some  I  may 
desiderate  the  pure  ideal  of  what  is  #imply  great.  If  we  must 
not  always  look  up  at  Theseus  and  the  Amazons,  we  may 
however  catch  more  frequent  glimpses  of  the  Graces,  with 
their  zones  on,  and  their  zones  onlv.  AmpUfication  and 
diffuseness  are  the  principal  faults  oi  those  who  are  now 
standing  the  most  prominent.  Dilution  does  not  always  make 
a  thing  the  clearer;  it  may  even  cause  turbidity. 

▲RCm)EA005  EABX. 

Stifhess  is  as  bad  as  laxness.  Pindar  and  Horace,  Milton 
and  Shakspeare,  never  caught  the  cramp  in  their  mountain- 
streams  :  their  movements  are  as  easy  as  they  are  vigorous. 

WALTER  LAKDOB. 

The  strongest  are  the  least  subject  to  sti&ess.  Diffuseness 
is  often  the  weakness  of  vanity.  The  vain  poet  is  of  opinion 
that  nothing  of  his  can  be  too  much:  he  sends  to  you  basket- 
ful after  ba^etful  of  juiceless  fruit  covered  with  scentless 
flowers. 
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▲BOHDEACON  HARE. 

Many  an  unlucky  one  is  like  the  big  and  bouncing  foot-ball, 
vhich  is  blown  up  in  its  cover  by  unseemly  piji^ng,  and 
serves  only  for  the  game  of  the  day.  1  am  half-inclined  to 
take  you  to  task,  my  dear  friend,  feeling  confident  and 
certain  that  I  should  do  it  without  offence. 

WALTER  LANDOB. 

Without  offence,  but  not  without  instruction.  Here  I  am 
ready  at  the  desk,  with  both  hands  down. 

ARCHDEACON   HARE. 

To  be  serious.  Are  you  quite  satisfied  that  you  never  have 
sought  a  pleasure  in  detecting  and  exposing  the  faults  of 
authors,  even  good  ones  P 

WALTER  LAKDOR. 

I  have  here  and  there  sought  that  pleasure,  and  found  it. 
To  discover  a  truth  and  to  separate  it  from  a  falsehood,  is 
surely  an  occupation  worthy  of  the  best  intellect,  and  not  at 
all  unworthy  of  the  best  heart.  Consider  how  few  of  our 
countrymen  have  done  it,  or  attempted  it,  on  works  of 
criticism :  how  few  of  them  have  analyzed  and  compared. 
Without  these  two  processes  there  can  be  no  sound  judgement 
on  any  production  of  genifls.  We  are  accustomed  to  see  the 
beadel  limp  up  into  the  judge's  chair ;  to  hear  him  begin  with 
mock  gravity,  and  to  find  hun  soon  dropping  it  for  his  natural 
banter.  He  condemns  with  the  black  cap  on,  but  we  discover 
through  its  many  holes  and  dissutures  the  uncombed 
wig.  Southey  is  the  first  and  almost  the  only  one  of  our 
critics  who  moves  between  his  intellect  and  his  conscience, 
close  to  each. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

How  much  better  would  it  be  if  our  reviewers  and  magazine- 
men  would  analyze,  in  this  manner,  to  the  extent  of  their 
abilities,  and  would  weigh  evidence  before  they  pass  sentence. 
But  they  appear  to  think  that  unless  they  hazard  much  they 
can  win  little;  while  in  fact  they  hazard  and  lose  a  great 
deal  more  than  there  is  any  possibility  of  their  recovering. 
One  rash  decision  ruins  the  judge's  credit,  which  twenty 
correcter  never  can  restore.  Animosity,  or  perhaps  some- 
thing more  ignoble,  usually  stimulates  rampant  inferiority 
against  high  desert. 
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I  have  never  found  you  disconcerted  by  any  injustice  toward 
joorself ;  not  even  by  the  assailants  of  this  our  Beformation. 

WALTER  LA2a)0R. 

If  we  know  a  minor^  whose  guardians  and  trustees  have 
been  robbing  him  of  his  patrimony,  or  misapplying  it,  or 
wearing  out  the  land  by  bad  tillage,  would  we  not  attempt  to 
recover  for  him  whatever  we  could ;  and  especially  if  we  were 
intimate  with  the  family,  if  we  had  enjoyed  the  shade  of  its 
venerable  woods,  the  refreshing  breezes  from  its  winding 
streams,  and  had  in  our  early  days  taken  our  walks  among 
them  for  study,  and  in  our  stil  earlier  gone  into  the  depths  of 
its  forests  for  our  recreation  ? 

▲RCm}EACON  BARS. 

Next  in  criminality  to  him  who  violates  the  laws  of  his 
country,  is  he  who  violates  the  language.  In  this  he  is  a 
true  patriot,  and  somewhat  beside, 

"  Qui  consulta  patrum  qui  leges  juraque  servat." 

Byron  is  among  the  defaulters.  On  Napoleon  he  says 
"Like  ie  of  Babylon."  ''The  annal  of  Gibbon/'  "  I  have 
eat/'  &c.  There  is  a  passage  in  Tacitus  on  a  vain  poet, 
Luterius,  remarkably  applicable  to  our  lately  fashionable  one. 
''Studia  ilia,  ut  plena  vecordise,  ita  inania  et  fluxa  sunt :  nee 
quidquam  grave  ac  serium  ex  eo  metuas  qui,  suorum  ipse  flagi- 
tiorum  proditor,  non  virorum  animis  sed  muliercularu^ 
adrepit." 

WALTER  LAin>OR. 

It  suits  him  perfectly.  I  would  however  pardon  him  some 
false  grammar  and  some  false  sentiment,  for  his  vigorous  appli« 
cation  of  the  scourge  to  the  two  monsters  of  dissimilar  con- 
juration who  degraded  and  disgraced,  at  the  same  period,  the 
two  most  illustrious  nations  in  the  world.  The  Ode  against 
Napoleon  is  full  of  animation :  against  the  other  there  is  less 
of  it;  for  animation  is  incompatible  with  nausea.  Byron  had 
good  action,  but  he  tired  by  fretting,  and  tossing  his  head,  and 
rearing. 

ABOm)SACON  BARB. 

Let  reflections  for  a  moment  give  way  to  recollections. 
In  the  morning  we  were  interrupted  in  some  observations  on 
the  aspirate. 
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WALTKB  LARDOB. 

Either  I  said,  or  was  about  to  say,  that  the  aspirate^ 
wherever  it  is  written,  should  be  pronounced.  If  we  say  ^^a 
house,'^  why  not  say  "a  hourl^^  il  " a  horse,''  why  not  "a 
honour?''     Nobody  says  "an  heavy  load,"  "an  heavenly 

{'oy,"  "an  holy  man,"  "an  hermit,"  '' a»  high  place,"  "an 
Luge  monster,"  "an  holly-bough,"  "an  happy  day."  Let 
the  minority  yield  here  to  the  majority.  Our  capriciousnest 
in  admitting  or  rejecting  the  service  of  the  aspirate  was  con* 
tracted  from  the  1  rench.  The  Italians,  not  wanting  it,  sent 
it  off,  and  called  it  back  merely  for  a  mark  discriminatory, 
for  instance  in  the  verb  Ho,  hat,  ha. 

▲ROHDEACON   HARB. 

You  have  been  accused  oi  phonetic  spelling. 

WALTER  LAKDOR. 

Inconsiderately,  and  with  even  less  foundation  than  false- 
hood has  usually  under  it.  Nothing  seems  to  me  more  grossly 
absurd,  or  more  injurious  to  an  ancient  family,  the  stem  of  our 
words  and  thoughts.  Such  a  scheme,  about  fourscore  years 
ago,  was  propounded  by  Elphinstone :  it  has  lately  oeen 
reproduced,  only  to  wither  and  die  down  again. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

I  alwavs  knew,  and  from  yourself,  that  you  are  a  "  good 
hater"  of  innovation,  and  that  your  efforts  were  made  strenu* 
dhsly  on  the  opposite  side,  attempting  to  recover  in  our 
blurred  palimpsests  what  was  written  there  of  old.  We  have 
dropt  a  great  deal  of  what  is  good,  as  you  just  now  have 
shown,  and  we  have  taken  into  our  employment  servants 
without  a  character,  or  with  a  worthless  one.  We  adorn  our 
new  curtains  with  faded  fringe,  and  embellish  stout  buck* 
skin  with  point-lace. 

WAI/rSR  LANDOR. 

After  this  conversation,  if  it  ever  should  reach  the  publio 
ear,  I  may  be  taken  up  for  a  brawl  in  the  street,  more  seariaiis 
tbin  an  attack  on  the  new  grammar-school. 

ARCHDEACON   HARE. 

What  can  you  mean  ?   Taken  up  ?  For  a  brawl  ? 
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WALTER  LAKDOR. 

le^     little  are  jou  aware  that  I  have  lately  been  accused  of 
i  grayer  offence^  and  one  committed  in  the  dark. 
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▲RCHDEAOOH  HARE. 

And  in  the  dark  you  leave  me.    Pray  explain. 

WALTER  LAIIDOR. 

I  am  indited  for  perpetrating  an  I^ic, 


f 


^1  AROHDEACOK  HARE. 

Indeed  I  I  am  glad  to  hear  the  announcement.     And  when 
does  the  cause  come  into  court  ?  And  who  is  the  accuser  ? 
^  And  what  are  his  grounds  ? 

WALTER  LAITDOR. 

Longer  ago  by  some  years  than  half  a  century^  I  wrote 
t    Gebir.  The  cause  and  circumstances  I  have  detailed  elsewhere. 

ABOHDEACON  HARE. 

Is  this  the  epic  ? 

WALTER  LAVDOR. 

It  iqppears  so. 

ARGHDEAOOV  BARE. 

Already  you  look  triumphant  from  that  ancient  car. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

No  truly;  I  am  too  idle  for  a  triumph:  and  the  enemy's 
fixroes  were  so  small  that  none  could  legitimately  be  decreed. 

"  Exorutre  aliquis  nostris  ex  ossibus  ultor 
Qui  hoe  bftrbaricoe  calamoque  sequare  colonoa" 

**  Surely  sliaU  some  one  come,  alert  and  kind. 

With  torch  and  qniU  to  guide  the  blundering  hmd." 

AROHDEACOK  HARE. 

Clowns  and  boys  and  other  idlers^  if  they  see  a  head  above 
a  garden-wall^  are  apt  to  throw  a  pebble  at  it^  which  mischief 
ihev  abstain  from  doing  when  the  head  is  on  their  level 
and  near. 

WALTER  LAKDOR. 

Nobody  reads  this  poem,  I  am  told;  and  nothing  more 
likely. 

11 
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AROHDBACON  HARE. 

Be  that  as  it  may.  The  most  disappointed  of  its  readers 
would  be  the.  reader  who  expected  to  find  an  epic  in  it.  To 
the  epic  not  oiJy  its  certain  spirit,  but  its  certain  form,  is 
requisite ;  and  not  only  in  the  main  body,  but  likewise  in  the 
minute  articulations.  1  do  not  call  epic  that  which  is  in  lyric 
meter,  nor  indeed  in  any  species  of  rhyme.  The  cap  and  bells 
should  never  surmount  the  helmet  and  breastplate;  Ariosto 
and  Tasso  are  lyrical  romancers.  Your  poem,  which  Southey 
teUs  us  he  took  for  a  model,  is  in  blank  verse. 

WALTEB  LAJfDOE. 

Southey,  whom  I  never  had  known  or  Corresponded  with, 
hailed  it  loudly  in  the  Critical  Review,  on  its  first  appearance. 
He  recommended  it  to  Charles  Wynne,  Charles  Wynne 
to  the  Hebers;  they  to  your  uncle  Shipley,  Dean  of 
St.  Asaph's.  Southey's  splendid  criticism,  whatever  may  be 
the  defects  and  deficiencies  of  the  poem,  must  have  attracted 
at  the  time  some  other  readers;  yet  I  believe  (tho  I  never 
heard  or  inquired)  that  they  were  not  numerous.  Frere, 
Canning,  and  Bobus  Smith  were  among  them.   Enough  for  me. 

Within  these  few  months,  a  wholesale  dealer  in  the  brittle 
crockery  of  market  criticism  has  pickt  up  some  shards  of  it, 
and  stuck  them  in  his  shelves.  Among  them  is  my  Sea^hell, 
which  Wordsworth  clapt  into  his  pouch.  There  it  became 
incrusted  with  a  compost  of  mucus  and  shingle ;  there  it  lost  its 
'^  pearly  hue  within,    and  its  memory  of  where  it  had  abided. 

ARCHDEACON   HABS. 

But  Wordsworth  had  the  industry  and  skill  to  turn  every- 
thing to  some  account. 

WALTER  LAKDOR. 

Perfectly  true.  And  he  is  indebted  to  me  for  more  than 
the  value  of  twenty  Shells :  he  is  indebted  to  me  for  praise,  if 
not  more  profuse,  yet  surely  more  discriminating,  than  of  those 
critics  who  were  collected  at  wakes  and  hired  by  Party.  Such 
hospital-nurses  kill  some  children  by  starving,  and  others  by 
pampering  with  unwholesome  food. 

ARCHDEACON   HARE. 

I  have  often  heard  you  express  your  admiration  of  Words- 
worth; and  I  never  heard  you  complain,  or  notice,  that  he 
owed  any  thing  to  you. 
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WALTEB  LANDOB. 

Truly  he  owes  me  little.  My  shell  may  be  among  the 
prettiest  on  his  mantelpiece,  but  a  trifle  it  is  at  best.  I  often 
wish,  in  his  longest  poem,  he  had  obtained  an  Inclosure-act, 
and  subdivided  it.  What  a  number  of  delightful  Idyls  it  would 
have  afforded !  It  is  pity  that  a  vapour  of  metaphysics  should 
overhang  and  chill  any  portion  of  so  beautiful  a  plain;  of 
which,  however,  the  turf  would  be  finer  and  the  glebe  solider 
for  a  moderate  expenditure  in  draining  and  top-dressing. 

ARCHDEACON   HARB. 

Your  predilections  led  you  to  rank  Southey  higher. 

WALTER  LANDOB. 

'  Wordsworth  has  not  written  three  poems  so  excellent  as 
Tkalabuy  the  Curse  of  Kehama,  and  Roderic;  nor  indeed  any 
poem  exhibiting  so  great  a  variety  of  powers.  Southey  had 
abundance  of  wit  and  humour,  of  which  Wordsworth,  like 
greater  men,  such  for  instance  as  Gothe  and  Milton,  was 
destitute.  The  present  age  will  easily  pardon  me  for  placing 
here  the  German  and  the  Englishman  together :  the  future, 
I  sadly  fear,  would,  without  some  apology,  be  inexorable. 
If  Wordsworth  wants  the  diversity  and  invention  of  Southey, 
no  less  than  the  hiunour,  he  wants  also  the  same  geniality 
belonging  in  the  same  degree  to  Cowper,  with  terseness  and 
succinctness. 

ARCHDEACON  BARE. 

Tou  have  often  extolled,  and  in  the  presence  of  many,  the 
beauty  of  his  rural  scenes  and  the  truth  of  his  rural  characters. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

And  never  will  I  forego  an  opportunity.  In  the  delineation 
of  such  scenes  and  characters,  far,  infinitely  far  beneath  him 
are  Virgil  and  Theocritus.  Yet  surely  it  is  an  act  of  grievous 
cruelty,  however  unintentional,  in  those  who  thrust  him  into 
the  same  rank  and  file  with  Milton.  He  wants  muscle, 
breadth  of  shoulder,  and  highth. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

Sometimes  he  may  be  prosaic. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

He  slithers  on  the  soft  mud,  and  can  not  stop  himself  until 
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he  comes  down.  In  his  poetry  there  is  as  mnch  of  prose  as 
there  is  of  poetry  in  the  prose  of  Milton.  But  prose  on 
certain  occasions  can  bear  a  great  deal  of  poetry :  on  the  other 
hand^  poetry  sinks  and  swoons  under  a  moderate  weight  of 
prose;  and  neither  fan  nor  burnt  feather  can  bring  her  to 
herself  again. 

It  is  becoming  and  decorous  that  due  honours  be  paid  to 
Wordsworth;  undue  have  injured  him.  Discriminating  praise 
mingled  with  calm  censure  is  more  beneficial  than  lavish  praise 
without  it,  Sespect  him ;  reverence  him ;  abstain  from  wor- 
shiping him.  Bemember^  no  ashes  are  lighter  than  those  of 
incence^  and  few  things  bum  out  sooner. 

ARCm>EACON  BARB. 

It  appears  that  you  yourself,  of  late^  have  not  suffered 
materially  by  the  waiting  of  the  thurible. 

WALTBB  LAHDOX. 

Faith !  I  had  quiteforgotten  what  we  were  speaking  about  last 
It  was  about  myself^  I  suspect^  and  the  worthy  at  Edinburgh 
who  reviews  me.  According  to  him^  it  appears  that  only  two 
had  read  Gebir,  namely,  Southey  and  Mr.  JDe  Quinc^.  1  have 
mentioned  a  few  others ;  I  might  have  added  Coleridge,  to 
whom  Southey  lent  it,  and  who  praised  it  even  more  enthusi- 
astically, until  he  once  found  Southey  reciting  a  part  of  it  in 
company :  after  which,  I  am  told,  he  never  mentioned  it,  or 
slightly.  In  the  year  of  its  publication  Carey,  translator  of 
Duite,  had  praised  it.  His  opinion  of  it  I  keep  to  myself,  as 
one  among  the  few  which  1  value.  This  was  long  before 
Mr.  De  Quincey  knew  Southey.  It  is  marvelous  that  a  man 
of  so  retentive  a  memory,  as  Southey,  should  have  forgotten  a 
thing  to  which  he  himself  had  given  its  importance :  it  is  less 
80  that  Mr.  De  Quincey  imagined  it,  under  the  influence  of 
that  narcotic  the  effects  of  which  he  so  ingenuously  and  so 
well  described,  before  he  exhibited  this  iUusiration. 

He  had  another  imaginary  conversation  with  Southey,  in 
which  they  agree  that  Gebir  very  much  resembled  the  Argo- 
nautice  of  Valerius  Flaccus.  Hearing  of  this,  about  a 
twelvemonth  ago,  I  attempted  to  read  that  poem,  but  was 
unsuccessful.  Long  before,  and  when  my  will  was  stronger, 
I  foundered  in  the  midst  of  Statins.  Happily  in  my  school- 
days, I  had  mastered  Lucan  and  Juvenal. 
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ABCHDIA.GOV   HARE. 

l%cj  are  grandly  declamatory:  bat  declamation  oyerlajrs 
and  stan^ea  poetxy,  and  disfigures  even  satire. 

WALtXB  LAHDOB. 

Beserring  the  two  mentioned^  and  Martial,  I  doubt  whetiier 
the  most  speculative  magazine-man  would  hazard  five  pounds 
ibr  the  same  quantity  of  englUk  poetry  (rightly  called  leUer- 
premi)  as  all  the  other  post-Ovidian  poets  have  left  behind. 
After  the  banishment  oi  Ovid  hardly  a  breath  of  pure  poetry 
breathed  over  the  Campagna  di  Bama.  Declamation  wbb 
•pouted  in  floodgate  verse :  Juvenal  and  Lucan  are  high  in  that 
adiooly  in  which,  at  the  close  of  the  poetical  day,  was  heard 
the  street  oow-hom  of  Statins. 

ABCHDBACON  HARB. 

Even  for  tlfe  company  of  such  as  these,  I  think  I  would 
have  left  the  Becker  in  Auld  Reekie.  Flies  are  only  the  more 
tioahlesome  and  importunate  for  being  driven  off,  and  they 
will  keep  up  with  your  horse,  however  hard  you  ride,  without 
any  speed  or  potency  of  their  own. 

WAI/TEB  LAJffDOB. 

True :  but  people  who  sell  unsound  wares,  and  use  false 
scalea  and  measures,  ought  to  be  pointed  out  and  put  down, 
aliho  we  ourselves  may  be  rich  enough  to  lose  an  ounce  or  two 
by  their  filching. 

ABCHDKAOON  BARB. 

No  one  ever  £ei11s  among  a  crowd  of  literary  men  without 
repenting  of  it  sooner  or  later.  You  may  encounter  a  single 
hound  outside  the  kennel,  but  there  is  danger  if  you  enter  in 
among  them,  even  with  a  kind  intention  and  a  bland 
cowBtenance. 

WAI/TBB  LAKDOR. 

It  must  be  a  dog  in  the  distemper  that  raises  up  his  spine 
at  me.    I  have  spoken  favorably  of  many  an  author,  unde 
servedly  of  none :  therfor  both  at  home  and  abroad  I  have 
received  honorary  visits  from  my  countrymen  and  from  foreners. 

ABOHDBAOOK  HABX. 

Possiblv  t^ere  ma;^  be  some  of  them  incontinent  of  the  acri- 
momoua  nmnour  pricking  them  in  the  paroxism  of  wit.    I 
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know  not  whether  there  be  any  indication  of  it  in  the  soil  under 
your  shovel.  Grains  of  wit,  however,  may  sometimes  be 
found  in  petulance,  as  grains  of  gold  in  quartz ;  but  petulance 
is  not  wit,  nor  quartz  gold. 

Are  you  aware  how  much  thought  you  have  here  been 
throwing  away  ? 

WALTER  LANDOB. 

My  dear  friend  I  thought  is  never  thrown  away :  wherever 
it  falls,  or  runs,  or  rests,  it  fertilizes.  I  speak  not  of  that 
thought  which  has  evil  in  it,  or  which  tends  to  evil,  but  of 
that  which  is  the  exercise  of  intellect  on  the  elevated  and 
healthy  training-ground  of  truth.  We  descend;  and  as  we 
descend,  we  may  strike  off  the  head  of  a  thistle,  or  blow  away 
the  wandering  seed  of  a  dandelion  which  comes  against  the 
face,  but,  in  a  moment  forgetting  them  totally,  we  carry  home 
with  us  freshness  and  strength. 

ARCm)SAOON   HARK. 

I  have  never  known  you,  at  any  former  time,  take  much 
trouble  about  your  literary  concerns. 

WALTER  LAITDOR. 

Never  have  I  descended  to  repell  an  attack,  and  never  will ; 
but  I  must  defend  the  understanding  and  consistency  of  a 
wiser  and  better  man  in  Southey.  Never  have  I  feared  that  a 
Uttle  and  loose  petard  would  burst  or  unhinge  the  gates  of  my 
fortress,  or  that  a  light  culverine  at  a  vast  distance  below 
would  dismantle  or  reach  the  battlements. 

ARCHDEACON  HARB. 

It  is  dangerous  to  break  into  a  park  where  the  paling  is 
high,  for  it  may  be  difficult  to  find  the  way  out  again,  or  to 
escape  the  penalty  of  transgression.  You  never  before  spoke 
a  syllable  about  your  SAell. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

The  swallow  builds  her  nest  under  a  Doric  architrave,  but 
does  not  build  it  of  the  same  materials* 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

It  is  amusing  to  observe  the  off-hand  facility  and  intrepid 
assurance  with  which  small  writers  attack  the  greater,  as  sinall 
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birds  do,  parsuing  them  the  more  vociferously  the  higher  the 
flight.  Milton  stoopt  and  struck  down  two  or  three  of  these 
obstreperous  chatterers^  of  which  the  feathers  he  scattered  are 
all  that  remains ;  and  these  are  curiosities. 

It  is  moroseness  to  scowl  at  the  levity  of  impudence ;  it  is 
affability^  not  without  wisdom,  to  be  amused  by  it.  Graver 
men^  critics  of  note,  have  seen  very  indistinctly,  where  the  sun 
has  been  too  bright  for  them.  Gifford,  the  translator  of  Juvenal^ 
who  was  often  so  grave  that  ordinary  people  took  him  for 
judicious,  thought  wit  the  better  part  of  Shakespeare,  and  in 
which  alone  he  was  superior  to  his  contemporaries.  Another 
finds  him  sadlv  deficient  in  his  female  characters.  Johnson's 
ear  was  insensible  to  Milton's  diapason ;  and  in  his  Life  of 
Somervile  he  says, 

''  If  blank  verse  be  not  tumid  and  gorgeous,  it  is  crippled 
prose." 

WALTER  LANDOB. 

Johnson  had  somewhat  of  the  medlar  in  his  nature;  one 
side  hard  and  austere,  the  other  side  unsound.  We  call  him 
affected  for  Ids  turgidity:  this  was  not  aftected;  it  was  the 
most  natural  part  of  him.  He  hated  both  affectation  and 
tameness. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

Two  things  intolerable,  whether  in  prose  or  poetry. 
Wordsworth  is  guiltless  at  least  of  affectation. 

WALTER  LAIVDOR. 

True ;  but  he  often  is  as  tame  as  an  abbess's  cat,  which  in 
kittenhood  has  undergone  the  same  operation  as  the  Holy 
Father's  choristers. 

ARCHDEACON   HARE. 

Sometimes  indeed  he  might  be  more  succinct.  A  belt  is 
good  for  the  breath,  and  without  it  we  fail  in  the  long  run. 
And  yet  a  man  will  always  be  more  lookt  at  whose  dress 
flutters  in  the  air  than  he  whose  dress  sits  tight  upon  him : 
but  he  will  soon  be  left  on  the  roadside.  Wherever  there  is  a 
word  beyond  what  is  requisite  to  express  the  meaning,  that 
word  must  be  peculiarly  beautiful  in  itself  or  strikingly 
harmonious ;  either  of  which  qualities  may  be  of  some  service 
in  fixing  the  attention  and  enforcing  the  sentiment.  But  the 
proper  word  in  the  proper  place  seldom  leaves  anything  to  be 
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desiderated  on  the  score  of  harmony.  The  beauty  of  health 
and  strength  is  more  attractive  and  impressive  than  any 
beauty  conferred  by  ornament.  I  know  the  delight  you  feel, 
not  only  in  Milton's  immortal  verse,  but  (alUio  less)  in 
Wordsworth's, 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

A  Mozart  to  a  Handel !  But  who  is  not  charmed  by  the 
melody  of  Mozart  ?  Critics  have  their  favorites ;  and,  like  the 
same  rank  of  people  at  elections,  they  chair  one  candidate  and 
pelt  another. 

ABOHDEAOON  HABE. 

A  smaller  object  may  be  so  placed  before  a  greater  as  to 
intercept  the  view  of  it  in  its  just  proportions.  This  is  the 
favorite  manoeuvre  in  the  Review-field.  Fierce  malignity  is 
growing  out  of  date.  Nothing  but  fairness  is  spoken  of; 
regret  at  the  exposure  of  faults,  real  or  imaginary,  has  taken 
place  of  derision,  sarcasm,  and  arrogant  condemnation.  Nothing 
was  wanting  to  Byron's  consistency  when  he  had  exprest  his 
contempt  oi  Shakspeare. 

WALTER  LAia)OB. 

Qiffords,  who  sniflfed  at  the  unsavory  skirts  of  Juvenal,  and 
took  delight  in  paddling  among  the  bubbles  of  azote,  no  longer 
ply  the  trade  of  critics  to  the  same  advantage.  Generosity,  in 
truth  or  semblance,  is  expected  and  required.  Chattertons 
may  die  in  noverty  and  despair ;  but  Keatses  are  exposed  no 
longer  to  a  lingermg  death  under  that  poison  which  paralyzes 
the  heart,  contempt. 

ABCm)EACON   HARE. 

In  youth  the  appetite  for  fame  is  strongest.  It  is  cruel 
and  inhuman  to  withold  the  sustenance  which  is  necessary  to 
the  grovfth,  if  not  the  existence,  of  genius ;  sympathy,  encou- 
ragement, commendation.  Praise  is  not  fame ;  but  the  praise 
of  the  intelligent  is  its  precursor.  Vaticide  is  no  crime  in  the 
statute-book ;  but  a  crime,  and  a  heavy  crime,  it  is  :  and  the 
rescue  of  a  poet  from  a  murderous  enemy,  altho  Uiere  is  no 
oaken  crown  decreed  for  it,  is  among  the  higher  virtues. 

WAi;rER  LAVDOB. 

Many  will  pass  by;  many  will  t^ke  the  other  side;  many 
will  cherish  the  less  deserving;  but  some  one,  considerate  ^na 
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Cdmpassioiiate,  will  raise  up  the  neglected :  and^  where  tf 
strong  hand  does  it,  several  less  strong  will  presently  be  ready 
to  h^.  Alas !  not  always.  There  is  nothing  in  the  ruins  of 
Borne  which  throws  so  chilling  a  shadow  over  the  heart  as 
the  monument  of  Keats. 

Our  field  of  poetry  at  the  present  time  is  both  wider  and 
better  cultivated  than  it  has  ever  been.  But  if  the  tyrant  of 
old  who  walked  into  the  growing  com^  to  inculcate  a  lesson  of 
order  by  striking  off  the  heads  of  the  higher  poppies^  were  to 
ent^  ours,  he  would  lay  aside  his  stick,  so  nearly  on  a  level  is 
the  crop.  Every  year  there  is  more  good  poetry  written  now,  in 
this  our  country,  than  was  written  between  the  MetamorpAosea 
and  the  Divina  Commedia.  We  walk  no  longer  in  the  cast-off 
dothes  of  the  ancients,  often  ill  sewn  at  first,  and  now  ill 
fitting.  We  have  pulpier  flesh,  stouter  limbs,  we  take  longei: 
walks,  explore  wider  fields,  and  surmount  more  crag^  and 
more  lofty  eminences.  Prom  these  let  us  take  a  leisurdy  look 
at  Fancy  and  Imagination,  Your  friend  Wordsworth  was 
induced  to  divide  his  minor  Poems  under  the  separate,  heads 
of  these  two;  probably  at  the  suggestion  of  Coleridge,  who 
persuaded  him,  as  he  himself  told  me,  to  adopt  the  name 
of  Lyrical  Ballads,  He  was  sorry,  he  said,  that  he  took  the 
advice.  And  weQ  he  might  be ;  for  lyre  and  ballad  belong 
not  to  the  same  age  or  the  same  people.  It  would  have 
pnzsled  Coleridge  to  have  drawn  a  strait  boundary-line  between 
the  domains  of  Fancy  and  those  of  Imagination,  on  a  careM 
survey  of  these  pieces ;  or  perhaps  to  have  given  a  satisfactory 
definition  of  their  qualities. 

ABOHDEACON  HABE. 

Do  you  believe  you  yourself  can  ? 

WAUXB  LAITDOB. 

I  doubt  it.  The  face  is  not  the  same,  but  the  resemblance 
is  sisterly ;  and,  even  by  the  oldest  friends  and  intimates  of 
the  jEamily,  one  is  often  taken  for  the  other,  so  nearly  are  they 
alike.  Fancy  is  Imagination  in  her  youth  and  adolescence. 
Fancy  is  alwavs  excursive ;  Imagination,  not  seldom,  is  sedate. 
It  is  the  bnsmess  of  Imagination,  in  her  maturity,  to  create 
and  animate  such  Beings  as  are  worthy  of  her  plastic  hand ; 
certainly  not  by  invisible  wires  to  put  marionettes  in  motion, 
Bor  to  pin  butterflies  on  blotting-paper.    Yigorous  thought/ 
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devated  sentiment,  jnst  expression,  developement  of  character, 
power  to  bring  man  out  from  the  secret  haunts  of  his  soul 
and  to  place  him  in  strong  outline  against  the  sky,  belong  to 
Imagination.  Fancy  is  thought  to  dwell  among  the  Faeries 
and  their  congeners ;  and  they  frequently  lead  the  weak  and 
ductile  poet  far  astray.  He  is  fond  of  playing  at  liiile'go 
among  them ;  and,  when  he  grows  bolder,  he  acts  among  the 
Witches  and  other  such  creatures ;  but  his  hankering  after  the 
Paeries  stil  continues.  Their  tiny  rings,  in  which  the  intelligent 
see  only  the  growth  of  fungusses,  are  no  arena  for  action  and 
passion.  It  was  not  in  these  circles  that  Homer  and  ^schylus 
and  Dante  strove. 

AECHDEAOON   HARK. 

But  Shakspeare  sometimes  entered  them,  who,  with  infinitely 
greater  power,  moulded  his  composite  and  consistent  Man, 
breathing  into  him  an  immortaUty  never  to  be  forfeited. 

WALTER  LAKDOR. 

Shakspeare^s  full  strength  and  activity  were  exerted  on 
Macbeth  and  Othello :  he  trifled  with  Ariel  and  Titania ;  he 
played  with  Caliban:  but  no  other  would  have  thought  of 
playing  with  him,  any  more  than  of  playing  with  Ceroerus. 
Shakspeare  and  Milton  and  Chaucer  have  more  imagination 
than  any  of  those  to  whom  the  quality  is  peculiarly  attributed. 
It  is  not  inconsistent  with  vigour  and  gravity.  There  may  be 
a  large  and  efPuse  light  without 

"the  motes  that  people  the  sunbeams.*' 

Imagination  follows  the  steps  of  Homer  throughout  the  Ttoad, 
from  the  ships  on  the  strand  to  Friam  and  Helen  on  the 
city-wall :  Imagination  played  with  the  baby  Astyanax  at  the 
departure  of  Hector  &om  Andromache,  and  was  present  at  the 
noblest  scene  of  the  Iliad,  where,  to  repeat  a  verse  of  Cowper's 
on  Achilles,  more  beautiful  than  Homer's  own, 

"  his  hand  he  placed 
On  the  old  man*8  hand,  a/nd  ptuht  it  gently  away.** 

No  less  potently  does  Imagination  urge  ^schylus  on,  from 
the  range  of  beacons  to  the  bath  of  Agamemnon ;  nor  expand 
less  potently  the  vulture's  wing  over  the  lacerated  bosom  on 
the  rocks  oi  Caucasus.  "With  the  earliest  flowers  of  the  freshly 
created  earth  Imagination  strewed  the  nuptial  couch  of  £?€« 
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Not  Ariel,  nor  Caliban,  nor  Wit<ihes  who  ruled  the  elements, 
but  Eve,  and  Satan,  and  Prometheus,  are  the  most  wonderous 
and  the  most  glorious  of  her  works.  Imagination  takes  the 
weaker  hand  of  Virgil  out  of  Dante's  who  grasps  it,  and 
guides  the  Florentine  exile  thro  the  triple  world, 

ARCHDEACON   HARE. 

Whatever  be  your  enthusiasm  for  the  great  old  masters,  you 
must  often  feel,  if  less  of  so  strong  an  impulse,  yet  a  cordial 
self-congratulation  in  having  bestowed  so  many  eulogies  on 
poetical  contemporaries,  and  on  others  whose  genius  is  apart 
from  poetry. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

Indeed  I  do.  Every  meed  of  Justice  is  delivered  out  of  her 
own  full  scale.  The  poets,  and  others  who  may  rank  with  them, 
indeed  all  the  great  men,  have  borne  toward  me  somewhat 
more  than  civility.  The  few  rudenesses  I  have  ever  heard  of, 
are  from  such  as  neither  I  nor  you  ever  meet  in  society,  and 
such  as  warm  their  fingers  and  stomachs  round  less  ornamental 
hearths. 

When  they  to  whom  we  have  been  unknown,  or  indifferent, 
b^n  to  speak  a  little  well  of  us,  we  are  sure  to  find  some 
honest  old  friend  ready  to  trim  the  balance.  I  have  had 
occasion  to  smile  at  this. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

We  sometimes  stumble  upon  slyinvidiousness  and  smouldering 
malignity,  quite  unexpectedly,  and  in  places  which  we  should 
have  believed  were  above  the  influence  of  such  malaria.  When 
Prosperity  pays  to  Wisdom  her  visit  in  state,  would  we  not, 
rather  than  halloo  the  yard-dog  against  her,  clear  the  way  for 
her,  aod  adorn  the  door  with  garlands  ?  How  fond  are  people 
in  general  of  clinging  to  a  great  man's  foibles !  they  can  climb 
no  higher.  It  is  not  the  solid,  it  is  the  carious,  that  grubs 
feed  upon* 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

The  practice  of  barring  out  the  master  is  stil  continued  in 
the  world's  great  schoolroom.  Our  sturdy  boys  do  not  fear  a 
flogging ;  they  fear  only  a  book  or  a  lecture. 

ARCHDEACOir  HARE. 

Authors  are  like  cattle  going  to  a  fair ;  those  of  the  same 
field  can  never  move  on  without  butting  one.  another. 
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WAI/TEB  LAia)OB. 

It  has  been  my  fortune  and  felicity,  from  my  earliest  days, 
to  have  avoided  all  competitions.  My  tutor  at  Oxford  could 
never  persuade  me  to  vrite  a  piece  of  latin  poetry  for  the 
Prize,  earnest  as  he  was  that  his  pupil  should  be  a  winner  at 
the  forth-coming  Unccenm.  Poetry  was  always  my  amusement, 
prose  my  study  and  business.  I  have  publisht  five  volumes 
of  Imaginary  Conversations:  cut  the  worst  of  them  thro  the 
middle,  and  tliere  will  remain  in  this  decimal  fraction  quite 
enough  to  satisfy  my  apnetite  for  fame.  I  shall  dine  late ; 
but  the  diningroom  will  be  well  lighted,  the  guests  few  and 
select. 

In  this  age  of  discovery  it  may  haply  be  discovered,  who 
first  among  our  Cisalpine  nations  led  Greek  to  converse  like 
Greek,  Boman  like  Roman,  in  poetry  or  prose.  Grentlemen  of 
fashion  have  patronized  them  occasionally,  have  taken  them 
under  the  arm,  have  recommended  their  own  tailor,  their  own 
perfumer,  and  have  lighted  a  cigar  for  them  from  their  own  at 
the  door  of  the  Traveler's  or  AtAenaum :  there  they  parted. 

▲BCmDEAOON  HABX. 

Before  we  go  into  the  house  again,  let  me  revert  to  what 
you  seem  to  Iiave  forgotten,  the  hasty  and  inaccurate  remarks 
on  Gebir. 

WALTER  LANDOB. 

It  is  hardly  worth  our  while.  Evidently  they  were  written 
by  a  very  young  person,  who  with  a  little  encouragement,  and 
induced  to  place  his  confidence  in  somewhat  safer  investment 
than  himself,  may  presently  do  better  things. 

▲RCHDIAOON  HARE. 

Southey  too,  I  remember,  calls  the  poem  in  some  parts 
obscure. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

It  must  be,  if  Southey  found  it  so.  I  never  thought  of 
asking  him  where  lies  the  obscurity :  I  would  have  attempted 
to  correct  whatever  he  disapproved 

AROm)EACON  HARE. 

He  himself,  the  clearest  of  writers,  professes  that  he  imitated 
your  versification :  and  the  style  of  nis  Colloquies  is  in  some 
degree  modified  by  yours. 
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WALTXB  LAIIDOB. 

Little  cause  had  he  for  preferring  any  other  to  his  own. 

Perhaps  the  indicium  ore  alio  is  my  obscurity.  Gothe  is 
acknowledged  by  his  highest  admirers  to  be  obscure  in  seyeral 
^aces;  wUch  be  thinks  a  poet  may  and  should  be  occasion- 
ally. I  differ  from  him^  and  would  avoid  it  everywhere: 
he  could  see  in  the  dark.  This  great  poet  carries  it  with  him 
80  Ceut  as  into  Epigram.  I  now  regret  that  I  profited  so  little 
by  the  calm  acuteness  of  Southey.  In  what  poet  of  the  last 
mneteen  centuries^  who  has  written  so  much^  is  there  less 
intermixture  of  prose^  or  less  contamination  of  conceit?  in 
what  critic^  who  has  criticized  so  many^  less  of  severity  or 
ammption? 

I  would  never  fly  for  shelter  under  the  strongest  wing : 
bat  you  know  that  commentators,  a^e  after  age^  have  found 
obacurities  in  Pindar,  in  Dante,  and  m  Shakspeare. 

ABOHDEACON  BARl. 

And  it  is  not  in  every  place  the  effect  of  time.  You  have 
been  accused,  I  hear,  either  by  this  writer  or  some  such 
another,  of  turgidity. 

WAVTER  IJlSDOBU 

Certainly  by  this :  do  not  imagine  there  is  anywhere  such 
another. 

ARCm)KACOir  fiABl. 

TVithout  a  compliment,  no  poet  of  ours  is  less  turdd. 
Guests  may  dispense  with  potage  and  puff-paste,  with  radishes 
and  water-cresses,  with  salad  and  cream-cheese,  who  ''implentur 
veteris  bacchi  pinguisque  ferinse.^' 

WALTER  LANDOB. 

Encouraged  by  your  commendation,  let  me  read  to  von  (for 
I  think  I  placed  it  this  evening  in  my  pocket)  what  was 
transcribed  for  me  as  a  curiosity  out  of  the  same  Article. 
Yes;  here  it  is. 

**  ffit  great  defect  Ss  a  certain  crudeness  of  the  judnnenty  implied  in  the 
niection  of  the  sulnect  matter,  and  a  farther  want  of  skill  and  perapieuity 
in  the  treatments  Except  in  a  few  paesi^^  it  has  none  of  those  peculiar 
graces  of  style  and  sentiment  which  render  the  writings  of  our  more 
^rominant  modem  sathors  so  generally  deligfatfuL" 
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ARCHDEACON  HABE. 

Opinion  on  most  matters,  but  chiefly  on  literary,  and  above 
all  on  poetical,  seems  to  me  like  an  empty  eggshell  in  a  duck- 
pond,  turned  on  its  stagnant  water  by  the  slightest  breath  of 
air ;  at  one  moment  the  crackt  side  nearer  to  sight,  at  another 
the  sounder,  but  the  emptiness  at  all  times  visible. 

Is  your  detractor  a  brother  poet? 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

An  incipient  one  he  may  be.  Poets  in  that  stage  of  exist- 
ence, subject  to  sad  maladies,  kick  hard  for  life  and  scratch 
the  nurse's  face.  Like  some  trees,  fir  trees  for  instance,  they 
must  attain  a  certain  highth  and  girth  before  they  are 
serviceable  or  sightly. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

The  weakest  wines  fall  soonest  into  the  acetous  fermenta- 
tion; the  more  generous  retain  their  sweetness  with  their 
strength.  Somewhat  of  this  diversity  is  observable  in  smaller 
wits  and  greater,  more  especially  in  the  warm  climate  where 
poetry  is  the  cultivation, 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

The  ancients  often  hung  their  trophies  on  obtruncated  and 
rotten  trees:  we  may  do  the  like  at  present,  leaving  our 
enemies  for  sepulture. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

Envy  of  pre-eminence  is  universal  and  everlasting.  Little 
men,  whenever  they  find  an  opportunity,  follow  the  steps  of 
greater  in  this  dark  declivity.  The  apple  of  Discord  was  fall- 
grown  soon  after  the  Creation.  It  fell  between  the  two  first 
brothers  in  the  garden  of  Eden :  it  fell  between  two  later  on 
the  plain  of  Thebes.  Narrow  was  the  interval,  when  again  it 
gleamed  portentously  on  the  short  grass  of  Ida.  It  rolled  into 
the  palace  of  Pella,  dividing  Philip  and  ''Philip's  godlike 
son :  it  followed  that  insatiable  youth  to  the  extrenuties  of 
his  conquests,  and  even  to  his  sepulcher ;  then  it  broke  the 
invincible  phalanx  and  scattered  the  captains  wide  apart.  It 
lay  in  the  gates  of  Carthage,  so  that  they  could  not  dose 
against  the  enemy :  it  lay  oetween  the  generous  and  agnate 
families  of  Scipio  and  Gracchus.  Marius  and  SuUa,  Julius 
and  Pompeius,  Octavius  and  Antonius,  were  not  the  last  who 
experienced  its  fatal  malignity.  Eang  imprisoned  king;,  emperor 
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stabbed  emperor^  pope  poisoned  pope,  contending  for  God's 
Tic^erencj.  The  rolicall  of  their  names,  with  a  cross  against 
eadi,  is  rotting  in  the  lumber-room  of  History.  Do  not 
wonder  then  if  one  of  the  rabble  runs  after  you  from  the 
hustings,  and,  committing  no  worse  mischief,  snatches  at  the 
colours  in  your  hatband. 

WALTEB  LANDOR. 

Others  have  snatcht  more.  My  quarry  lies  upon  a  high 
emnmon  a  good  way  from  the  public  road,  and  everybody 
takes  out  of  it  what  he  pleases  ^^  with  privy  paw,  and  nothing 
said  *'  beyond  '*  a  curse  on  the  old  fellow  !  how  hard  his  granite 
•^  one  can  never  make  it  Jit"  lliis  is  all  I  get  of  quitrent  or 
acknowledgment.  I  know  of  a  poacher  who  noosed  a  rabbit 
on  my  warren,  and  I  am  told  he  made  such  a  fricassee  of  it 
that  there  was  no  taste  of  rabbit  or  sauce.  I  never  had  him 
taken  up :  he  is  at  large,  drest  in  new  clothes,  and  worth 
money. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

Your  manors  are  extensive,  comprehending 

**  Pratoy  arva,  ingentes  sylvas,  saltusque  paludesque 
Usque  ad  oceanuiD." 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

I  never  drive  the  poor  away  if  they  come  after  dry  sticks 
only,  but  they  must  not  with  impunity  lop  or  bum  my 
plwtations, 

ARCHDEACON   HARE. 

I  rqgret  that  your  correspondent  was  sickened  or  tired  of 
transcribing.  , 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

Here  is  another  slip  from  the  same  crabtree.  It  is  objected 
that  most  of  my  poems  are  occasional. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

In  number  they  may  be,  but  in  quantity  of  material  I  doubt 
whether  they  constitute  a  seventh.  We  will  look  presently, 
and  we  shall  find  perhaps  that  the  gentleman  is  unlucky 
at  his  game  of  hazard. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

Certainly  his  play  is  not  deep.    We  who  are  sober  dare  not 
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sit  down  at  a  table  where  a  character  may  be  lost  at  a  cast : 
they  alone  are  so  courageous  who  have  nothing  to  be  seized  on. 

ARCHDEACON  HARK. 

The  ^ntleman  sweeps  the  cloth  with  little  caution  and  less 
calculation.  Of  your  poems  the  smaller  alone  are  occasional : 
now  not  only  are  the  smaller,  but  the  best^  of  Catullus  and 
Horace,  and  all  of  Pindar.  Were  not  the  speeches  of  Lysias, 
^schines,  Demosthenes,  occasional?  Draw  nearer  home. 
What  but  occasional  were  the  Letters  of  Junius  ?  Materiem 
superabat  opus. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

True.  The  ministers  and  their  king  are  now  mould  and 
worms ;  they  were  little  better  when  above-ground ;  but  the 
bag-wig  and  point-lace  of  Junius  are  suspended  aloft  upon  a 
golden  peg  for  curiosity  and  admiration. 

ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

Begarding  the  occasional  in  poetry ;  is  there  less  merit  in 
taking  and  treating  what  is  before  us,  than  in  seeking  and 
wandering  through  an  open  field  as  we  would  for  mushrooms  ? 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

I  stand  out  a  rude  rock  in  the  middle  of  a  river,  with  no 
exotic  or  parasitical  plant  on  it,  and  few  others.  Eddies  and 
dimples  and  froth  and  bubbles  pass  rapidly  by,  without 
shaking  me.     Here  indeed  is  little  room  for  pic-nic  and  polka. 

ARCHDEACON  HARI. 

Praise  and  censure  are  received  by  yoi^  with  nearly  the  same 
indifference. 

WALTER  LANDOR. 

Not  yours.  Praise  on  poetry,  said  to  be  the  most  exhila- 
rating of  all,  affects  my  brain  but  little.  Certainly  I  never 
attempted  to  snatch  'Hhe  peculiar  graces  so  generally  delight- 
ful.^'     My  rusticity  has  at  least  thus  much  ox  modesty  in  it. 

ARCHDEACON  HARK. 

The  richcflt  flowors  haye  not  most  hoDey-oella 
You  seldom  find  the  bee  about  the  rose, 
Oftener  the  beetle  eating  into  it. 
The  violet  less  attracts  the  noisy  hum 
Than  the  minute  and  poisonous  bloom  of  box. 
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Poets  know  this ;  Nature's  inyited  guests 
Draw  near  and  note  it  down  and  ponder  it ; 
Tlie  idler  sees  it,  sees  unheedingly, 
Unheedingly  the  rifler  of  the  hive." 

Ib  jour  critic  vnaesr,  more  experienced^  and  of  a  more 
Doetical  mind  than  SoutheyP  Utri  horom  creditis^ 
Qoirites? 

Yanity  and  presumption  are  not  always  the  worst  parts  of 
the  man  they  take  possession  of^  altho  they  are  usually  the 
most  prominent.  Malignity  sticks  as  closely  to  him^  and  keeps 
more  cautiously  out  of  sight.  Sonr  I  have  often  been  to  see 
a  fellow  Christian^  one  of  much  intellect  and  much  worthy  one 
charitable  to  the  poor^  one  attendant  on  the  sick^  one  compas- 
aonate  with  the  sufferer^  one  who  never  is  excited  to  anser 
bat  by  another's  wrongs^  enjoying  a  secret  pleasure  iu  saymg 
impleasant  things  at  no  call  oi  duty ;  inflictmg  woimds  which 
may  be  long  before  they  heal;  and  not  only  to  those  who  are 
immendly  or  unknown^  but  likewise  to  the  nearest  and  the 
friendliest.  Meanwhile  those  who  perhaps  are  less  observant 
of  our  ritual^  not  only  abstain  from  so  sinful  an  indulgence^ 
but  appear  to  be  guided  in  their  demeanour  by  the  less 
imperative  and  less  authoritative  dictate  of  Philosophy.  I 
need  not  exhort  or  advise  you^  who  have  always  done  it^  to 
disr^ard  the  insigmficant  and  obscure^  so  distant  from  you^ 
to  incapable  of  approaching  you.  Only  look  before  you  at 
this  instant ;  and  receive  a  lesson  from  mture^  who  is  able 
and  ready  at  all  times  to  teach  us^  and  to  teach  men  wiser 
than  we  are.  Unwholesome  exhalations  creep  over  the  low 
marshes  of  Pevensey,  but  they  ascend  not  to  Beachy-head  nor 
to  Hurstmonceaux. 
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NICHOLAS  AND  NESSELRODK 

SECOND  CONVEBSATION. 

♦ 

NICHOLAS. 

It  seems,  Count  NesseLrode,  that  jou  have  not  a  word  to  say. 

NESBELBODE. 

Tonr  Majesty  had  not  spoken. 

NICHOLAS. 

Indeed !  I  thought  I  had. 

NEB8ELB0DE. 

Tour  Majesty  seemed  preoccupied. 

NICHOLAS. 

No  wonder.  These  cursed  Turks,  Medjid  at  the  head  of 
them,  affront  me.  I  did  believe  the  young  man  was  effeminate. 

NESBELRODE. 

The  effeminate  are  sometimes  unwieldy,  the  weak  intractable. 

NICHOLAS. 

I  did  believe  that  the  concessions  he  had  already  surrendered 
to  me  in  favour  of  my  protectorate,  or  rather  my  headship  of 
the  Greek  Church,  womd  have  alienated  from  him  all  devout 
Mahometans.  Instead  of  which,  tolerant  and  generous  as 
they  always  are  wherever  the  Government  is  concerned,  the 
miscreants  applaud  him  for  his  exercise  of  these  virtues,  and 
are  rabid  against  me  for  demanding  more  and  greater  con- 
cessions. 

NE83ELRODE. 

Certainly  they  are  roused,  and  even  exasperated. 

NICHOLAS. 

That  would  be  nothing;  I  might  indeed  have  desired  it; 
but  the  voice  of  Europe  is  encouraging  them  in  their  obstinaGj. 
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NESaELBODS. 

Too  tme. 

NICHOLAS. 

Too  true !  is  that  all  ?  Has  a  minister  of  state^  a  prime 
minister^  to  say  nothing  but  too  true  ? 

NESSELBODE. 

May  it  please  your  Majesty^  it  seldom  has  happened  that 
Ministers  have  been  censured  for  the  objectionable  too  true. 

NICHOLAS. 

I  do  believe  thou  hast  by  nature  a  grain  or  two  of  wit  in 
the  vortexes  of  thy  brain.  The  smallest  of  these  quantities  is 
enough  to  undo  a  politician.  Speak  seriously ;  for  matters  and 
times  are  serious. 

NBS8ELB0DE. 

Sire !  it  is  in  such  matters  and  times  that  a  single  thought 
of  less  gravity  than  the  rest  is  a  godsend* 

NICHOLAS. 

Worse  and  worse!  First  a  witticism,  now  a  reflection! 
Nesselrode !  I  can  well  believe  that  you  are  growing  old,  but 
not  in  a  court. 

What  is  to  be  done  ? 

No,  I  do  not  ask  you  what  is  to  be  done,  but  how  to  do  it. 
I  am  resolved  to  execute  my  design,  to  continue  my  operations. 
Consistency  and  fimmess  have  always  been  among  my  attri- 
butes; never  must  I  lose  them  in  the  eyes  of  my  people  and 
of  the  world. 

NBBBELBODB. 

It  would  indeed  be  disgraceful,  and,  what  is  worse  than  dis- 
gracefnl,  it  would  be  difficult  and  detrimental  to  retract. 

NICHOLAS. 

If  France  had  been  silent  and  quiet  about  the  Soly  Places, 
I  might  have  been  too« 

NSBSBLBODl. 

Louis  Napoleon  wanted  to  conciliate  the  pope,  and  to  bring 
him  for  his  coronation  to  Paris  round  by  Jerusalem.  Louis 
Napoleon  is  long-sighted^  and  never  puts  out  an  arm  without 
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an  object  which  he  is  certain  he  can  seize.  If  the  pope 
refuses  him  now,  he  will  bring  His  Holiness  by  the  ear  into 
N6tre-Dame. 

NICHOLAS. 

I  admire  the  man's  resolute  character,  and  only  wish  I  may 
never  have  to  deal  with  it.  I  ought  to  have  entertained  a 
suspicion  that  he  would,  directly  or  indirectly,  thwart  me  in 
my  steps  against  the  Ottoman  empire. 

VESSELBODB. 

Sire !  It  might  have  been  seen  easily  and  clearly.  I  was 
not  encouraged  by  vour  Majesty  to  deUver  my  opinion  at  full 
len^h  upon  this  subject ;  military  men,  and  nobles  of  ancient 
family,  your  Majesty  deigned  to  assure  me,  had  set  their  hearts 
upon  it. 

MCHOLAS. 

Scarcely  was  there  a  courtier  who  had  not  fixt  upon  the  site 
of  palace  and  villa  and  garden  round  Constantinople. 

KBB8BLB0DS. 

This  I  knew;  but  I  likewise  knew  that  those  hearts, 
whether  light  ones  or  heavy  ones,  must  be  cast  down  from  the 
pleasant  places  they  were  set  upon,  and  that  the  Turks  will 
continue  to  lie  along  them  at  full  length,  or  with  legs  orost 
under  them,  for  some  time  yet. 

NICHOLAS. 

This  is  vexatious  to  think  of.  It  may  not  be.  Bather 
would  I  hazard  a  war  with  half  Europe. 

mOSBLBODS. 

Perhaps  vour  Majesty  might  encounter  more  than  haff 
Europe  in  this  enterprize. 

HICBQLAS. 

Impossible.    Austria  is  under  my  thumb. 

KESSELBODB. 

Under  the  soft  part  of  it,  may  it  please  your  Majesty. 
Austria  is  greatly  more  interested  to  prevent  the  absorption  or 
the  partition  of  Turkey  than  any  other  Power  is.  TheJDaiuibe 
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loDs  indolently  now  along  her  dominions ;  it  might  swell  into 
»     {ormidable  activity  against  her  under  the  steam  and  the 
fortresses  of  your  Majesty. 

mCHOLAS. 

France  has  always  turned  her  eyes  toward  the   East  : 
k    England  will  counteract  her  interference. 

NnSSLBODE. 

England  has  even  a  greater  interest  in  maintaining  the 
Ottoman  empire  than  France  has.  England  will  never  be  so 
insane  as  to  take  an  active  part  in  hostilities  on  this  question : 
but  the  Catholic  Powers  and  the  conterminary  Powers  will 
mitc^  if  necessary^  in  active  opposition  to  your  Majesty's 
I     progreas, 

NICHOLAS. 

Has  France  forgotten  that  we  once  spared  her?  Has 
Austria  that  we  lately  saved  her  ? 

KE8BELR0DB. 

No^  sire^  and  neither  of  them  ever  will  forget  or  forgive  it. 

KICaOLAS. 

I  am  not  the  man  to  eat  my  words;  and  my  threats  are  the 
least  indigestible  of  any. 

VBBEKLBODS. 

We  may  so  masticate  our  words^  and  remove  so  much^  by  a 
dexterous  use  of  the  fingers^  of  what  is  gristle  or  husk^  that 
the  operation  is  far  from  difficult  or  unpleasant. 

NICHOLAS. 

France  and  England  can  never  act  together. 

NXBBKLRODE. 

They  did  at  Navarino. 

NICHOLAS. 

It  was  but  for  the  day.  You  are  grown  over-cautious  and 
somewhat  timid ;  I  would  not  willingly  say  consdentious ;  I 
would  not  hint  at  incapacity  in  a  minister  who  has  served 
me  so  long  and  faithfiuly.  You  seem  almost  to  apprehend 
a  coalition  against  me. 
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KBBSELBODE. 

God  forbid!    Luckily  for  us,  there  is  only  one  vigorc 
mind  among  the  arbiters  of  human  affairs. 

17ICHOLA8. 

Nesselrode!  Nessehrodel  no  flattery!  What  makes  j 
start? 

NESSELRODE. 

Sire,  my  incomplete  meaning  was,  that  at  present  there 
only  one  vigorous  mind  among  all  the  Powers  of  Europe  wh 
comd  inspire  the  fear  of  our  humiliation.  Certainly,  too  c 
tainly,  the  time  is  advancing  when  the  chief  continei 
Powers  will  unite  in  that  confederacy.  Already  there  is  nc 
single  one  of  them  which  does  not  see  distinctly  that  Bussii 
too  formidable  for  Europe :  Persia  has  long  seen  it.  Wl 
the  kings  of  Christendom  bring  Greek  and  Latin  close  to 
ther,  Persia  and  Turkey  will  unite  their  sects  in  one  comn 
cause,  chaunting  "  There  is  but  one  God,  and  Mahomet  is 
prophet/' 

NICHOLAS. 

You  shall  never  be  mine.     You  are  capable  of  manag 
the  weak  ministers  of  Potentates  round  about  me,  but  not 
Constantinople  is  already  in  flames  before  me. 

NESSELRODE. 

The  Greeks  deprecate  the  degradation  of  their  Churcl 
its  transfer  to  Moscow  or  Petersburg;   and  the  Musco 
nobility,  in  the  city  of  their  ancestors,  are  happier  round 
Kremlin  than  they  ever  will  be  round  the  Seven  Ibtoers. 

Those  fires  of  Constantinople  will  crack  and  split  j 
empire. 
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ABOHBISHOP. 

It  grieves  my  heart,  0  unfortunate  man  I  to  find  you 
educed  to  this  condition. 

FRANCESCO  MADIAI. 

Pity  it  is,  my  lord,  that  so  generous  a  heart  should  be 
rieved  by  anything. 

ABCHBIBHOF. 

Spoken  like  a  Christian !  There  are  then  some  remains  of 
dth  and  charity  left  within  you? 

FSANOBBCO  MADIAI. 

Of  faith,  my  lord,  there  are  only  the  roots,  such  as  have 
ften  penetrated  ere  now  the  prison-floor.  Charity  too  is 
mong  those  plants  which,  altho  they  thrive  best  under  the 
enial  warmth  of  heaven,  do  not  wither  and  weaken  and  die 
own  deprived  of  air  and  sunshine.  I  might  never  have 
bought  seriously  of  praying  for  my  enemies,  had  it  not  been 
lie  will  of  a  merciful  and  all-wise  God  to  cast  me  into  the 
nidst  of  them. 

ABOHBIBHOP. 

Prom  these,  whom  you  rashly  call  enemies,  you  possess  the 
Kywer  of  delivering  yourself.    Confess  your  crime. 

FRANCE800  MADIAL 

I  know  the  accusation,  not  the  crime. 

ARCHBISHOP. 

Disobedience  to  the  doctrines  of  the  Church. 

FRAVCBSCO  MADIAI. 

I  am  80  ignorant,  my  lord,  as  never  to  have  known  a  tenth 
or  twentieth  part  of  its  doctrines.  But  by  Gtoi's  grace  I 
blow  and  understand  the  few  and  simple  ones  which  His 
blessed  Son  taught  us* 
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ARCHBISHOP. 

Ignorant  as  you  acknowledge  yourself  to  be,  do  you  presume 
that  you  are  able  to  interpret  them  P 

FRAKCEBOO  HADIAL 

No,  my  lord.  He  has  done  that  Himself,  and  intelligibly 
to  all  mankind. 

▲BOHBISnOP. 

By  whose  authority  did  you  read  and  expound  the  Bible  P 

FBANOEBOO  ICAOIAI. 

By  His. 

ABOHBIBHOP. 

ByHisP    ToTheeP 

FRA17CEBC0  HADIAL 

What  He  commanded  the  Apostles  to  do,  and  what  they 
did,  surely  is  no  impiety. 

ABOHBIBHOP. 

It  may  be. 

FBANOBBCO  HADIAL 

Our  Lord  commanded  his  Apostles  to  go  forth  and  preach 
the  Gospel  to  all  nations. 

ABOHBIBHOP. 

Are  you  an  Apostle,  vain  foolish  man  P 

FBANCBBOO  HADIAL 

Alas !  my  lord !  how  far,  how  very  far,  from  the  least  of 
them  I  But  surely  I  may  follow  where  they  lead ;  and  I  am 
more  likely  to  follow  them  in  the  right  road  if  I  listen  to  no 
directions  from  others  far  behind. 

ARCHBISHOP. 

Go  on,  go  on,  self-willed  creature !  doomed  to  perdition. 

FBANCEBCO  HADIAL 

I  have  ventured  to  repeat  the  ordinances  of  Christ  and  the 
Apostles;  no  more;  I  have  nothing  to  add,  nothing  to 
interpret. 

ABCHBiBHOP. 

I  shall  look  into  the  matter;  I  doubt- whether  He  ever  gave 
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them  such  an  ordinance . .  I  mean  in  such  a  sense . .  for  I 
ranember  a  passage  which  may  lead  astray  the  unwary.  Any- 
thing more? 

nUNCEBOO  IfADIAI. 

My  lordy  there  is  also  another. 

ARCHBISHOP. 

What  is  that? 

FBANCSBCO  ICADIAL 

"  Seek  truths  and  ensue  it.*' 

ASOHBIBHOP. 

There  is  only  one  who  can  tell  us,  of  a  surety,  what  truth 
isy  namely  our  Holy  Father. 

I'RAKCBBCO  MADIAI. 

Tes,  my  lord,  of  this  I  am  convinced. 

ABCHBIBHOP. 

Avow  it  then  openly  and  you  are  free  at  once. 

TBAirOESCO  MADIAL 

Openly,  most  openly,  do  I,  and  have  I,  and  ever  will  I 
avow  it.  Permit  me,  my  lord  archbishop,  to  repeat  the 
blessed  words  which  have  fallen  &om  your  lordship.  *'  There 
is  only  one  loAo  can  tell  us  of  a  certainty  what  truth  is:" 
"our  Holy  Father,''  our  Father  which  is  in  Heaven. 


ABCHBIBHOP. 

Scoffer !  heretic  I  infidel  I  No,  I  am  not  angry;  not  in  the 
least ;  but  I  am  hurt,  wounded,  wounded  deeply.  It  becomes 
not  me  to  hold  a  longer  conference  with  one  so  obstinate  and 
obdurate.  A  lower  order  in  the  priesthood  has  this  duty  to 
perform. 

nUVdEBOO  MADUL 

My  lord,  you  have  conferred,  I  must  acknowled^,  an 
unmerited  distinction  upon  one  so  humble  and  so  abject  as 
I  am.  Well  am  I  aware  that  men  of  a  lower  order  are  the 
most  proper  men  to  instruct  me.  They  have  taken  that 
trouble,  with  me  and  thousands  more. 
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ABCHBIBHOF. 

Indeed  I  indeed !  so  manj  ?  His  Imperial  Highness^  well- 
infonned^  as  we  thought,  of  what  passes  in  every  house,  from 
the  cellar  to  the  bedchamber,  had  no  intelUgence  or  notion  of 
this.  Denounce  the  culpable,  and  merit  his  pardon,  his 
protection,  his  favour.  Do  not  beat  your  breast,  but  clear  it. 
Give  me  at  once  the  names  of  these  teachers,  these  listeners ; 
I  will  intercede  in  their  behalf. 

FRANCESCO  MADIAI. 

The  name  of  the  first  and  highest  was  written  on  the  cross 
in  Calvary;  poor  fishermen  were  others  on  the  sea  of  Galilee. 
I  could  not  enumerate  the  listeners;  but  the  foremost  rest, 
some  venerated,  some  forgotten,  in  the  catacombs  of  Bome. 

ABOHBIBHOP. 

Francesco  Madiai !  there  are  yet  remaining  in  you  certain 
faint  traces  of  the  Church  in  her  state  of  tribulation,  of  the 
blessed  saints  and  martyrs  in  the  catacombs.  But,  coming 
near  home,  Madiai,  you  have  a  wife,  aged  and  infirm; 
would  not  you  help  her  ? 

FBANCBBCO  IfADIAL 

God  will ;  I  am  forbidden. 

ARCHBIBHOP. 

It  is  more  profitable  to  strive  than  to  sigh.  I  pity  your 
distress;  let  me  carry  to  her  an  order  for  her  liberation* 

FRANCEBOO  IfADIAL 

Your  lordship  can. 

ABCHBIBHOF. 

Not  without  your  signature. 

FRANCESCO  MADIAL 

The  cock  may  crow  ten  times,  ten  mornings,  ten  years, 
before  I  deny  my  Christ.  O  wife  of  my  early  love,  persevere, 
persevere, 

ABOHBIBHOP. 

This  to  me  P 

FBANCSSCO  IfADIAL 

No,  my  lord  1  but  to  a  martyr;  from  one  unworthy  of  that 


.  FOPEST:   BBinSH   AND  FOREIGK.  141 

0ory;  in  the  presence  of  Him  who  was  merciful  and  found 
no  mercy,  my  crucified  Sedeemer. 

ARUUBIHHOP. 

After  such  perverseness^  I  declare  to  you^  with  all  the 
frankness  of  my  character^  there  is  no  prospect  of  your 
liberation* 

TBAKCEBOO  MADIAI. 

Adien,  adieu,  O  Eosa !  Light  and  enlivener  of  my  earlier 
days,  solace  and  support  of  my  declining !  We  must  now  love 
God  alone,  from  God  alone  hope  succour.  We  are  chastened 
but  to  head  our  infirmities;  we  are  separated  but  to  meet 
inseparably.  To  the  constant  and  resigned  there  is  always 
an  Angel  that  opens  the  prison-door;  we  wrong  him  when 
we  call  him  Death. 
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"  Maxima  Taunu  Vlctima."    Yibo. 

— ♦ — 

CHAPTER  I. 

Somewhat  more  than  a  century  ago,  a  dignitary  of  the 
Anglican  Church  published  a  clever  and  facetious  book, 
^titled  A  Tale  of  a  Tub.  Outcries  were  raised  against  it 
as  irreverent  and  profane.  Irreverent  it  certainly  was  toward 
the  Church  of  Bome  and  the  Church  of  Geneva ;  not  profane 
however.  Our  gracious  Queen's  ministers,  I  mean  her  par- 
liamentary, omitting  her  ecclesiastical,  have  profited  by  the 
hint  of  this  title,  and  have  lately  thrown  out  a  tub  to  the 
mighty  occupant  of  the  northern  and  southern  seas,  which 
he  now  is  tossing  over  and  over,  and  certainly  will  never 
swallow. 

Lord  John  Bossell,  in  a  letter  both  undignified  and  unwise, 
addressed  to  the  Prince-bishop  of  Durham,  protests  his  indigna- 
tion against  the  audacitv  of  the  Pope's  encroachments.  Does 
any  man  believe  his  lordship  feels  the  slightest?  Does  any  man 
doubt  that  he  is  heartily  glad  at  seeing  public  attention  turned 
toward  the  Vatican,  and  aside  from  nis  relative  at  Ceylon, 
from  the  torturer  and  murderer  of  the  Cephalonians  he  retains 
and  protects  in  Corfu,  and  from  the  Jesuit  he  enthroned  at 
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Malta?  At  any  other  period  of  oar  history^  from  the  acceanon 
of  the  fourth  Henry  to  the  abdication  of  the  last  James, 
npright  men  would  have  been  found  in  parliament  to  impeach 
tnese  satraps  of  high  crimes  and  misdemeanors.  Even  in  the 
parliament  now  about  to  sit,  surely  the  dignity  of  the  nation 
will  somewhat  stimulate  the  slumbering  and  supine.  Our 
justice  ought  to  be  visible  to  all ;  our  reSgion  is  safe  in  our 
own  bosoms,  and  the  healthier  for  quiescency  and  repose.  But 
agitation  is  necessary,  it  seems,  in  a  distant  quarter ;  and  minis- 
t^  are  of  opinion  that  it  is  better  the  wind  should  blow  off 
shore.  Patronage  else  would  be  in  danger  of  diminution  by  the 
reclamations  of  the  people  against  domestic  popery;  a  great 
and  mevous  anomaly  in  the  English  constitution.  Charles  11. 
and  nis  brother  James  cherished  it  fondly  and  consistently. 
It  was  a  prodigious  engine  of  power  in  their  hands ;  it  was 
desirable  to  their  patron  the  French  king ;  it  was  more  desirable 
to  the  Bomam  pontif.  No  doubt  was  entertained  by  them 
that  the  English  stray  sheep  could  be  whistled  or  barked  into 
the  fold  again ;  and  proof  sufficient  had  already  been  afforded 
that  bishops  are  reaoier  to  change  their  £Edth  than  lose  their 
benefices.  The  Prince  of  Orange,  no  friend  to  the  order, 
deemed  it  politic  to  tolerate  and  maintain  it.  His  ministers 
bribed  their  adherents  from  the  spoils  of  the  Koman  altar : 
Queen  Victorians  do  the  same.  The  smoke  of  this  altar  is  now 
partially  blown  away :  cardinals^  shallow  hats  are  flapping  on 
one  side  of  it,  succincter  shovels  curl  up  on  the  other.  People 
are  surprised  at  the  resemblance  of  the  features  underneath, 
and  will  discover  when  they  have  stripped  them  (which  thqr 
soon  will  do)  that  in  what  lies  out  of  sight  they  are  stil  more 
similar. 

CHAPTER  IL 

The  wisest  and  most  important  letter  that  has  yet  been 
written  on  the  Popish  Question  is  Sir  Benjamin  HalTs, 
Reasonably  may  we  hope  and  entreat  that  he  will  follow  up 
the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  into  parliament.  In  wlii<m 
belief  and  confidence  I  beg  permission  to  offer  him  a  few  aog- 
gestions.    Let  me  ask, 

1.  Whether  a  great  body,  both  of  the  laity  and  the  dsxgj, 
have  not  lost  much  of  their  faith  and  trust  in  their  Epiaoc^ 
Guides,  by  the  Ecclesiastical  Commission,  which  thoM 
Episcopal  Guides  mainly  influenced? 
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2.  Whether^  smce  the  establishment  of  Christianity  in 
En^and^  there  is  any  other  instance  of  such  fraudulence^ 
ei&onterr,  and  rapacity,  as  theirs  P 

8.  ^liether  the  Qaeen^s  ministers  did  not  countenance  and 
support  them  throughout? 

4.  Whether,  under  these  Eeformers,  the  Bishop  of  London 
has  not  received  from  his  diocese  (being  himself  a  principal 
one  among  the  said  Eeformers)  much  nearer  a  million  than 
half  a  million  within  the  last  twenty  years^  after  all  deduc- 
tions? 

5.  Whether  the  Cardinals  of  Borne,  one  with  another, 
receive  from  their  Church  one  qtuirter  of  that  money  ? 

6.  Whether  the  hierarchs  of  the  Reformed  Church  in 
England  ought  to  be  endowed,  as  they  are,  with  tenfold  the 
lurcmerty  of  what  is  grated  to  the  hierarchs  of  any  other 
Beformed  Church  in  Christendom  P 

7.  Whether  Parliament  has  not  the  same  right  to  diminish 
the  pay  of  any  prelate  now,  as  it  had  lately,  when  it  divided 
one  see  into  two,  and  when  it  diminished  it  in  some  others 
which  were  not  divided  ? 

These  questions  come  home  to  the  breasts  and  (what  lie 
very  near  the  breasts)  the  pockets  of  Englishmen.  Leaving 
to  English  and  Lish  bishops  a  liird  more  than  is  enjoyed  by 
the  bishops  of  Prance,  where  religion  would  sit  in  saa  plight 
without  splendour,  from  the  church-lands  which  belong  to  the 
State,  ana  of  whicli  the  State  always  has  disposed  at  its  good 
pleasure,  enough  would  remain  for  the  establishment  of 
parochial  schools  throughout  both  countries.  I  disagree  with 
Sir  Benjamin  Hall,  that  every  clergyman  should  receive  two 
hundred  pounds  a-year.  In  Wales  the  most  efficient  preachers 
have  often  much  less  than  one :  the  same  in  Scotland  :  but 
my  opinion  is,  that  whoever  keeps  a  curate  should  be  obliged, 
under  forfeiture  of  his  living,  to  give  him  at  least  two  hundred, 
and  never  less  than  a  third  of  the  benefice,  whatever  be  its 
amount.  In  every  part  of  Europe  the  richest  clergymen  are 
usually  the  least  influential  over  Uieir  congregations.  On  the 
contrary,  there  is  neither  schism  nor  dissatidaction  where  the 
pastor  stands  not  high  above  the  sympathies.  Tliere  are  no 
ferments,  because  there  is  no  leaven,  in  Protestant  Gtermany, 
in  Protestant  Switeerland,  in  Protestant  Denmark,  in  Protestant 
Sweden,   in  Protestant  Scotland.      Men  .throughout  these 
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countries  mind  alike  their  teacher  and  their  business.  Exactly 
in  proportion  to  its  distance  &om  poperj  is  a  nation  industrious^ 
free,  and  moral. 

CHAPTER  HL 

Napoleon  said  that  the  Papacy  was  worth  fifty  thousand  men 
to  him :  it  was  so ;  he  might  have  ruled  the  world  with  it : 
but  he  never  could  rest  in  a  soft  bed  :  he  grew  delirious,  threw 
himself  out  upon  the  floor,  and  could  not  find  his  way  back 
again.  His  nephew,  a  warier  man,  stified  under  the  triple 
crown  the  last  gasps  of  Italy,  Hungary,  and  Austria.  And 
now  was  the  time  to  try  the  experiment  whether  any  blood  or 
breath  was  left  in  the  body  of  England. 

Methodism  had  reclaimed  from  turbulence  and  crime  the 
most  profligate  of  the  people.  The  gentle  and  virtuous  Wesley 
brought  about  him  as  great  multitudes  as  ever  surrounded  ] 
the  earlier  apostles,  and  worked  as  great  marvels  in  their 
hearts.  The  oeneflced  clergy  set  their  faces  against  him;  and 
angry  faces  they  were ;  partly  from  old  prejudices  and  partly 
from  old  port.  The  nation  was  divided  into  high  church  and 
low  churcn :  the  church  of  Christ  is  neither :  few  clergymen 
know  that ;  none  preach  it.  Li  the  present  day  the  Papists  call 
themselves  Catholics:  the  Protestants  in  England  call  themselves 
the  same.  Both  lie;  and  both  know  they  lie;  yet  neither  will 
give  up  the  point.  If  there  is  a  schism,  as  the  Papists  insist 
there  is,  that  very  schism  is  a  fraction  broken  off  something : 
the  Protestants,  being  in  a  minority,  are  less  Catholic,  if 
Catholic  means  universal.  Would  it  not  be  wiser  and  better 
to  simplify  the  matter  P  The  Protestant  may  fairly  claim  to 
be  a  member  of  the  church  established  by  Christ,  if  church  it 
caTi  be  called ;  a  member  of  that  community  in  which  were 
liis  disciples  and  apostles.  But  there  indeed  none  was  greater 
than  another ;  so  it  would  not  do  now.  We  are  off-shoots 
from  the  fruit-tree  transplanted  to  Bome ; 

"  Miraturque  novas  frondes  et  non  sua  poma." 

The  older  the  tree  the  smaller  the  fruit.  The  nations  which 
separated  themselves  from  Popery  protested  against  the  pontif, 
but  did  not  pronounce  for  Chnst.  Small  communities,  and 
only  very  small  ones,  did;  principally  the  Moravians.  It  was 
much  however  to  protest  against  the  sale  of  indulgences^  the 
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dominion  over  consciences^  the  permission  of  falsehood,  and 
the  duty  of  torturing  or  of  slaying  for  dissent.  Plain  enough 
it  appeared  that  such  authority  was  not  of  God.  Theologians, 
occupied  in  their  own  peculiar  studies,  had  little  time  or 
inclination  for  historical  research.  There  did  arise  however 
some  few  who  fancied  they  perceived  a  very  close  affinity 
between  papal  and  pagan  Eome.  A  learned  language  veiled 
their  investigation  from  the  people.  In  another  *  place  I  have 
cited  the  authors  out  of  wnich  Dr.  Conyers  Middleton  com- 
piled his  celebrated  letter.  Neither  he  nor  Gibbon,  neither 
Voltaire  nor  Bayle,  have  enlarged  on  the  prime  question. 
There  is  the  strongest  circumstantial  evidence  that  the  claims 
of  the  Bishop  of  Bome  are  founded  on  forgery  and  falsehood ; 
that  St.  Peter  was  never  bishop  there,  and  never  saw  the  city. 
I  will  render  these  pages  valuable,  by  transcribing  into  them 
*  what  is  contained  on  this  subject  in  the  Examiner  of 
\ '  December  28,  1850. 

ST.  PETER  NEVER  AT  ROME. 

Sir,  The  Pope  is  the  supreme  head  or  governor  in  spirituals  of  a 
large  number  of  our  fellow-subjects,  who  are  taught  to  beUeve  that 
their  condition  in  a  future  state  is  dependent  upon  their  obedience 
to  his  behests  in  this.  In  pursuance,  he  says,  of  his  duty  to  consult 
for  their  future  bliss,  he  has  done  a  thing  which  is  most  insulting 
to  the  feelings  of  the  majority  of  her  Majesty's  subjects ;  and  thus 
his  influence  over  the  minds  of  our  Catholic  brethren  becomes  the 
source  of  dissension  between  them  and  ourselves,  a  thing  which 
neither  they  nor  we  desire.  Although  there  seems  to  be  some 
difficulty  in  fixing  on  the  course  which  it  will  be  best  to  take  in  this 
conjuncture,  yet  there  is  one  thing  which  certainly  ought  to  be  done. 
The  Queen,  acting  for  the  community  at  large,  and  peculiarly  for 
her  Catholic  subjects,  is  called  upon  to  place  before  them  the  state 
of  the  facts,  on  the  alleged  reahty  of  which  the  Pope  claims  from 
them  that  obedience  which  constitutes  the  strength  that  he  employs 
to  do  that  which  must  draw  them  and  ourselves  into  a  quarrel. 
Now  their  attention  has  never  been  authoritatively  called  to  the 
facts  to  which  I  am  about  to  refer  ;  and  such  is  their  character  when 
examined,  that  it  is  highly  probable  the  Catholics  will  clearly 
perceive  that  it  does  not  justify  him  in  claiming  from  them  that 
obedience  which  he  demands  and  perverts.  At  all  events,  as  sub- 
jects,  from  whom  a  divided  allegiance  is  now  claimed  by  a  foreign 
potentate  on  what  he  calls  spiritual  grounds,  they  are  entitled  to 
the  most  indulgent  consideration  from  their  natural  sovereign,  and 

*  Imag.  Conyen.  Middleton  and  MagUabeochif 
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to  receive  every  aid  from  her  in  the  embarrassing  situation  in  whi( 
their  spiritual  sovereign  has  placed  them,  towards  her  and  the 
feUow-subjects.  No  aid  promises  to  be  more  useful  to  them  th: 
that  which  I  now  suggest.  One  of  the  facts, — and  this  the  mc 
important  of  all,  as  being  that  on  which  the  validity  of  all  the  otli 
associated  facts,  were  they  realities,  would  depend — on  which  t 
Pope  grounds  his  claim  to  the  obedience  he  has  so  arrogant 
demanded  from  the  English  Catholics,  can  easily  be  shown  to 
whoUy  fictitious.  The  fact  I  mean  is  the  affirmed  presence  at  a 
time  whatever  of  Simon  Peter  at  Bome.  There  is  not  a  particle 
evidence  to  prove  that  he  was  ever  there,  while  there  is  very  stro 
evidence  indeed  to  prove  that  he  never  was  there. 

The  Popes  assert  that  he  resided  there  twenty-five  years 
bishop,  that  he  had  certain  peculiar  prerogatives — Regalia — whi 
he  transmitted  to  his  successors,  and  that  they  are  his  successo 
The  Pope — albeit,  one  of  us  poor  weak  miserable  human  worms 
claims  to  be,  as  the  successor  of  Simon  Peter,  the  vicegerent  of  X 
Supreme  of  Beings — the  vicar  of  the  Creator  of  innumerable  su 
with  their  planets — the  lieutenant  of  this  immeasurable  Being — a 
to  be,  like  Him,  infallible.  As  to  this  world  in  particular,  we  le« 
from  the  Council  of  Lateran,  that  he  is  the  prince  of  it — Or 
Frincepa — that  he  is  Rex  Regum  et  Orbis  terrarum  Monarcha — 1 
king  of  all  kings,  and  the  monarch  of  the  whole  globe :  and  as 
the  next  world,  he  is  denominated  "  Virum  in  quo  erat  potes 
supra  omnes  poteaiatea  tarn  cceli  quam  terra/*  the  being  whose  pov 
is  above  all  other  powers,  whether  of  heaven  or  earth.  He  posses 
the  power  of  determining  the  bliss  or  torment  of  his  fellow-creatu 
in  the  next  world  :  he  holds  the  keys  of  heaven. 

The  foundation  ought  indeed  to  be  sure  on  which  is  raised  si 
an  immense  superstructure  as  this.  Now  the  keystone  of  the  ai 
of  all  this  horrible  blasphemy  is  the  alleged  fact,  "  that  Simon  Pe 
was  Bishop  of  Eome."  I  do  not  propose  to  invite  the  Catho] 
to  any  polemical  or  theological  controversy,  but  I  do  propose  i 
under  the  authority  of  a  commission  from  the  Queen  to  some  of  < 
greatest  lawyers,  and  two  or  three  historians,  like  Mr.  Grote,  I 
Macaulay,  Mr.  Hallam,  and  the  Bishop  of  St.  David's,  the  wh 
of  the  evidence  touching  the  fact  of  Simon  Peter's  alleged  prese 
at  Bome,  and  the  counter-evidence,  should  be  collected,  analys 
and  reported.  It  will  turn  out  that,  while  there  is  just  as  mi 
evidence  to  show  that  St.  Peter  was  at  Delhi,  Pekin,  or  Nis 
Novgorod,  as  at  Bome — that  is  to  say,  just  none  at  dl — ^then 
really  no  evidence  to  show  that  he  might  not  have  been  at  any 
of  the  three  first  cities  I  have  named,  although  there  is  very  stn 
evidence  to  show  that  he  never  could  have  been  at  Bome.'  W 
this  report  shall  be  made  to  her  Majesty,  it  will  become  her  { 
to  lay  it  particularly  before  her  Catholic  ftubjects^  with  an  exhoi 
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tkm  to  them  not  to  suffer  one  whom  they  must  clearly  perceive  to 
be  a  gross  impostor  to  lead  them  into  a  quarrel  with  their  fellow- 
Mibjects.  Her  proclamation  would  draw  a  dear  line  between  the 
theology  of  the  Catholics  and  their  actions  as  members  of  our 
eommunity.  Her  Majesty  might  say,  that  under  her  sceptre  all 
men  are  permitted  to  adopt  what  theological  views  they  like,  and 
that  she  should  not  think  it  a  duty  on  her  part  to  inquire  into  the 
reasons  why  the  Catholics  believe  in  transubstantiation,  practise 
Maryolatry,  Sec.,  &c.,  &c. ;  and  that  it  is  by  no  means  her  intention 
now  to  disturb  their  belief  in,  or  practice  of,  those  or  any  other  of 
the  distinctive  points  of  their  faith  or  their  customs ;  but  that, 
finding  that  the  head  of  their  religion  by  means  of  the  opinion  which 
tliey  entertain,  that  he  is  successor  to  Simon  Peter  in  the  bishopric 
(^  Borne,  works  upon  them  to  disturb  the  civil  harmony  in  which 
tliey  are  living  with  the  rest  of  her  subjects,  she  had  thought  it  her 
dn^,  as  their  temporal  Sovereign,  to  ascertain  for  their  behoof  how 
tiie  &cts  stand  regarding  the  successorship  in  question ;  that  the 
inveetigation  clearly  shows  that  the  successorship  is  a  fiction, 
because  the  fact  of  Simon  Peter's  ever  having  been  at  Home  at  all 
turns  out  to  be  a  fiction.  That  under  these  circumstances,  while 
they  will  continue  to  enjoy  every  protection  in  the  belief  and  prac- 
tiee  of  their  religion,  they  must  abstain  from  supporting  any  action 
of  an  impostor  like  the  Pope  which  shall  interfere,  nominally  or 
really,  with  her  prerogatives. 

The  course  which  I  have  proposed  may  at  first  sight  appear  to 
partake  of  what  is  ludicrous ;  and  I  confess  that  the  idea,  when  it 
first  suggested  itself,  made  me  smile  myself.  But  it  has  repeatedly 
recurred  to  my  mind ;  and  each  time  it  has  appeared  to  be  more 
and  more  susceptible  of  useful  application.  It  is  rather  remarkable 
that  the  controversies  to  which  the  Beformation  gave  rise,  turned 
entirely  on  what  is  called  dogma — doctrine — interpretation,  &c. ; 
and  that  no  one  seems  to  have  clearly  perceived,  on  the  Protestant 
side,  that  the  actual  presence  of  St.  Peter  at  Bome  was  the  key  of 
the  Papal  position,  that  it  was  most  easy  to  carry  this  position,  and 
that,  if  that  were  done,  the  whole  fabric  of  Papal  usurpation  and 
imposition  would  vanish  like  an  enchanted  palace  in  a  fairy  tale, 
when  the  knight  to  whom  its  overthrow  is  destined  comes  at  last 
to  deliver  its  long  imprisoned  and  metamorphosed  inmates.  It  is 
troe  that  Frederick  Spanheim  denied  it  in  a  specific  treatise ;  and 
others  have  denied  it ;  but  the  controversy  with  the  Papal  power 
might  far  better  have  been  placed  on  this  one  issue,  when  the  eye 
of  the  world  would  have  necessarily  concentrated  itself  on  this,  the 
vital  point.  It  is  curious  to  see  how  Barrow,  in  his  noble  work  on  the 
Papal  Supremacy,  overiooks  its  importance,  unconscious  that,  had 
he  properly  handled  it,  he  might  have  spared  himself  the  trouble 
of  writing  his  learned  mi  instructive  volume.   The  truth  I  imagine 
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to  have  been  that  men,  when  they  first  broke  off  from  the  Papacy, 
attended  wholly  to  what  they  thought  were  its  abuses.  Laud  and 
the  high-Church  party  had,  and  continue  to  have,  a  tenderness  for 
it ;  and  the  Puritans  arose  afterwards  and  identified  it  with  *'  Anti- 
christ;" their  attention  did  not  turn  to  the  fact  of  its  being  a 
baseless  unreality,  as  their  theory  rather  led  them  to  take  its  reality 
for  granted.  Hence  this  portion  of  the  foundation  of  the  Papal 
power  has  never  yet  been  critically  examined. 

But  the  time  has  fortunately  arrived  when  such  an  examination 
is  demanded,  and  when  there  is  strong  ground  for  hoping  that  its 
results,  authoritatively  and  irrefragably  showing  that  the  tale  of 
St.  Peter's  ever  being  at  Home  is  a  pure  invention,  will  produce  the 
most  salutary  effect  throughout  Christendom.  The  papal  power  is 
the  most  monstrous,  and  by  far  the  most  degrading,  imposition  that 
ever  outraged  and  deformed  the  human  intellect ;  it  must,  some 
day  or  other,  in  the  order  of  a  benevolent  Providence,  be  destroyed ; 
it  has  now  provoked  chastisement — the  eye  of  the  world,  in  breath- 
less expectation,  looks  for  the  issue  of  the  contest — and  here,  close 
at  hand  and  challenging  employment,  lies  the  simple  and  hitherto 
neglected  instrument  which  has  power  to  terminate  its  evil  existence. 
And  the  hand  of  her  gracious  Majesty  would  seem  to  be  the  one 
appointed  to  hurl  the  pebble  that  shall  destroy  the  monster,  for  she 
is  clearly  called  upon  by  the  Pope's  audacious  assumption  of  regal 
authority  in  her  dominions  in  virtue  of  his  impostrous  heirship  of 
the  royal  prerogatives — the  Regalia — of  St.  Peter,  to  cause  the 
minds  of  her  Catholic  subjects  to  be  enlightened  as  to  the  absolute 
nullity  of  that  title  on  which  he  impiously  claims  their  obedience. 
I  hope,  therefore,  that  her  Majesty  will  be  advised  to  appoint  such 
a  commission  as  I  suggest ;  and  I  will  venture  to  remark  that,  as 
the  question  "  whether  Simon  Peter  was  ever  in  the  city  of  Rome" 
is  not  a  theological  one,  the  investigation  should  not  be  submitted 
to  clergymen,  for  their  decision,  as  liable  to  the  suspicion  of  par- 
tisanship, would  command  the  less  consideration.  It  should  be 
entrusted  to  lawyers  and  men  familiar  with  examinations  of  evidence 
and  historical  research.  The  question  should  be  kept  separate 
from  every  collateral  point,  and  thoroughly  exhausted;  and  the 
results  should  be  laid  before  the  world  with  that  calmness  and  im- 
partiality that  ought  to  characterise  all  judicial  investigations, 
without  the  slightest  tinge  of  partiality  and  partisanship ;  and  how- 
ever the  conclusions  may  be  disputed  by  the  Catholics  in  the  heat 
and  irritation  of  the  moment,  yet  in  a  few  years  it  will  probably  be 
difficult  to  find  a  Catholic,  unless  he  should  either  be  a  priest  Of  t 
brutified  serf  of  that  communion  unable  to  read  or  to  write,  who 
shall  believe  that  the  Pope  is  a  whit  more  the  successor  of  St.  Peter 
in  the  bishopric  of  Rome,  than  he  is  of  Fo  in  the  Poship  of  China. 
One  word  more.    O^r  bishops,  by  complaining  that  th^  Pdpe 
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"ignores  their  existence — disallows  their  Orders — pretends  to  take 
possession  of  England  as  a  spiritual  waste — ^is  guilty  of  schism  in 
tiie  church,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.'* — appear  to  me  very  much  to  strengthen 
in  the  eyes  of  the  Catholics  the  position  which  he  assumes,  for  this 
stnin  involyes  an  admission  that  he  has  a  general  right  of  some 
8ort  in  these  matters.  It  tends  no  less  to  confuse  the  mind  of  the 
Protestant  laity ;  and  it  is  high  time  that  an  authority,  superior  to 
that  of  our  bishops  in  ecclesiastical  matters,  should  extend  her  pro- 
tecting shield  over  the  laity,  while  the  Medussean  loveliness  of  the 
Troth  which  she  will  reveal  shall  look  into  eternal  stone  the  wretched 
impostor  who  has  so  long  deluded  mankind. 

Anoliganus. 

Genius^  in  the  form  of  Paxton^  has  erected  an  edifice  of 
stapendoos  magnificence  and  unrivalled  beauty^  wherein  all 
the  nations  of  the  world  are  invited  to  exliibit  the  products  of 
their  industry.  Nothing  so  costly  is  required  for  a  congress 
of  learned  men.  Indeed  no  congress  of  them  is  necessary. 
Twelve  or  thirteen  in  England  and  Germany  might  be  selected 
to  inquire  into  the  Pope's  pretensions;  and  first  into  the 
anthority  he  assumes  as  successor  to  St.  Peter.  If  we  only 
trim  a  few  boughs,  and  prune  off  a  branch  or  two,  the  sap  will 
rise  again  the  more  vigorously  and  rankly  into  the  same  places; 
strike  at  the  root,  stnke  through  it,  and  down  falls  the  tree. 
But  take  heed  you  do  not  crush  or  maim  the  poor  creatures 
that  are  basking  under  it :  they  are  asleep ;  wake  them,  and 
gently. 

CHAPTER  IV. 

Anglicanus,  in  the  last  chapter,  thinks  it  "  curious  to  see 
how  Barrow  overlooks  the  importance  "  of  the  inquiry.  Barrow 
feared  that,  had  he  touched  the  tiara,  he  might  have  stuck  his 
finger  at  the  same  time  through  the  apostolical  succession.  A 
little  thorn  may  tear  to  rags  a  loose  lawn  sleeve.  No  bishop 
will  ever  venture  to  say  all  he  knows  or  all  he  thinks  on  these 
matters.  The  simple-hearted  Hooker  was  also  cautious  lest 
his  foot  offended.  As  in  politics  a  fault  has  been  called  worse 
Uian  a  crime,  so  in  religion  is  indiscretion  held  worse  than  a 
perjury.  All  bishops  swear  that  they  are  unwilling  to  be 
oisnops ;  their  modesty  at  last  is  prevailed  on  to  be  frocked ; 
to  unfrock  it,  would  make  it  shudder  and  scream :  the  one  is 
courtship,  the  other  is  violation. 

The  most  eloquent  work  in  our  language,  or  perhaps  in 
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any,  is  Milton's  Discourse  on  Prelatv.  Much  as  he  hath  said 
about  it,  he  might  have  said  mucn  more;  and  probably  he 
would,  if  the  nation  had  not  already  been  sickened  by  the 
smoking  and  rancid  snuff  of  those  candles  which  are  now 
relighted.  He  might  have  walked  straightforward  up  to 
Borne,  and  have  emptied  into  the  streets  the  satchel  of 
forgeries  stored  in  the  Vatican.  It  must  now  be  done  by 
others.  Although  there  is  little  chance  that  the  world  will 
ever  hear  again  such  eloquence,  ever  be  warmed  by  such 
fervency,  ever  guided  by  such  united  zeal  and  wisdom,  there 
are  men  in  existence  who  will  compensate  for  these  deficiencies, 
by  the  steddiness  of  their  steps  and  the  clearness  of  their 
demonstrations.  Let  such  men  come  forward,  called  or 
uncalled;  the  Hallams,  the  Macaulays,  and  the  Grotes; 
Germany  will  for  a  while  forget  her  hunuliation  in  the  exercise 
of  her  sagacity;  the  endurance  of  her  own  bondage  in  break- 
ing the  bondage  of  mankind. 

CHAPTER  V. 

The  Church-of-England-man,  at  the  present  hour,  is  seen 
limping  between  two  lame  guides ;  one  kicking  him,  the  other 
leaning  on  him  so  heavily  that  he  would  rather  be  kicked  than 
bear  it.  He  remembers  the  cruelties  of  Popery,  and  how  one 
bishop  feasted  his  Christianity  upon  the  stake  that  roasted 
another.  Of  these  things  he  has  only  heard;  but  he  has 
seen,  with  his  own  eyes,  bishops,  at  the  beck  of  Pitt,  taking 
tlieir  seats  in  our  House  of  Lords,  opposite  to  Marat  and 
Eobespierre,  on  precisely  the  same  level,  and  voting  year  after 
year  for  war.  People  vrill  no  longer  let  them  sit  upon  those 
benches:  gouty  feet  must  find  other  remedies  than  blood-baths. 
Exercise  among  the  needy  and  afflicted,  visits  to  the  hospital 
and  the  school,  are  more  healthy,  and  may  tend  to  prolong 
their  days. 

Ferocious  as  have  been  many  sects  of  Protestants,  they  have 
all,  after  a  while,  relaxed  their  strife.  Popery  alone  marks 
out  and  claims  her  victims :  she  alone  is  always  the  same,  and 
boasts  of  it.  The  cities  of  fiome  and  Naples  bear  witness, 
at  this  hour,  to  the  validity  of  her  claim.  Hundreds  arc 
imprisoned,  and  have  been  for  all  the  last  year,  on  suspicion 
of  heterodoxy;  some  avowedly,  others  ostensibly,  on  different 
charges,  but  certainly  for  the  same  offences.  Hundreds  more 
have  fled  from  those  cities,  knowing  what  would  await  them  if 
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thej  staid.  At  Borne  the  sun  stil  turns  round  the  earth; 
whatever  was,  is;  whatever  is,  must  be.  Civilization  must 
for  ever  keep  clear  of  the  Holy  Office.  Both  Papists  and 
Protestants,  among  the  ignorant  and  unreflecting,  are  per- 
suaded that  tortures  and  burnings  are  never  more  to  be 
inflicted  on  heretics ;  and  this  conclusion  they  draw  from  the 
enlightenment  and  liberality  of  the  age.  What  do  they  mean 
by  enlightenment ;  by  liberality ;  by  the  age  ?  Those  whom 
they  oJl  enlightened,  admit  no  other  light  than  what  they 
themselves  have  placed  upon  the  altar,  to  be  kindled  or 
extinguished,  as  they  appoint.  The  men  whom  the  fools  call 
Hberal  forbid  them  imperatively  to  read  those  books  on  which 
the  Christian  faith  is  founded  The  age !  In  regard  to  learn- 
io^  it  has  rolled  far  back.  Learning  was  never  so  liighly 
emtivated  in  Italy  as  when  Muretus  delivered  an  oration  in 
praise  of  Catherine  de'  Medici,  in  celebration  of  the  massacre 
on  St.  Bartholomew's  day.  Give  the  same  priests  the  same 
power,  and  nothing,  will  be  wanting  but  latinity  for  the 
oration. 

CHAPTER  VI. 

Let  us  have  cheap  bread,  whether  we  have  it  from  our  own 
country  or  from  abroad :  let  us  have  cheap  religion,  whether 
it  comes  from  Lambeth  or  Geneva.  The  religion  of  Some  is 
found  to  contain  more  impurities  in  the  barrel;  but  though 
it  is  apt  to  get  into  the  head,  it  agrees  very  well  with  most 
stomachs.  The  great  capitalist  who  sends  it  over  has  a 
prodigious  number  of  customers;  he  gives  long  credit,  and 
takes  small  interest,  having  a  mortgage  on  every  article  in  the 
house,  from  the  bab/s  whistle  to  the  mother's  nightcap.  His 
factors  must  be  admitted  at  all  hours,  whether  of  the  day  or 
of  the  night,  at  the  ringing  of  the  bell ;  so  that  presently  the 
wife  is  not  the  husband  s,  nor  the  husband  the  wife's,  nor  the 
children  cither's.  If  the  flour  is  to  be  bolted  at  all,  it  must 
be  bolted  at  such  mills  as  he  appoints;  and  a  pretty  good 
quantity  of  bran  is  thought  to  make  it  wholesomer.  Plow- 
ever,  by  paying  more,  you  may  be  scoured  less.  At  last,  the 
factors  in  many  places  grew  too  numerous  for  the  consumers, 
and  so  insolent  that  tney  partitioned  the  land  among  them- 
selves, and  assumed  the  names  and  titles  of  the  landlords. 
The  farmers  cared  not  a  straw  who  took  the  tithes,  until  it 
occurred  to  them  that  after  one  party  had  taken  them,  another 
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might  come  and  do  the  same.  It  had  pleased  them  lately  to 
see  the  children  of  their  old  curates  made  lords^  and  sitting  in 
Parliament  with  black  aprons  over  their  knees,  as  decent  and 
orderly  as  their  good  housewives  at  home.  Ultimately  they 
began  to  ^ow  suspicious  that  somewhat  was  in  the  wind^ 
when  they  lound  candlesticks  and  candles  and  artificial  flowers 
on  the  communion-tables  in  their  parish  churches.  Stroking 
their  hair  forward,  and  drawing  one  foot  backward,  they 
^'  made  so  bold  *'  as  to  ask  the  reason  of  this  fashion ;  and 
they  were  informed,  by  a  priest  at  each  end  and  another  in 
the  middle,  that  it  was  no  communion-table,  but  an  altar.  At 
last  a  whole  detachment  in  sable  was  landed  upon  the  coast, 
and  surveyors  ivdth  long  poles  began  their  measurements. 
Then  assembled  all  classes  to  consult  together  what  was  to  be 
done.  Some  of  the  elders  took  up  the  Book  of  Life,  and 
examined  it  attentively.  It  soon  appeared  to  them,  not  only 
that  nothing  could  be  found  in  recommendation  of  bees-wax 
as  a  salve  for  the  soul,  or  of  stone  altars  to  nail  their  faith  to, 
or  of  another  man's  garment  wherewithal  to  cover  their  naked- 
ness and  conceal  their  uncleanliness  and  unsoundness,  but  they 
also  found  a  passage  in  which  it  is  forbidden  to  make  long 
prayers,  and  an  ordinance  by  which  only  one  prayer  is 
sanctioned,  and  every  word  of  it  plainly  written  down.  The 
ordinance  is  from  the  Son  of  God  himself;  the  prayer  is  from 
his  own  dictation.  They  then  met  daily  and  said  that  prayer, 
after  which  they  consulted  the  best  educated,  the  most  moral, 
the  fittest  to  instruct  them  in  regard  to  their  interests,  temporal 
and  eternal.  Ere  long,  the  inquiry  went  so  far  as  into  the 
signification  of  lords  spirittial.  Again  the  Book  of  Life  was 
opened ;  but  its  oracles  here  were  mute.  Nothing  of  the  kind 
could  be  found  in  it  from  beginning  to  end;  but  sundry 
denunciations  to  shock  the  sincere  believer,  sadly  troubled  for 
those  who,  whether  from  imbelief  or  from  indifference,  took 
openly  to  themselves  what  had  been  so  solemnly  interdicted. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  great  tumult  in  the  country.  One 
body  of  lords  spiritual  was  tearing  to  rags  the  habiliments  of 
other  lords  spiritual.  At  this  sight  the  quieter  of  the  old  men 
stood  apart,  and  warned  their  sons  and  daughters  from  going 
too  near  the  conflict.  Some  of  them  called  off  their  dogs,  lest 
they  should  contract  a  bad  habit  of  barking  inopportunely. 
When  the  fighters  had  torn  off  the  clothes  from  one  another's 
backs  and  loins^  it  was  discovered  that  the  linen  of  the  last 


POPEEY:   BRITISH   AND   FOREIGN,  153 

iirived  was  generally  the  finer ;  the  skin  of  the  native,  here  and 
there,  the  cleanlier.  Contagious  diseases  had,  however,  been 
caught  mutually ;  and  it  was  deemed  convenient  to  place  the 
patients  in  separate  wards  of  the  general  hospital. 


CHAPTER  Vn. 

OuE  century  seems  to  have  been  split  asunder;  one  half 

rolling  forward,  the  other  half  backward :  inquiry  closed  by 

icebergs;    credulity  carried  to  the  torrid  zone.     Oxen  no 

longer  speak  in  the  cow-market;    but  wooden  images  roll 

their  eyes  in  the  shrine.     Even  we  Englishmen  are  the  fools 

of  fashion.     Inigo  Jones  and  Wren  and  Vanbrugh  had  built 

houses  fit  for  gentlemen  to  inhabit.    We  could  look  out  of  the 

windows  and  see  the  country;  we  could  look  at  the  walls  and 

see  the  paintings  hung  against  them.     Suddenly  the  plumber 

and  glazier  divide  the  panes  equally,  and  we  must  mount  upon 

chairs  if  we  would  see  the  other  side.     Old  benches,  old  tables, 

old  wainscoting,   decorate  the  chambers;    old  missals  and 

breviaries,  opened  for  the  miniatures,  displace  Voltaire  and 

Montesquieu.      Have  these  follies  been  quite  without  their 

consequences?    I  wish  I   could   speak  in  the  affirmative. 

Here  again  we  find  splitting  and  discrepancy ;  water-sprinklers 

and  scourges,  ^  steam-vessels   and  railroads ;    engineers   who 

woold  cany  us  rapidly  across  the  globe,  and  mischievous  and 

malignant  idlers  who  would  throw  in  their  rubbish  to  obstruct 

the  velodtv  of  the  train.     We  must  keep  the  way  clear;  we 

must  carerally  watch  the  electric  wire;  we  must  preserve  it 

uibroken  in  our  country.    Protestantism,  the  assertor  no  less 

of  civil  than  of  religious  rights,  has  been  rooted  out  from 

among  the  nations  which  first  nurtured  it.     Had  violence  and 

perfidy  been  inactive  against  it,  had  the  princes  of  Germany 

upheld  it  manfully,  had  their  emperor  and  the  French  king 

never  been  taught  by  the  ministers  of  their  religion  that  qaths 

with  heretics  were  mvalid,  and  ought  to  be  broken  for  the 

benefit  of  the  fedth,  we  may  fairly  calculate  that  forty  millions 

of  Protestants  would  be  now  existing  where  scarcely  two 

millions  have  been  left ;  such  was  their  industry  and  prosperity, 

in  France,  Bohemia,  Moravia,  Hungary,  Transylvania,  and 

Poland.     The  world  never  sustained  so  grievous  a  loss  as  in 

Gustavus  Adolphus,  or  so  grievous  a  disgrace  as  in  the  empire 

of  Napoleon.  He  established  such  schook  as  were  suitable  only 
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to  the  darkest  ages,  and  he  restored  such  a  religion  as  had 
caused  their  darkness.  The  same  lust  of  domination,  the 
same  fraudulence  and  treachery,  the  same  meekness  of  aspect 
in  conflagrations  and  murders,  as  when  the  olive-yards  and  vine- 
yards  of  the  Vaudois  and  Albigenses  were  insufficient  to  supply 
the  faggots  for  burning  the  father,  the  mother,  and  the  babe. 
No  Popish  priest  dares  hesitate  to  execute  the  Pope's 
commands.  The  Pope  declares  in  word  and  deed  that  his 
religion  is  now  what  it  was  always.  Whoever  is  desirous 
of  knowing  more  about  it,  may  be  referred  to  James's  Bark 
Scenes  of  History,  and  may  read  the  exploits  of  Simon  de 
Montfort  and  of  Wallenstein.  If  ever  a  pope  casts  his  slipper 
over  England,  I  trust  we  shall  return  it  him  with  a  full 
attendance  of  his  own  servants  in  their  richest  liveries.  Christ 
says,  ''Ye  can  not  serve  two  masters.''  The  Pope  says,  ''ye  can;" 
he  says  more ;  he  says,  "whomsoever  you  serve,  unless  you  serve 
me  in  preference,  and  obey  my  orders  in  despite  of  his :  I,  who 
have  the  power  of  doing  it,  will  send  you  to  the  devil."  In 
Piedemont  a  refractory  bishop  was  sentenced  to  a  mild  punish- 
ment for  open  disobe£ence  of  the  laws.  The  Pope  threatened 
to  throw  the  whole  nation  into  disorder  because  the  bishop  was 
not  allowed  to  be  disorderly.  The  weak  and  dying  were  to  be 
deprived  of  life's  last  comforts  and  hopes,  unless  an  ovation,  or 
indeed  a  triumph,  were  granted  to  a  criminal  and  a  rebel.  Yet 
there  are  found  among  us  men  of  learning  who  would  permit 
their  easy  chairs  to  be  wheeled  round,  and  who  would  sit  readily 
and  unsuspiciously  with  any  gentlemanly  guest  who  claims 
relationship.  So  far  no  harm  is  done.  But  beware,  old 
gentleman,  of  letting  your  guest's  servants  have  possession  of 
your  servants'  hall,  make  the  men  drunk,  and  pump  many 
secrets  out  of  the  women,  and  some  in. 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

It  is  better  to  wear  our  own  home-woven  clothes  than  to 
throw  over  our  shoulders  those  which  others  have  left  behind 
them,  unventilated,  moth-eaten,  and  soiled.  And  yet  the 
wearing  of  these  loose  ill-fitting  habiliments  has  made  the 
fortune  of  many,  by  giving  them  a  venerable  air  out  of  their 
very  mustiness.  Even  in  the  works  of  some  wise  men  there  is 
little  which  is  applicable  to  our  present  modes  of  life,  much  as 
there  is  which  keeps  us  above  these  modes,  and  which  holds  us 
high  and  erect  amid  the  conflict  of  creeds  and  passiona.    TbB 
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bmtal  part  of  a  man's  nature  (and  there  is  a  brutal  part 
in  most  men)  is  usually  the  stronger  for  a  time.  It  is  exer- 
daed  the  first ;  it  has  most  ground  under  it.  The  head  of  the 
Centaur  is  disproportionate  to  the  body :  but  there  may  be  in 
the  elevation  and  aspect  of  this  head  so  much  comeliness  and 
gnndor  that  the  inferior  parts  are  overlooked. 

The  arts  and  sciences  have  made  wonderful  progress  within 
our  memory;  has  moral  philosophy  made  any  P  Compare  the 
writings,  compare  the  conduct,  of  those  who  occupy  the 
highest  seats  in  the  Christian  sjmagogue,  both  at  home  and 
abroad,  with  the  writings  and  conduct  of  Epictetus  and 
Seneca  and  Plutarch  and  Marcus  Antoninus.  On  which  side 
Ues  Christianity  ?  It  lies  invariably  on  the  side  of  those  who 
knew  not  Christ.  No  persecution,  no  strife,  no  intolerance, 
on  their  part;  no  cessation  or  remission  on  the  opposite. 
Not  contented  with  all  the  body  and  all  the  bones  of  contention 
which  ultramontane  bigotry  and  superstition  had  furnished, 
our  pastors  come  to  buffets  with  each  other  about  a  few  drops 
of  VBter;  some  insisting  that  an  infant  on  whom  tliey  never 
have  been  sprinkled  has  no  right  or  pretence  to  enter  the 
kingdom  of  heaven,  altho  the  omission  of  so  momentous  a 
duty  be  no  fault  of  his :  others  would  more  kindly  give  the 
inSmt  a  free  ticket,  but  insist  that  grown  men  should  be 
soused  over  head  and  ears.  Again,  so  angry  are  people  at 
what  they  call  innovations  in  their  church,  that 

Stn^t  amari  aliquid  quod  in  ipaBjhtibua  angit 

The  Bishop  of  London  thinks  there  may  be  a  little  too  much  of 
them  at  one  time  upon  the  altar:  his  lordship  has  no 
objection  to  a  trim  discreet  posey,  but  he  must  look  into  it, 
and  pick  out  here  and  there  a  constituent.  Herb-of-grace, 
maijoram,  fennel,  sage,  and  other  useful  domestic  condiments, 
may  enter  and  remain.  A  rose  bears  too  near  an  affinity  to  a 
roMty :  in  regard  to  rosemary  there  are  serious  doubts  lest  the 
multitude  should  mistake  its  derivation,  and  believe  it  denoted 
the  mother  of  God.  Therefor  it  is  deemed  prudent  at  the 
present  juncture  to  suspend  the  rosemary.  Similar  hesitation 
I  once  remember  at  a  dinner  in  Paris.  A  gentleman  of 
ancient  family,  high  rank,  and  distinguished  services,  was 
appointed  by  the  lady  of  the  house  to  superintend  the  salad. 
He  felt  at  once  the  honor  and  the  responsibility,  which  he 
avowed,  but  he  manfully  undertook  the  charge.    After  a 
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coup  d'osil  and  a  short  reconnoissance,  he  placed  three  plates 
before  him,  and  then  selected  the  materiel,  which  he  threw 
forward  in  detacliments.  Everything  went  on  smootlily  and 
successfully,  only  there  was  one  little  herb  that  perplexed  him, 
on  which  hung  the  key  of  the  position,  the  success  of  the 
operation.  He  had  already  mixed  up  a  small  part  of  it  in  the 
bowl,  another  part  much  smaller  was  suspended  between  his 
thumb  and  finger :  doubt  hung  over  his  brow :  at  last,  with 
desperate  resolution,  after  detaching  a  single  leaf  and  tossing 
aside  the  residue,  he  committed  that  leaf  irrevocably  to  its 
doom.    His  heart  was  now  at  ease ;  he  had  performed  his  duty. 

In  our  country,  where  incense  for  the  present  is  unused,  a 
few  sweet  herbs  may  be  innocently  and  advantageously  indulged 
in.  Abroad  I  have  often  been  in  the  midst  of  a  desperate 
conflict  between  gum  and  garlic,  and  have  been  constrained  to 
fly  for  prot^tion,  as  near  as  possible,  to  the  priest  and 
thurible.  The  "  dura  inessorutn,  ilia"  imparted  no  strength  to 
my  stomach,  but  tried  it  cruelly.  Historians  have  not  recorded 
the  exact  time  when  the  Bomans  and  other  Italians  ceased  to 
be  fond  of  flowers.  Probably  it  happened  in  the  midst  of  some 
epidemic,  when  the  nerves  could  ill  support  the  odour.  Many 
things  are  left  off  unseasonably,  and  many  unseasonably 
continued.  We  deem  it  no  sin  to  decorate  our  churches  on 
the  most  festive  day  of  the  year,  altho  the  decorations  are 
druidical :  surely  the  sin  is  no  greater  to  decorate  them  all  the 
year  round,  with  beautiful  and  fresh  and  fragrant  flowers,  as 
was  the  custom  of  that  milder  paganism  from  which,  with 
little  change,  we  have  received  our  rites  and  ceremonies, 
through  our  step-mother  at  Some.  Let  the  two  kings  on  the 
Tiber  and  Thames,  cognate  as  they  are,  smell  at  the  same 
nosegay. 

We  already  owe  Popery  too  much :  if  we  are  induced 
to  borrow  more  from  her,  be  it  rather  what  she  never  makes 
use  of;  what  was  bequeathed  to  her  by  her  brave  and  frugal 
ancestors,  and  not  what  she  holds  in  common  with  the 
brotherhood  of  the  Thugs.  If  she  comes  to  tickle  our  ears  in 
order  to  cut  our  throats,  beyond  a  doubt  it  is  entirely  for  our 
good,  and  not  for  her  aggrandisement :  if  she  comes  to  pick 
our  pockets,  it  is  only  that  nothing  may  be  left  in  them  which 
could  do  us  harm  in  falling.  She  finds  in  our  purses  snares 
fabricated  by  the  devil,  and  she  melts  them  into  indulgences  to 
give  him  a  specimen  how  two  can  play  at  that  game.    She  is 
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loth  to  spill  our  blood,  unless  we  are  refractory  and  contu- 
macious; and  then  it  is  purely  and  simply  to  show  others, 
straying  after  us,  what  dangerous  paths  we  misguided  sinners 
have  taken.  Arminianism  is  popery,  with  a  leaden  thumb- 
screw instead  of  an  iron  one,  and  with  seven  wires  to  the  cat 
instead  of  nine.  Archbishop  Laud  was  the  most  celebrated  of 
its  pontifs :  Charles  the  Martyr  was  the  only  one  canonised  of 
its  saints.  He  well  merited  this  distinction,  for  the  number  of 
ears  and  noses  with  which  he  tesselated  the  pavement  of 
Whitehall,  and  for  the  number  of  perjuries  with  which  he  con- 
secrated the  chapel  of  St.  Stephen.  For  these  the  wisdom  and 
virtue  of  a  reformed  parliament  declared  he  should  be  ever- 
more its  patron :  for  these,  and  these  only,  he  merged  the 
inferior  dignities  of  king  and  saint,  assuming  at  one  step  the 
supreme  command  in  the  glorious  army  of  martyrs ;  which 
coomiand,  as  long  as  he  could,  he  declined ;  and  he  acquired 
it  only  at  the  urgent  intercession  of  Cromwell.     Lam  Deo, 

CHAPTER  IX. 

There  is  a  proverb  which  begins,  ''  Between  two  stools.'' 
Our  most  gracious  Queen,  if  this  proverb  hold  good,  may 
soon  be  somewhat  worse  oflf  than  merely  genibus  Minor,  with 
the  thorough-bred  Papist  on  one  side  of  her,  and  the  hybrid 
on  the  other. 

The  Holy  Father  sets  a  bad  ensample  to  his  children, 
legitimate  and  illegitimate.  Beyond  a  question,  the  impudence 
of  his  Holiness  exceeds  the  impudence  of  any  other  Holiness 
that  ever  wore  the  Babylonian  scarlet.  Has  the  Pope  of 
Borne  a  better  right  to  exercise  authority  in  the  British 
dominions,  than  the  head  of  the  Anglican  church  has  to 
exercise  it  in  the  BomanP  The  Queen  of  England  most 
graciously  pennits  to  every  Papist  the  exercise  of  his  religion, 
not  only  in  private  but  in  public,  inasmuch  as  it  interferes  not 
with  civic  order ;  while  the  Pope  not  only  prohibits  it  even  in 
its  last  offices  at  the  grave,  but  forbids  in  private  houses  the 
followers  of  Jesus  Christ  to  introduce  that  Gospel  which 
he  commanded  his  apostles  to  preach  openly  in  all  lands. 
And  this  gentleman  forsooth  is  delegated  by  the  Prince  of 
Apostles !  Nay,  he  goes  beyond,  far  beyond,  this  assumption. 
H^  not  only  is  Christ's  messager,  but  Christ's  viceregent. 
Not  only  does  he  come  forward  under  a  false  name,  but 
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he  forges  title-deeds  to  a  vast  estate;  which  estate  never 
belonged  to  the  pretended  owner.  St.  Peter's  patrimony 
is  the  name  inscribed  on  the  endorsement.  Now  St.  Peter 
has  never  been  proven,  and  never  pretended,  to  have  possessed 
an  acre  of  land ;  no,  nor  even  a  bank  of  bulrushes  on  the  sea 
of  Galilee.  Yet  this  gentleman  lays  claim,  not  only  to  so  vast 
an  estate  as  no  other  gentleman  on  earth  possesses,  bat  he 
pretends  to  show  you  the  very  seal  under  which  it  was  signed 
and  deUvered.  He  calls  it,  probably  in  jest,  the  Fisherman' b 
Seal,  Unluckily  for  the  joke,  if  he  intends  it  as  one,  in  the 
days  of  this  fisherman  no  person  of  his  quaUty  and  condition 
had  a  seal  to  seal  with:  none  under  the  rank  of  knight 
enjoyed  such  privilege.  This  seal-ring  is  quite  as  miraculous 
as  that  of  Gyges :  it  turns  a  fisherman  into  a  prince ;  it  can 
make  visible  what  is  invisible;  it  can  make  invisible  what 
is  clear  as  day.  Children,  and  other  than  children,  say, 
let  those  laugh  who  win.  Whatever  rights  our  fisherman  may 
fail  in  establishing,  he  has  established  this.  Surely  he  must 
have  caught  Proteus  in  his  drag-net,  and  have  learnt  from  him 
all  his  tricks.  There  must  have  been  a  prodigious  shoal 
'  of  tnttrices  taken  at  the  same  draught,  enough  of  them  to  dye 
of  the  finest  purple  the  dirtiest  coats  abroad.  The  fisher- 
man now  grown  wealthy,  altho  he  had  not  yet  taken  to 
the  forgery  of  title-deeds,  chose  to  change  his  mode  of  life  a 
Uttle  for  one  easier  and  more  comfortable,  and  became  a 
shepherd.  He  soon  grew  veir  skillful  in  shearing,  and  not 
only  in  shearing,  but  equally  in  flaying;  so  that  all  the 
butchers  round  were  ready  to  employ  Imn.  Whenever  he 
wanted  a  piece  of  mutton  for  his  table,  he  quarreled  with  his 
butcher,  and  kept  the  sheep  for  himself.  There  was  nothing 
at  last  to  which  he  would  not  turn  his  hand.  Nowhere  was 
there  a  rotten  tree,  for  miles  and  miles  round  about,  from 
which  he  failed  to  extract  a  pot  of  honey,  after  fumigating  and 
paralysing  the  bees.  Several  swarms  by  natural  instinct 
betook  themselves  elsewhere;  but  a  part  was  allured  back 
again  by  tin  kettles,  and  other  loud  instruments,  into  their  old 
hives.  K  anybody  intercepted  them,  coming  or  going,  it  was 
at  his  peril.  Some  who  attempted  it  were  poisoned  others 
were  stabbed ;  and  the  shepherd-fisherman  was  oftai  heard  to 
curse  heartilv  the  luckier  ones  he  never  could  reach.  He 
always  had  about  him  a  great  number  of  noisy  fish- women  in 
old-fashioned  caps  and  blood-coloured  stockings,  who  bandied 
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es  and  dealt  blows  wherever  he  directed  them.  For 
ae  the  constables  only  laughed ;  at  last  they  grew  serious, 
thought  it  high  time  to  repair  the  stocks.  He  has  left  a 
e  number  of  natural  sons  behind  him,  to  enjoy  what 
^ed  Peler^s  patrhnony  even  unto  this  day,  together 
L  the  valuable  receipts  of  innumerable  medicaments, 
rocative  and  sedative,  together  with  others  for  anointing 
rds  and  scenting  gloves.  In  the  present  age,  conjurors 
tt  have  recourse  to  novelties  in  shght  of  hand,  if  they 
3ct  success.  The  swallowing  of  daggers  and  live  coals,  the 
hing  of  bullets  on  the  rapier's  point,  are  stale  tricks: 
ges  of  absent  friends,  in  Uquid  ink  in  the  palm  of  a  bo/s 
3,  are  sought  no  longer.  Gulls  rise  up  before  us,  hatched 
be  slimy  beds  of  the  old  shepherd-fisherman,  a  few  miles  up 
Tiber.  Our  climate  is  uncongenial  to  tliat  particular 
)d.  Many  people  burst  into  loud  outcries  the  moment 
r  begin  to  settle  on  our  shores ;  and  certainly  they  will  be 
ed  at  their  first  pounce  upon  our  soles  and  turbots. 
?ady  we  have  plenty,  and  more  than  plenty,  of  the  same 
us,  though  of  a  smaller  species,  whose  maws  are  propor- 
ally  capacious.  These  however  are  little  more  than  king- 
jrs  in  comparison;  yet  even  these  are  so  noisy  and  so 
icious  that  we  must  chp  their  wings,  confine  them  within 
s,  and  make  them  feed  simply  on  grubs,  worms,  and 
les. 

CHAPTER  X. 

iiNiSTERS  have  brought  upon  the  Queen  and  country  the 
iter  part,  if  not  the  whole,  of  the  Pope's  insolence.  His 
sts  have  been  acknowledged  under  the  titles  he  conferred 
n  them.  If  our  Protestant  bishops  had  been  divested 
:)aronial  dignities  and  seats,  nothing  of  the  kind  would 
e  been  assumed  in  this  country  by  the  papal.  There  is  no 
on  why  either  papal  or  protestant  should  be  called  other 
1  doctor.  Such  is  the  ordinary  style  and  title,  and  as  such 
professors  of  both  creeds  may  be  admitted  into  the  pre- 
»  of  royalty.  Nobody  can  suppose  that  the  dignitaries  of 
religion  will  be  permitted  much  longer  to  possess  vast 
tcipalities.  Prince  Albert  must  know  many  princes  in 
many  whose  revenues  fall  greatly  short  of  our  poorest 
lopric.  We  have  the  same  right  to  curtail  them  as  we 
e  to  reduce  our  military  to  half-pay.     Indeed  it  is  more 
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just  that  a  bishop's  salary  should  be  reduced  to  a  thousand 
a-year  than  an  admiral's  to  three  hundred.  A  captain  in  the 
anny,  who  has  bought  his  commission,  may,  after  twenty  years' 
service  and  suffering  from  infirmities  and  wounds,  receive  less 
than  a  seventieth  part  of  a  bishopric.  Let  it  never  more  be 
objected  that  the  property  of  the  church  was  granted  or 
bequeathed  by  pious  benefactors,  lest  the  Pope  seize  it ;  for 
these  pious  benefactors  left  it  to  his  church.  JParliament  has 
acted  repeatedly  on  wiser  notions,  dissolving  some  bishoprics, 
annexing  others.  It  has  done  it  anciently,  it  has  done  it 
lately,  it  will  do  it  soon  again.  Ours  is  not  much  longer  to 
continue  the  only  unreformed  church  in  Christendom,  unre- 
formed  in  its  vital  parts,  in  equity,  moderation,  and  diffusion 
of  knowledge.  People  are  no  longer  to  be  blinded,  or  to  have 
their  eyes  diverted,  by  the  dust  thrown  into  them  through  the 
riotous  wrestling  of  overfed  ecclesiastics.  The  patrons  of 
prelaty  and  pluralities  do  not  aflect,  as  they  do  most  thinj 
indignation  at  the  Pope's  audacity.  Lord  J.  Russell,  in 
letter  to  the  Prince-bishop  of  Durham,  says  that  anger  pre- 
dominates over  all  his  other  feelings  on  this  forener^s  most 
insolent  encroachment.  Reasonably  in  part  we  may  believe 
him ;  for  his  patronage  is  in  jeopardy  when  an  old  church  is 
turned  into  an  extinguisher  on  a  newer,  which  seems  moulded 
on  purpose  to  receive  it.  Lifallibility  comes  forward  with 
great  advantage  while  our  bishops  are  scuffling  in  the  market- 
place, and,  where  dead  infants  are  lying  before  their  feet,  are 
debating  which  of  the  poor  innocents  are  to  be  buried  as  chil- 
dren, and  which  as  dogs.  She  sprinkles  with  salt  water  those 
she  favors,  and  straightway  they  mount  into  heaven.  It  is 
painful  to  think,  with  InfaUibility,  that  the  others  are  at  best 
in  limbo;  and  worse  to  beheve,  with  InfaUibility's  twin- 
brother  and  claimant  of  her  estate,  that  very  probably  they 
are  even  worse  off.  Between  these  two  we  shall  never  live 
peaceably,  and  perhaps  if  either  should  be  left  alone  to  have 
his  own  way,  it  would  nowise  mend  the  matter. 

A  strong  man  was  troubled  with  two  fierce  mastifs  quarrel- 
ing daily  in  his  court-yard.  His  own  being  the  stronger  and 
quieter,  he  looked  on  with  indifference  at  first,  and  indeed 
until  the  strange  dog  took  to  the  kitchen  and  larder.  His 
own  only  growled  at  this  intrusion :  but  when  the  adversaiy 
leaped  up  against  the  stable-door  and  seized  a  horse's  hind- 
quarter,  patience  was  exhausted,  the  combat  was  renewed^  and 
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more  resolutely  than  ever  before.  The  master  had  more 
confidence  in  his  dog's  fierceness  than  in  his  fidelity,  and 
began  to  surmise  that  he  fought  only  to  fill  his  belly:  so,  when 
they  were  both  exhausted,  and  their  tongues  were  a  span- 
length  out  of  their  mouths,  he  plucked  up  courage,  took  each 
together  by  the  scuflf  of  the  neck,  and  threw  them  into  the 
stone-quarry  from  which  the  mansion  was  built.  Incredible 
how  quiet  was  the  house,  how  orderly  the  domestics,  after 
these  two  quarrelsome  beasts  were  gone.  Until  then  they 
could  never  say  their  prayers  without  the  one  barking  and  the 
other  howling ;  and  the  maids  as  they  knelt  fancied  the  strange 
dog  perpetu^y  at  their  heels. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

The  new  dignitary  who  comes  under  orders  from  the 
papal  court,  to  supersede  the  Hierarchy  of  England,  has  been 
mdously  pleased  to  offer  the  shelter  of  his  wing  to  the 
Dissenters. 

"We  are  accustomed,'^  says  a  Dissenter  in  reply,  "we  are 
accustomed  to  read  the  Gospels ;  and  there  we  find  the  blessed 
Founder  of  our  religion  forbidding  those  around  him  to  caD 
him  Lofdy  although  the  acknowledged  Son  of  God.  Among 
the  many  reasons  which  have  compelled  us  to  separate  our- 
selves firom  the  main  body  of  our  fellow  Christians,  is  the 
violation  of  this  positive  and  oral  ordinance.''  But  it  now 
appears  that  to  be  a  lordy  is  to  be  too  little :  we  must  have  a 
^  ^nce  to  lead  us  Godward ;  and  such  a  prince  as  pushes  aside 
all  others,  even  the  royal.  Our  kingdom  is  minished  into 
parts  and  parcels  smaller  than  our  heptarchies;  but  greater 
men  than  the  heptarchs  are  come  among  us  from  over-sea; 
stouter  and  bolder  men  than  Danish  and  Saxon  kings;  men 
invested  with  authoritv  by  superhuman  hands.  Cardinals  are  not 
only  far  superior  to  these  clueftains,  but  distance  the  Apostles. 
Festns  would  not  have  been  with  them  "most  noble  Festus;'' 
and  Ceesar  himself,  instead  of  receiving  tribute,  would  have 
been  called  upon  to  pay  it. 

Emperors  and  kings  are  servants  of  the  servant.    The 

attendants  and  disciples  of  our  Saviour  were  poor  fishermen : 

they  would  have  stared  at  any  gentleman  leaping  into  their 

boat  in  a  lanpeted  cap  and  flounced  petticoat ;  no  preface  of 

with  your  leave,  or  oy  your  leave;"  first  taking  the  helm. 


* 
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then  seizing  and  dragging  the  net,  simply  and  solely  for  his 
own  emolument.  They  were  plain,  honest,  peaceable  men; 
but  one  or  other  might  have  had  his  cholef  stirred  thereby ; 
and  peradventure  the  intruder  might  have  been  fain  to  find  his 
way  back  again  by  fairly  swimming  for  it. 

It  is  not  to  be  dissembled  that  there  are  many  who  rejoice 
in  the  conflict  of  prelate  with  prelate ;  that  there  are  many 
who  think  them  well  matched ;  and  there  are  many  who  care 
little  whether  the  rat  kills  the  weazel,  or  the  weazel  kills  the 
rat ;  for  in  that  light  they  hold  them.  But  as  an  Englishman, 
I  must  declare  my  opinion  that  the  thieves  should  be  driven 
out  of  the  house,  before  we  look  to  see  what  is  missing  or 
damaged.  In  this  inquiry,  we  may  presently  find  that  our 
own  head-servants  have  wasted  much  of  our  substance,  and 
that  one  or  other  has  left  the  door  open  for  the  depredators. 
We  must  have  them  up,  in  open  court,  before  those  who 
administer  justice. 

I  hear  from  several  of  my  neighbours  who  have  travelled  in 
foren  parts,  that  Popery  is  injurious  to  industry;  that  among 
the  Germans  and  Switzers  the  naked  eye  readily  distinguishes 
the  line  of  demarcation  between  the  Papist  and  the  Protestant ; 
that  no  country  is  so  ill  cultivated,  no  people  so  immoral,  as 
where  dominates  the  gentleman  who  styles  himself  ''God's 
vicegerent.'' 

There  are  causes  for  everything.  Now,  what  and  whence 
are  the  causes  why  an  intemperate  religion,  long  ago  repudiated 
by  the  manlier  and  calmer  nations  of  Europe,  for  caprices, 
immoralities,  and  violences ;  for  cheating,  and  swearing,  and 
blaspheming ;  for  housebreaking,  and  arson,  and  assassination; 
all  clearly  proven  against  it  .  .  should  be  brought  home  again 
triumphantly  through  the  streets  of  our  metropolis  ?  There 
is  a  reason;  there  are  many  reasons:  all  of  them  ought  to 
have  been,  and  might  have  been,  removed.  But  from  the 
Church  of  England,  as  from  the  mistress  of  Horace^ 

''  Fugit  juventua  et  yerecundus  color." 

It  is  painful  to  find  the  bishops  simmering  and  seething  so 
long  over  the  coals.  The  fault  is  entirely  their  own:  they 
might  have  crept  out  of  the  hot  water  while  it  was  somewhat 
less  hot :  they  now  begin  to  turn  red,  and  some  of  them  are 
slipping  their  shells. 
The  conduct  of  the  prelates  on  one  side,  and  of  the  people 
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on  the  other,  may  be  described,  by  a  slight  variation  in  some 
verses  of  Pindar : 

**  One  Mortal  shall  Vain-glory  cast 

From  the  good  things  wheron  hia  heart  relies ; 
Another  let  his  foe  run  past 

Where  he  might  seize  him  :  but  are  these  the  wise? " 

After  our  long  and  heavy  sleep,  half  broken  by  a  dream  of 
mysterious  fountains  and  magical  fingers  dripping  over  them, 
and  of  wailing  infants  transfixt  by  the  horns  of  devils ;  here 
comes  before  us  a  figure  in  scarlet,  with  a  fine  embroidered 
kerchef  in  its  hand,  which,  muttering  an  incantation  and  a 
prayer,  it  dips  in  chloroform  and  ties  across  our  noses. 

Questions  on  baptism  led  the  minds  of  men  to  questions  on 
apostolical  successioiu  The  humane  and  judicious  Gorham 
says 

'*  Infants  baptised,  and  dying  before  actual  sin,  are  certainly 
saved. 

''As  ignorance,  if  not  wilful,  is  a  plea  ever  admitted  in 
fighteoua  human  tribunals,  so,  we  are  taught,  will  due  weight 
be  allowed  to  it  at  the  seat  of  Divine  Judgment.'' 

Alas  I  ignorance  not  wilful  is  far  from  admission  to  the  plea 
at  (what  are  called)  righteous  human  tribunals.  And  now  to 
the  second  point  of  the  position.  If  due  weight  will  be 
allowed  to  it  at  the  seat  of  Divine  Justice,  surely  due  weight 
will  also  be  allowed  to  the  ignorance  of  the  infant,  whose 
parent43  may  have  been  negligent,  or  whose  death,  by  the 
dispensation  of  that  Divine  Justice,  of  that  Providence  ever 
merciful,  was  immature.  There  are  many  sound  and  earnest 
Christians,  who  believe  that  sprinkling  a  few  drops  of  water 
on  an  infantas  face  is  no  more  baptism  than  a  sandwich  is  a 
dinner,  and  that  such  sprinkling  has  exactly  the  same  effect, 
here  and  hereafter,  whether  the  grace  is  prevenient  or  not,  and 
whatever  the  priest  may  think  about  the  matter.  His  opinion 
can  nowise  alter  the  destiny  of  the  infant  in  the  dispensations 
of  its  Maker.  Why  not  let  it  pass  then  for  what  it  is  worth, 
whether  much  or  little?  The  creature  is  saved,  that  is  dear; 
and  enjoys  thenceforward  as  much  grace,  and  exercises  (let 
OS  hope)  quite  as  much  discretion,  as  they  who  litigate  and 
militate  in  the  church  about  him,  whether  under  the  black 
ensign,  or  the  white,  or  the  scarlet. 

tSc  best  tactician  can  never  see  with  clearness  and  certainty 
to  what  results  the  first  skirmish  may  lead.    Apostolical  suc- 
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cession,  in  all  its  branches,  must  be  demonstrated  or  disproved. 
The  earliest  authorities  quoted  by  the  Papists  are  quoted  falsely. 
Protestants  are  no  sufferers  by  the  deception;  but  Boman 
Catholic  gentlemen  are  deeply  interested  in  a  thorough  inquiry 
whether  St.  Peter  ever  was  at  Home?  to  whom  he  gave 
authority  there  or  elsewhere?  what  power  he  had  to  give  it? 
whether  the  Holy  Spirit,  which  he  is  believed  by  them  to  have 
imparted,  directed  the  murderous  and  incestuous  Popes,  who, 
all  and  equally,  claimed  their  descent  from  him,  and  (what  he 
never  did)  assumed  the  title  and  olBBce  of  God's  sole  vice- 
gerents. If  such  rights  and  privileges  can  be  established, 
then  indeed  it  will  be  wiser  in  our  own  bishops  to  touch  Pio 
Nono  reverentially ;  wiser  to  let  the  thread  of  succession  lie 
broken  in  two  or  three  places,  and  to  bow  their  heads  before 
Him  alone  who,  despoiled  even  of  that  garment  for  which  two 
wrangling  soldiers  are  now  drawing  lots,  has  left  no  other 
heritage  than  his  example. 

CHAPTER  XIL 

Formerly  the  Dissenters  were  clamorous  against  Popery 
and  Prelaty.  How  happens  it  that  the  sour  presbyterian  is 
sour  no  longer,  but  soft  and  mealy  ?  Not  only  is  he  loyal, 
but  he  is  courtly.  This  loyalty  and  courtliness  are  suspicions 
in  the  eyes  of  the  more  petted.  Some  of  them,  nearest  to 
royalty,  presuming  on  the  favours  they  have  received  from  her 
Majesty,  have  ventured  not  only  to  expostulate,  but  to  reprove. 
The  same  persons  have,  both  covertly  and  openly,  countenanced 
the  ceremonies  of  Popery.  The  oily  tongue  of  Wilberforoe, 
bishop  of  Oxford,  can  easily  turn  itself  round  in  the  wards  of 
the  privy-closet,  while  the  bishop  of  London,  laden  with  the 
treasures  torn  formerly  from  the  spohation  of  his  predecessocB, 
kicks  at  the  royal  chapel-door  and  insists  upon  an  audience^ 
talking  so  loud  that  people  hear  it  throughout  the  couniij* 
What  would  Queen  Elizaoeth  have  said  on  such  an  ooeas|(mf 
She  who  called  the  bishop  of  Ely  a  ''proud  prelate/'  and^  m 
manfully  as  ever  her  father  could  have  done,  swore  fy  Ood  dtt 
would  unfrock  him.  We  recommend  at  the  present  dajno 
such  hastv  and  intemperate  measures;  we  would  not  miCB 
unfrock ;  but  it  might  be  ''of  good  ensample''  to  turn  iip  fak 
as  much  of  the  tucks  and  trimmings  as  should  be  nc 
in  administrating  a  moderate  and  lenient  castigation. 
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Borne  and  London  are  brought  near  .together  by  other 
machinery  than  railroads  and  steamers.  The  fashionable  wear 
of  the  winter  is  scarlet,  genuine  Babylonian,  with  broad  sleeves 
and  broader  bustles.  Lord  John  was  permitted  by  Lord  Peter 
to  call  him  insolent,  &c,,  on  the  understanding  that  he  should 
send  to  him  as  ministers,  in  Ids  several  dependent  states 
throughout  Italy,  those  who  profess  his  doctrines  and  acknow- 
ledge his  supremacy,  especially  those  who  abolish  from  the 
coinage  of  the  British  realm  the  Queen's  title,  style,  and 
dignity,  as  Defender  of  the  Faith,  After  this  humiliation,  we 
may  expect  to  find  in  the  court  calender  of  1851,  that  the 
contracting  parties  have  smoothed  every  difficulty  in  the  union 
of  two  persons  so  close  in  consanguinity;  and  that  this 
marriage  in  high  life  will  be,  with  permission  of  Pio  Nono 
who  promises  to  sign  it,  celebrated  by  the  bishop  of  London. 
There  is  a  rumour,  the  gazettes  will  say,  which  we  hope  we 
shall  soon  be  able  to  contradict  by  authority,  that  the  bride's 
guardians  have  embezzled  a  large  part  of  her  property;  on 
the  other  hand,  certain  title-deeds  are  not  forth-coming. 
However,  to  accomplish  so  desirable  an  event,  and  to  silence 
all  other  claimants,  it  is  suggested  that  these  irregularities 
will  be  overlooked  by  both  parties,  and  that  defalcations  on 
one  sheet  of  the  ledger  and  excrescences  on  the  opposite  will 
be  compromised. 

All  we  know  at  present  in  regard  to  the  late  differences  is 
this :  that  Lord  Minto  is  declared,  on  grave  authority,  to  have 
been  cognisant  of  the  Pope's  inclinations,  and  without  remon- 
strance. His  instructions  from  home,  and  his  despatches  in 
letom,  must  have  obviated  the  surprise  of  Lord  John  Bussell; 
which  surprise  must  therefor  be  fictitious;  a  mask  appropriate 
to  the  domino.  He  caught  up  the  pattern  of  his  inaignation 
fifom  the  people.  If  they  never  had  stirred,  he  would  never 
have  past^  on  the  broad  conspicuous  shoulders  of  the  Prince- 
biflihop  a  Manifesto  in  form  of  a  Letter.  In  an  English 
imniater^  the  alternative  of  two  things  is  requisite;  strict 
denoe  or  strict  veracity.  Lord  John  Eussell  chose  rather  to 
be  vociferous;  and,  although  he  writes  to  a  Prince-bishop,  he 
nses  sundry  e:qpiessions  which  are  almost  as  coarse  in  their 
texlore  as  the  pieces  of  common  slang  which  lately  have  been 
numing  from  mouth  to  moulji,  and  replacing  the  cigar.  His 
Lordship  is  more  offensive;  the  terms  of  his  assumed  surprise 
and  deliberate  indignation  more  calculated  to  '' astonish  the 
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natives/'  Never  was  there  written  a  Letter,  whether  from  a 
jealous  mistress  or  a  detected  adulteress,  so  indecorous  or  so 
indiscreet. 

CHAPTER  XIIL 

Now  the  fox  has  broken  cover  and  the  dogs  are  in  full  cry 
after  him,  it  is  curious  to  see  animals  so  similar  as  the  dog  is 
to  the  fox,  in  such  hot  pursuit  and  enmity,  and  passing  the 
other  beasts  of  the  field  without  molesting  them. 

Prelaty  is  one  and  the  same  in  all  countries ;  and  there  is 
just  enough  of  difference  in  doctrine  to  keep  up  excitement 
and  animosity  in  their  partisans.  There  are  thousands  in 
England  who  have  never  seen  an  English  bishop ;  and  there 
are  thousands  more  who  have  not  seen  one  since  their  con- 
firmation.  Probably  their  lordships  will  not  make  themselves 
quite  so  scarce  now  other  candidates  are  in  the  field,  now  the 
canvas  is  growing  hot,  now  the  rival  chairs  of  St.  Peter  and 
St.  Paul,  decorated  with  their  favours  and  banderoles,  are 
clashing. 

Whatever  may  be  the  aggression,  whosoever  the  enemy,  and 
whencesoever  the  invasion,  John  Bull  is  equally  angry.  He 
now  sees  the  scarlet  opposite  to  him,  rushes  blindly  with  his 
head  down  against  it,  and  never  suspects  that  under  the  flowing 
robe  there  is  concealed  the  imperial  uniform.  "While  he 
tramples  on  the  weak  audacity  of  a  bewildered  priest,  a  dozen 
of  kings  and  their  ministers  are  laughing  at  him,  amused  at 
the  manakin  they  have  puffed  out  and  protruded  into  the 
ring.  Heartily  glad  must  be  our  own  Prince-bishops  that 
the  public  attention  is  diverted  from  them.  The  palace  of  the 
Vatican  will  stand  longer  than  the  solidest  of  theirs.  The 
Pope  is  consistent  in  his  perfidy :  they  waver  in  theirs ;  and 
instead  of  a  bold  straight-forward  lie,  repair  to  the  lower  and 
the  weaker  subterfuge  of  prevarication. 

CHAPTER  XIV. 

Wb  are  resolved  (it  appears)  to  show  how  far  we  are 
removed  from  the  practices  of  the  Papists.  Instead  of  tying 
a  recusant  to  the  stake  and  surrounding  him  with  fire  and 
faggots,  we  only  pelt  him  with  the  putrid  offal  of  the  most 
offensive  words.  This  is  principally  done  from  the  higher 
booths,  on  which  gilded  ribbons  are  waving,  and  where  certain 
lords  are  sitting  just  over  the  winning-post.    Meanwhile  a 
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crowd  of  people  is  bursting  into  the  newly-fumished  old  house, 
calhng  the  occupant  an  intruder,  and  entreating  the  Queen's 
Majesty  to  kick  him  out  again.  Looking  round  narrowly, 
I  £nd  the  stump  of  the  charred  stake  yet  standing  where  it 
stood  formerly.  We  have  no  fire  at  hand;  and  only  just 
enough  of  the  timber  is  above-ground  to  produce  a  crop  of 
funguses. 

Oar  Church,  willing  to  hold  her  own,  but  holding  much 
faster  to  the  broad  l^ds,  the  prelatical  palaces,  the  baronial 
benches,  the  thrones  on  a  level  with  the  royal,  than  to  corroded 
theories  built  upon  shifting  sands  and,  exposed  to  every  gust 
in  every  quarter,  turned  from  side  to  side,  entreated,  exhorted, 
expostulated :  at  one  time  meek  as  a  dove,  at  another  erecting 
her  crest  and  threatening  like  a  basilisk.  Lord  Peter,  a  great 
qnoter  of  latin,  whispered  in  her  ear, 

"  Nos  hac  noTimus  esse  nihil'' 

She  simpered,  and  said  nothing  in  reply.  At  last  she  drew 
nearer  and  nearer  to  him,  requesting  him  however  to  keep 
his  hands  off,  and  promising  if  he  would  not  sit  upon  her 
skirts,  to  hold  a  correspondence  with  him  secretly  and  con- 
fidentially. This  was  done  with  the  fingers,  but  not  upon 
paper.  Jack  was  outrageous  at  hearing  the  whisper.  He 
threw  the  seducer  on  the  ground :  the  seducer  soon  got  up 
again,  shook  his  embroidered  uniform,  replaced  his  pistols  in 
the  holster,  and  inarched  off,  according  to  his  own  report, 
insulted  indeed,  but  never  thrown  down ;  assailed  by  a  legion 
of  devils,  but  victorious  and  triumphant. 

The  merits  of  the  combatants,  the  rights  of  primogeniture, 
the  advantages  of  the  feudal  system,  the  obligations  of  its 
serfs  to  the  mitre,  may  be  brought  under  discussion  in  open 
court.  We  have  only  to  declare  at  present  that  what  is  set 
apart  for  the  public  service  is  public  property.  Such  is  a 
church,  and  everything  appertaining  to  a  church.  The  State 
has  a  right  to  alter  it,  to  enlarge  it,  to  contract  it,  to  demolish 
it.  The  State  may  remove  a  bishopric  as  legally  as  an  organ- 
loft,  a  bishop  as  a  chorister.  It  may  competently  say  to 
either,  "  I  consider  your  services  worth  so  much  to  me :  if 
you  are  discontented  with  it,  go  your  way  and  do  better  for 
yourself."  Many  would  murmur;  few  would  move.  It  is 
difBcult  for  reverend  corpulency  to  rise  from  a  well-padded 
elbow-chair;  and  greatly  less  pleasant  for  gouty  feet  to  walk 
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between  two  crutches  than  between  two  liverymen  in  plush 
and  powder. 

In  the  next  chapter  I  shall  adduce  the  authority  of  a 
churchman^  who  has  taken  a  nearer  and  a  more  accurate 
survey  of  this  interesting  subject.  We  may  deduce  from  his 
arguments  and  demonstrations  that  a  thread  which  has  long 
been  twisted  carries  with  it  when  untwisted  the  tortuosity  of 
its  entanglement;  that  you  may  indeed  pull  it  straight  again ; 
but  that,  if  it  is  to  continue  so,  it  must  be  pulled  fairly  out 
and  held  tight. 

Will  what  has  happened  in  the  present  age  be  credited 
in  the  next  ?  Will  it  ever  be  believed  that  the  Beformed 
Parliament,  soon  after  its  Beformation,  appointed  men  to  be 
judges  in  their  own  cause  ?  Will  it  be  believed  that  so  little 
was  left  of  Christianity,  of  equity,  of  decency,  that  the  bishops 
of  England,  who  had  long  enjoyed  vast  revenues,  should 
vote  for  themselves  the  same  revenues  for  life,  declaring  them 
to  be  too  much  for  their  successors  ?  They  did  indeed,  how- 
ever reluctantly,  pluck  off  some  little :  just  as  much  as  a  clever 
cook  plucks  off  a  stick  of  celery,  to  make  it  look  somewhat 
handsomer  and  more  eatable.  That  the  people  may  not  turn 
back  their  eyes  on  these  enormities,  small  questions  are  raised, 
small  offences  are  taken  and  made  greater.  They  know  very 
well  that  it  is  only  from  among  the  rich  and  luxurious,  who 
have  lived  in  such  society  as  their  own,  that  Popery  shoots 
and  ramifies.  It  is  not  with  Popery  they  are  angry,  it  is  with 
the  Pope.  He  claims  what  they  hold,  and  what  they  have 
taken  from  him ;  and  he  claims  only  a  part  of  this.  It  belong 
to  neither ;  it  belongs  to  the  people  at  large ;  to  the  people 
belong  both  spirituals  and  temporals;  and  to  their  benefit,  and 
theirs  only,  must  both  be,  ere  long,  converted. 

As  there  are  many  prayers  in  common  with  the  two  pre- 
latical  churches,  there  is  also  one  canticle, 

"If  the  world  is  worth  thy  winning, 
Think,  0  think  it  worth  enjoying." 

The  senses  of  no  man  can  be  so  seduced  from  him  that 
he  shall  admit  the  supposition  of  a  quarrel  on  articles  of 
faith. 

"  Hsec  priuB  fuere,  nunc  recondite 
Senent  quiete." 

It  would  be  the  greatest  of  absurdities  to  quarrel  for  an 
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absurdity;  and  above  all  where  there  are  more  of  them 
at  home  with  each  party  than  he  can  manage.  There 
will  always  be  in  the  Anghcan  Church,  and  peculiarly 
among  the  occupants  of  thrones  under  canopies,  many 
loth  to  ascend  mto  a  purer  atmosphere,  and  to  leave 
behind  them 

"  Famum  et  opes  strepitumque  Roma.'' 

Doctrines  and  dogmas  are  hardly  worth  our  notice.  Let 
the  Pope  have  his  own,  and  all  his  own;  but  let  him 
show  his  claim.  Again  I  repeat  it,  if  St.  Peter  had  the 
power  to  grant,  and  did  actually  grant,  under  his  seal, 
m  the  presence  of  witnesses,  the  spirituals  and  temporals 
which  me  Bishop  of  Rome  claims,  both  from  this  tes- 
tamentary and  hereditary  right,  our  bishops  must  hold 
their  tongues.  Meanwmle  the  wiry-haired,  long-backed, 
indefatigable  German  terriers  are  questing  among  the 
intricate  caverns  and  bramble-covered  ruins  of  Rome,  and 
will  unearth  and  drive  the  old  badger  from  under  the 
palace  of  the  Caesars. 

CHAPTER  XV. 

No  religion  hath  ever  done  so  much  mischief  in  the 
world  as  that  which  falsely,  among  innumerable  other 
AJsehoods,  calls  itself  the  catholic.  It  never  was  the 
catholic,  and,  let  us  trust  in  the  mercies  of  God,  it 
never  will  be.  There  was  a  time  when  the  Arians  out- 
numbered the  papists;  and  it  was  only  by  the  exercise 
of  imperial  power,  by  the  sword  in  the  balance,  that  the 
scale  flew  up  and  scattered  its  contents.  Again  did 
imperial  power,  by  similar  means,  obstruct  the  progress 
of  the  Reformation,  when  the  more  civilised  and  intel- 
ligent, not  only  in  Germany  and  Holland  and  Prance, 
but  also  in  Italy,  among  those  who  had  no  personal 
interests  to  consult,  and  among  many  who  had  them, 
preferred  the  plain  doctrine  and  pure  authority  of  the 
Gospel  to  the  glosses  and  assumptions  of  the  papacy. 
At  the  present  day  the  question  turns  less  about  the 
doctrinal  points  of  ropery,  than  about  the  influence  which 
its  ministers  again  are  exercising  on  the  social  condition 
of  Europe.  Prance  has  begun  to  renew  her  dragonnades^ 
not  indeed  within   her  own  territories,  but  within    those 
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territories  where  in  right  and  justice  she  can  pretend 
to  no  controul.  Neither  the  Pope  nor  the  King  of 
Naples  has  displayed  more  perfidy  than  the  French 
president.  Each  of  the  Italian  potentates  had  kept  within 
his  dominions^  first  cajoling  and  then  oppressing  what 
he  was  permitted  to  call  his  own  people.  But  the  other 
came  in  the  guise  of  a  friend  and  a  protector,  and  took 
away  all  the  valuables  of  the  house  he  entered,  leaving 
his  host  to  be  tied  up  in  a  surplice  and  suffocated  in 
the  Tiber.  The  Emperor  of  Austria  has  followed,  although 
with  unequal  paces,  the  French  president;  and  the  Jesuits 
have  trampled  out  the  last  vestiges  left  by  Jerome  of 
Prague.  Bohemia,  Hungary,  Transylvania,  had  enjoyed  in 
peace  the  liberty  of  worsliip.  No  zealot  proclaimed  it 
unchristian  to  bend  the  knee  before  Christ  alone,  without 
his  mother,  without  his  followers,  near  or  remote.  Schools 
were  not  declared  to  be  godless,  for  no  other  reason 
than  because  the  scholars  were  required  to  join  their 
classes  at  lecture  and  their  family  at  prayer.  Nothing 
is  now  to  be  taught,  in  that  part  of  our  dominions 
where  both  the  people  and  the  priesthood  is  the  most 
ignorant,  but  under  the  eye  of  the  blind  and  the  guidance 
of  the  lame.  The  same  ordinances,  it  seems,  are  now  to 
be  observed  in  other  places.  Tell  me  which  of  our 
sovrans  in  better  times  would  have  endured  or  have 
tolerated  this ?  wliat  minister?  would  even  the  lesser  Pitt? 
would  Fox  ?  would  Wyndham  ?  would  Burke  ?  Certain  I  am 
that  neither  Walpole  nor  Chatham,  neither  Harley  nor 
Bolingbroke,  would  place  the  crozier  above  the  sceptre, 
or  across  it.  Different  as  are  the  ministers  of  Queen 
Victoria,  both  in  energy  and  in  intellect,  from  the  ministers 
of  Queen  Anne,  even  they,  surely  even  they,  never  will 
permit  the  streets  of  London  and  Westminster  to  be 
mfested  by  the  surpliced  linkboys  of  popish  processions: 
surely  the  police  wiU  turn  the  horses  heads  in  another 
direction  when  the  Cardinal  of  Westminster's  carriage 
stops  the  wav.  Firmly  do  I  believe  that  many  Roman 
Catholic  gentlemen,  both  in  England  and  in  Ireland,  are, 
as  they  have  been  for  centuries  in  France,  unfriendly  to 
the  inordinate  claims  of  the  Pope.  Firmly  do  I  believe  that> 
if  the  Reformation  had  never  been  established  in  these  realms^ 
they  would  have  been  among  the  first  of  the  Beformiin. 
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What  gentleman  of  either  country  has  exhibited  more  enlight- 
ened zeal  in  the  cause  of  education,  more  liberality  in  every 
department,  then  he  who  so  worthily  represents  our  Queen  at 
Athens  P  The  oldest  and  best  families  of  Boman  Catholics, 
both  in  England  and  in  Ireland,  have  ever  been  distinguished 
for  manliness  and  patriotism.  The  stem  of  chivaby  is  as 
shong  as  ever ;  and  if  some  of  the  flowers  are  fallen  off,  the 
mule's  hoof  must  not  trample  them  into  the  earth.  The  dregs 
of  society,  in  ferment  and  commotion,  are  beginning  to  foam 
through  the  bunghole,  and  there  are  certain  persons  whose 
bread  is  to  be  raised  by  the  yeast.  Already  they  hold  the 
spigot  in  their  hands,  and,  unless  you  are  prompt  and  reso- 
Ittt^  they  can  either  stop  it  or  let  it  run  waste  as  they  will. 
Thare  are  unholy  incantations  known  and  practised  by  them, 
which,  to  their  consternation  and  dismay,  snaU  perhaps  evoke 
the  spirit  of  Nassau,  perhaps  the  more  awful  one  of  Cromwell. 
There  is  a  line  which  if  they  cross,  other  stars  will  shine 
above  their  heads,  and  other  pilots  will  be  required  to 
steer  them  into  port. 

CHAPTER  XVL 

The  following  words  are  Sydney  Smith's : 

"  The  Archbiahop  of  Canterbury,  at  his  consecration,  takes  a  solemn  oath 
that  he  will  maintain  the  rights  and  liberties  of  the  Church  of  Canterbury. 
He  seizes  two-thirds  of  its  revenues  and  abolishes  two-thirds  of  its 
members." 

Surely  the  latter  part  of  the  sentence  is  incorrect ;  he  must 
mean  dignitaries ;  not  rectors,  vicars,  and  curates.  Doubtless, 
the  archbishop  did  always  maintain  the  rights  he  swore 
he  would  maintain ;  and  if  he  has  the  power  of  abolishing  any 
offices  and  of  removing  any  official  of  the  church,  Parliament 
and  the  supreme  heaa  of  the  church  must  possess  a  power 
quite  equal  to  his  Grace's.  The  dignitary  Sydney  Smith 
declares  his  Orace  has  taken  away  what  he  solemnly  swore  he 
would  maintain  in  its  place.  This  sounds  oddlv  to  unmitred 
ears;  but  much  may  depend  upon  the  sounding-board.  There 
are  dungs  incomprehensible  to  the  laity  which  are  plain  enough 
to  the  clergy  round  about  them.  Thus  for  instance  the  bodies 
of  St.  Simon  and  St.  Jude  are  deposited  in  the  Church  of 
St.  Peter's  at  Rome :  the  same  bodies  are  likewise  deposited  in 
the  Qiurch  of  St.  John's  at  Verona.    Heretics  may  hereupon 
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be  captious  and  incredulous;  true  believers  can  entertain 
no  doubt.  Fra  Filippo  Ferraris  tells  us  expressly  that  these 
same  bodies  may  exist  contemporaneously  in  separate  places ; 
and  Cardinal  Yalerio  explains  most  satisfactorily  how  it  may  be 
so :  it  is  by  a  pia  esiermone. 

Now  the  archbishop  does  this  tangibly.  He  soars  above 
the  metaphor^  and  pounces  down  on  his  prey  like  a  taloned 
angel.  The  pia  eslensione  of  his  talons  reminds  the  learned 
and  factious  Canon  of  Virgil^s 

"  Urbem  quam  dicunt  Romam,  Meliboee,  putavi 
(Stultus  ego !)  huic  nostrse  similem." 

If  the  spiritual  city  is  here  to  be  understood,  why  the 
9iuUus  ego  ?  The  words  would  be  more  apposite  and  appro- 
priate if  he  thought  differently.  Reluctant  as  I  am  to  raise 
objections  to  the  language  and  reasoning  of  a  man  who 
generally  both  reasoned  and  wrote  more  admirably  than  the 
Severest  (with  one  exception)  of  his  contemporaries,  whose 
humour  flowed  genially  and  gracefully  through  society,  and  is 
never  to  be  dried  up,  yet,  now  we  are  walking  the  same  way,  I 
must  take  the  hberty  to  join  him  and  to  ask  him  a  few 
questions.  And  first,  what  he  means  by  the  words,  "  Mezen- 
tian  oath  which  binds  the  Irish  to  the  English  Church?'^ 
Pray  which  of  them  is  the  living  body,  and  which  the  dead  ? 
Methinks  they  are  both  "  alive,  alive,''  otherwise  the  one  could 
not  rob  nor  the  other  murder.  The  rustics  at  Rathcormac 
and  the  moss-troopers  on  Lambeth-marsh  show  equal  signs  of 
life. 

With  profound  despondency,  "Nobody  wants  more  pre- 
bendaries !''  sighs  the  Canon.  Perhaps  we  might  do  without 
them  altogether,  and  without  deans  too  :  but  pray,  Mr.  Canon, 
leave  us  the  blessing  of  bishops.  If  you  are  resolved  to  show 
us  how  naughty  they  are,  we  must  shut  our  eyes. 

"  I  must  express  my  surprise,''  says  he,  '*  that  nothing  is 
said  of  the  duties  of  bishops;  a  bishop  is  not  now  forced 
by  law  to  be  in  his  diocese."  He  should  be :  and  be 
fined  severely  for  absence.  Remove  him  first  from  the 
House  of  Lords. 

After  comments  on  several,  no  littie  to  their  disadvantage, 
he  says, 

"  Another  biahop,  who  not  only  never  entered  hia  palace,  but  tamed  hii 
bones  into  the  garden,  &c*' 
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There  is  a  radical  cure  for  this  evil.  Give  him  no  palace^  and 
contract  his  garden  within  the  same  dimensions  as  his  next 
neighbour's. 

"  The  real  disgrace  of  the  squabble  is  in  the  attack,  and  not  in  the 
defence." 

In  both^  if  Christ's  word  is  to  be  taken.  He  forbids  stri/e; 
and  one  alone^  in  this  sense  of  the  word^  cannot  strive. 

"Are  they  (yidelicet  canons,  &c.)  to  submit  to  a  spoliation  so  gross, 
accompanied  by  ignominy  and  degradation,  and  to  bear  aU  this  in  submis- 
siTe  silence!" 

Ay,  certainly,  if  they  are  followers  of  Christ  and  mind  the 
gospel ;  glad  moreover  of  such  an  opportunity.  Abundance 
of  texts  I  would  cite  to  prove  it,  were  I  not  afraid  of  the 
pagnacity  of  the  priesthood,  and  too  prudent  in  such  a  crisis 
to  bring  on  a  general  engagement.  They  are  as  angry  at 
having  Christ's  word  taken  out  of  their  mouths,  as  Mammon's 
purse  out  of  their  pockets. 

"  In  common  aeoiom  they  (yidelicet  canons,  &c.)  would  willingly  obey," 
(Q.  E.  D.)  "  but  in  this  matter  have  tarnished  their  dignity,  &c/' 

Then  wipe  them  gently  and  clean  them ;  but  never  tear  a  hole 
in  the  exergue  of  the  pantaloon  because  they  have  been  sitting 
in  a  dirty  place.  In  the  very  commencement  of  this  expostu- 
lation, so  early  as  in  the  third  page,  the  Canon  says, 

**  Of  teven  communications  made  to  the  Commission  by  cathedrals,  and 
ioTolying  many  serious  representations  respecting  high  interests,  six  were 
totaUy  disregarded." 

Neither  Laud  nor  Wolsey  ever  acted  with  such  prelatical  pride, 
such  utter  disregard  to  justice,  honesty  and  decency.  If 
Parliament  does  not  pass  a  vote  of  censure  on  this  conduct, 
with  a  declaration  that  the  Ecclesiastical  Commission  has 
neglected  its  duty,  it  should  be  dissolved.  In  the  very  same 
page  the  Canon  says, 

"  I  would  not  have  operated  so  tamely  on  an  old  and  (I  fear)  a  decaying 
bnilding,  &c" 

And  says  Milton, 

"  Experience  doth  attain 
To  somewhat  of  prophetic  strain." 

He  tells  us  in  the  next  page  that  the  odium  of  great  riches  is 
removed  from  the  rector  of  a  parish  where  there  are  eight  or 
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more  thousand  people.  Does  he  mean  communicants? 
so,  there  ought  to  be  no  such  number  under  any  one  clerg 
man.  ''There/'  says  the  Canon,  "he  works  for  his  wealth/ 
No,  no ;  the  wealth  has  already  made  him  too  fat  and  id 
for  work;  he  finds  a  curate  who  labors  under  no  su( 
incommodity.     He  proceeds  to  remark  that, 

"  The  great  object  was  to  remove  the  cauaei  of  hatred  from  the  chmt 
by  lessening  such  incomes  as  those  of  Canterbury,  Durham,  and  Londc 
exorbitantly  and  absurdly  greatf  by  making  idleness  work.** 

Surely  such  a  chimera  was  never  entertained  by  ai 
reformer,  moderate  or  inunoderate.  Idleness  will  never  woi 
better  from  inanition  than  fulness;  and  the  habit  here  hi 
already  been  induced  by  the  locality  and  the  posture.  Tl 
"  great  objecf  was,  or  ought  to  have  been,  to  reduce  the  ino 
dinate  riches  of  the  higher  clergy,  applying  it,  as  best  mig] 
be,  to  the  promotion  of  religion  and  morality,  of  which  tl 
accompaniments  are  content  and  peace.  Property  held  ; 
present,  after  all  pretended  sacrifices,  under  the  sees  of  Cai 
terbury,  London,  Winchester,  and  Durham,  would  sell  f( 
about  three  millions. 

My  voice,  I  am  afraid,  will  be  lost  in  the  clamour  ( 
opponents.  But  I  am  determined  to  maintain  the  charact< 
of  Conservative,  under  which  title  I  ordered  to  be  printed,  bi 
never  advertised,  ''Letters,"  many  years  ago.  Again  I  sayi 
let  there  be  bishops :  let  them  be  of  apostolic  institutions,  n( 
of  papal;  let  them  overlook,  guide,  correct;  not  persecute,  n( 
dominate.  Let  there  be  more  of  them,  if  more  are  called  fo: 
let  their  authority  be  greater  in  their  dioceses;  let  them  I 
witnesses  and  advisers  when  necessary,  never  voters  at  an 
time,  in  what  concerns  the  interests  of  religion.  Let  thei 
be  located  where  they  are  most  wanted,  not  age  after  age  i 
one  place;  which  place  may  have  become  a  desert,  whii 
another,  at  some  distance,  has  many  populous  towns.  Oatto 
and  Old  Sarum  are  fallen,  and  have  lost  their  representative 
in  the  Lower  House;  Wells  stands  mitred  in  the  Uppei 
Four  bishops  are  sufficient  for  what  is  left  of  the  Beforme 
Church  in  Ireland ;  two  for  Wales ;  one  for  Scotland.  Moj 
important  of  all  is  it  that  they  be  chosen  (as  anciently)  by  th 
clergy,  and  from  among  the  natives  of  the  country  where  the 
abide  and  rule.  Every  question,  or  nearly  every  one,  in  th 
Various  Lections  of  Euripides  and  Aristophanes  is  now  settled 
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80  that  we  may  turn  our  horses'  heads^  and  beat  about  for 
bishops  elsewhere  than  among  greek  roots  and  spinosities, 
through  which  a  young  mendicant  German  would  have  guided 
us  for  a  thaler. 

Idleness  and  high  food  have  made  our  prelates  restless  and 
pugnacious^  and,  hke  game-cocks,  they  crow  the  louder  by 
feeling  the  corn-stack  under  them.  It  were  more  prudent  in 
their  Lordships  had  they  leaned  on  their  clouded  gold-headed 
canes,  walking  straight  onward  in  the  smooth  and  verdant 
path  before  them,  and  had  abstained  from  dipping  it  wantonly 
in  the  still  waters  of  a  mepliitic  pool,  and  thus  discovering  as 
many  weeds  and  as  much  mud  in  the  northern  extremity  as  in 
the  southern.  Farmer's  friends  and  protectionists  as  they  are, 
let  them  look  about  them:  they  have  a  rate  to  pay  which, 
being  an  uncustomary,  they  may  call  a  heavy  one.  The  only 
bread  that  is  not  reasonably  cheap  at  present  is  "  the  bread  of 
life/'  Let  it^  factors  and  speculators  be  admonished  that 
our  people  will  not  permit  it  much  longer  to  continue  at  it9 
enormous  price. 

The  vast  dormitory  of  our  baronial  prelates  is  not  to  be 
disinfected  by  sprinkling  a  little  sugar  on  the  warming-pan, 
as  their  old  women  would  fain  set  about  it ;  but  by  something 
more  searching  and  sharp  and  antiseptic. 

Having  in  this  chapter  selected  a  few  plain  and  sensible 
words  from  a  clergyman  and  dignitary  of  the  Anglican  Church 
as  by  law  established,  from  a  man  whose  wisdom  was  equal  to 
his  wit,  and  whose  good-nature  was  collateral  to  both ;  I  shall, 
in  my  next  and  last,  be  usher  to  one  of  higher  power  and 
authority.  The  voice  of  Milton  is  about  to  be  heard  above 
all  the  clamour  and  discord  of  conflicting  priesthoods.  It  is 
improbable  that  they  will  listen  to  him:  even  the  more 
moiierate  talk  only  of  Jeremy  Taylor,  of  whose  writings  thev 
flcem  to  remember  little,  and  of  whose  conduct  nothing  at  all. 
Taylor  caught  a  genial  glow  from  the  setting  sun  of  Milton. 
There  were  dapples  and  streaks  of  mild  hght  along  the  melt- 
ing clouds;  tnere  was  somewhat  of  warmth,  temperate  but 
not  enervating;  and  there  was  largely  spred  a  fertilizing  dew 
over  the  quiescent  scene,  which  announced  a  fair  day  on  the 
morrow.  But  the  morrow  disappointed  the  prognostics. 
Ever  since  his  departure,  our  bishops  and  their  partisans  have 
been  quarreling  one  with  another  incessantly,  and  calling 
•ledprocally  for  pains  and  penalties.    May  nothing  of  the  kind 


176        THE  LAST  PRUIT  OFF  AN  OLD  THEE. 

befall  the  worst  and  most  vindictive  of  these  tmchristian 
priests!  Only  cool  them  with  frugal  and  salutary  diet, 
reminding  them  that  ihe  premises  of  many  a  pyrotect  have 
been  blown  up  into  the  air,  together  with  his  crackers  and 
serpents,  and  wheels  and  rockets,  and  stores  of  loose  powder 
on  coarse  paper.  Animosities  at  the  present  day  are  carried 
on  principally  by  the  very  parties  whose  bounden  duty  and 
salaried  office  it  is  to  allay  and  to  remove  them.  Genealogists 
now  declare  that  Roman  Popery  and  Anglican  Prdaty  are 
twin -brothers.  The  neighbournood  is  scandalised  at  the 
quarrel  of  such  near  relatives  about  a  chest  of  old  clothes 
and  candles,  contemning  their  father's  last  injunction,  setting 
his  will  aside,  mimicking  his  voice  and  manner,  and  appoint- 
ing as  the  place  of  contention  and  of  combat  the  inclosure  of 
his  grave.  Similar  dissensions,  similar  denunciations,  similar 
graspings  at  undue  wealth,  twelve  centuries  ago,  attracted  i  * 
swarm  from  Arabia  which  fattened  upon  their  blood ;  God's 
avengers  of  hypocrisy  and  unbelief.  | 

CHAPTER  XVIL 

''  For  modes  of  faith  let  angry  zealoU  fghtl*  said  a  quieter  j 
and  more  rational  Catholic  than  any  now  squaring  his  elbows  ] 
for  the  contest.     And  fight  they  certainly  will  before  long.  \ 
Already  there  is  betting  on  black  against  scarlet,  and  the  odds  ' 
are  in  favour  of  black.     Black's  horse  is  the  strongest,  but 
scarlet  is  the  best  jockey.     One  of  our  most  wealthy  and 
active  bishops  invited  the  parties  to  a  trial  of  strength  and 
skill,  waving  his  hand,  cracking  his  whip,  and  clearing  the 
ground  of  intruders.     He  began  by  a  preachment  on  baptism,   j 
but  he  soon  gave  signs  of  having  eaten  too  much  wild  honey,   \ 
and  left  the  path  he  had  trodden  in  extremely  bad  odour^  and 
unfit  to  follow.     From  another  quarter,  not  quite  opposite, 
comes  forward  the  Cardinal  of  Westminster.     He  proclaims 
his  advent  from  the  church  of  St.  Pudentia  in  the  city  of   . 
Some,  informing  us  also  that,  according  to  report  and  bdief, 
the  father  of  St.  Pudentia  was  an  Englishman.    Possibly  he 
was;  but  there  is  little  reason,  looking  at  Pio  Nono^  either 
from  what  the  French  have  lately  taught  us  to   call  his    ' 
antecederUa,  or  from  his  present   demeanour  in  regard  to 
England,  for  entertaining  the  belief  that  any  particle  of  the 
Pudent  blood  is  running  in  the  Holy  Father's  veins.    Dis- 


POPEEY:   BRITISH  AND  FOREIGN.  177 

interested  then  as  well  as  complimentary  is  this  appointment 
of   the  patroness.      However,   it   is  within    the    range  of 

rlbility  that  our  gracious  Queen,  although  her  Majesty 
no  reason  to  be  jealous  of  any  lady  upon  earth,  may  be 
jealous  of  the  defanct  Pudentia.  The  shadow  is  often  more 
terrible  than  the  substance.  And  when  this  shadow  is  enter- 
ing the  keyhole,  such  entrance  may  show  the  way  to  come 
into  the  room  and  rifle  it.  If  there  is  not  a  struggle  in  the 
passage,  there  will  certainly  be  a  struggle  in  the  chamber.  It 
k  now  about  a  quarter  of  a  century  smce  we  began  again  to 
build  houses  in  the  old  fashion,  as  I  remarked  in  a  former 
chapter,  and  so  much  lead  about  the  narrow  panes  that  little 
is  to  be  seen  if  we  could.  The  furniture  seems  of  the  same 
description.  In  order  to  be  consistent,  we  recur  to  old  churches 
and  old  ceremonies.  I  trust  it  is  only  the  fashion  of  the  day, 
haying  seen  the  same  enthusiasm  for  Calvinism.  A  few  per- 
sons of  high  birth  and  high  fashion  took  it  up;  others  followed 
in  the  tram:  for  of  all  people  upon  earth  those  of  the  present 
century  are  the  most  obsequious.  Calvinism  lost  its  hold  on 
them  when  a  countess  or  two  dropped  off.  Catholicism  has 
stronger  attractions  and  a  firmer  grasp.  Gin  palaces  open 
into  other  palaces,  where  there  is  as  much  intoxication  and 
more  splendour,  and  where  both  cost  nothing.  Men  and 
women  who  are  prohibited  from  visiting  their  friends  on  a 
Sunday,  and  from  enjoying  any  kind  of  innocent  amusement, 
may  now  enter  a  licensed  opera-house  and  enjoy  the  best 
music.  Furthermore,  they  may  have  a  quarter's  credit  for 
any  fevorite  sin,  and  the  heaviest  weight  is  taken  off  their 
shoulders,  and  borne  to  any  distance  on  another's,  for  a  few 
shillings,  which  few  shillings  may  be  paid  after  their  death. 
The  deuce  is  in  it  if  such  a  religion  as  this  can  fail  of 
proedytes.  If  it  should  be  thought  advisable  by  our  governors 
to  counteract  its  influence,  there  is  no  better  or  surer  way 
of  doing  it  than  by  allowing  to  the  people  the  same  freedom 
of  innocent  enjoyment  as  under  our  &*st  Protestant  rulers. 
If  the  stem  self-willed  Elizabeth,  if  the  quibbling  theologian 
James,  permitted  them  to  consider  the  Sabbath-day  not  as  a 
day  of  fierce  moroseness  or  of  sullen  idleness,  but,  after  due 
worship^  a  day  of  friendly  intercourse  and  harmless  recreation, 
why  should  our  parliament  or  our  church  at  the  present  time 
be  more  restrictive  or  more  severe  ?    If  the  authority  of  these 

two  potentates,  who  have  been  deemed  both  wise  and  religious, 

11 
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is  insufficient,  they  have  before  them  a  much  higher,  the 
authority  of  Charles  the  Martyr,  their  own  martyr,  the  sole 
martyr  of  the  Anglican  church  as  by  law  established.  Not 
only  did  he  sanction  it,  but  he  practised  it;  the  martyr  was 

f resent  at  plays  acted  on  a  Sunday  in  his  own  palace, 
nstead  of  counter-poisons,  let  us  more  distinctly  exhibit  the 
homoeopathic  remedies.  Counter-poisons  very  often  serve 
only  to  protract  the  sufferings  of  the  patient.  Here  is  an 
instance.  A  learned  nosologist  of  Pisa,  now  about  forty  years 
ago,  tried  to  counteract  the  venom  of  a  mad  dog  by  the  venom 
of  a  viper,  on  the  principle  that  one  causes  death  by  inflam- 
mation, the  other  by  torpor  of  the  heart :  the  patient  suffered 
equally  under  both,  and  died. 

CHAPTER  XVIIL 

It  is  only  of  late  that  the  public  attention  has  been  drawn 
to  the  worst  nuisances  of  the  community ;  pestilential  sewers, 
intramural  burying-grounds,  and  lastly,  to  what  is  deemed  by 
many  to  be  no  less  important,  the  collapse  and  splitting  of  the 
English  church.  Two  of  these  evils  are  brought  down  on  the 
country  by  the  clergy.     Honest  and  sincere  as  are  the  greater 

5 art  of  these  functionaries,  there  are  others,  whether  false  in 
octrine  I  presume  not  to  decide,  but  certainly  false  in 
practice,  false  to  their  oaths  and  to  their  trust.  Prelaty  gave 
a  tacit  sanction  to  their  backslidings,  modestly  dosed  her  eyes 
before  their  siraperings  and  genuflexions,  and  condescended  to 
the  ancillary  office  of  decorating  their  toilette.  It  was  only 
when  her  own  house  was  in  danger,  from  the  sparks  blown 
upward  out  of  neighbour  Ucalegon's,  that  she  sent  after  the 
churchwarden,  and  directed  him  where  to  place  the  fire-engine. 
She  then  was  willing  to  dismiss  the  posture-master,  well 
remembering  what  a  sturdy  parson  of  the  old  school  had  told 
her;  that  a  steddy  setter  works  best  in  the  field  without  a 
couple  or  more  to  back  him. 

It  is  time  however  for  all  of  us  to  be  serious.  Such  is  the 
dispensation  of  Providence,  that  not  only  the  misfortunes  of 
men,  but  often  their  crimes,  ferment  and  mingle  in  the 
elements  to  the  benefit  of  the  species.  Institutions  which  have 
long  borne  heavily  on  society,,  institutions  founded  on  firaudu- 
lence  and  maintained  by  injustice,  have  suddenly  given  way; 
not  from  any  power  that  wisdom  has  brought  into  activity 
against  them,  but  under  the  sloth  and  negligence  of  those  most 
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interested  in  repairing  them.  Quarrels  in  the  house  of  Him  who 
proclaimed  upon  earth  peace  and  good-will  toward  men^  were^ 
and  are  stil^  most  violent  and  outrageous  among  those  who 
have  occupied  the  highest  offices  under  Him.  Neither  argu- 
ment nor  conscience  could  coerce  their  malignant  passions. 

Christianity,  very  contrary  to  the  intention  of  its  blessed 
Founder,  has  almost  from  the  beginning  been  the  smelting- 
house  of  discords  and  animosities.  The  tall  chimneys  of  the 
churchy  instead  of  conducting  the  smoke  above  the  habitations 
of  the  people,  serve  only  to  concentrate  it  into  the  most  acrid 
and  corrosive  crystallisations :  foul  weather  beats  down  again 
what  had  escaped;  the  breath  of  the  people  is  contaminated 
by  it,  and  they  wfll  endure  the  pest  no  longer.  Pride  has 
blinded  those  who  should  have  been,  by  their  special  appoint- 
ment, overseers  and  guides.  When  their  quieter  friends 
would  have  kept  them  to  their  houses,  they  would  sally  forth 
tumultuously,  and  let  no  man  rest  within  his  own.  The  most 
patient  at  last  rose  against  them.  In  the  reign  of  James  and 
his  son,  many  serious  and  religious,  and  many  of  deep  research, 
both  jurists  and  divines,  wrote  in  condenmation  of  Prelaty : 
Milton  stamped  the  warrant.  Loth  am  I  that  anything 
of  antiquity  should  be  so  utterly  swept  away  as  to  leave 
no  vestige.  It  would  grieve  me  to  foresee  a  day  when 
our  cathedrals  and  our  churches  shall  be  demolished  or  dese- 
crated ;  when  the  tones  of  the  organ,  when  the  symphonies  of 
Handel,  no  longer  swell  and  reverberate  along  the  groined  roof 
and  dim  windows.  But  let  old  superstitions  crumble  into 
dust ;  let  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity,  be  simple  in  their  attire ; 
let  few  and  solemn  words  be  spoken  before  Him  "to  whom  all 
hearts  are  open,  all  desires  known.''  Principalities  and  powers 
belong  not  to  the  service  of  the  Crucified;  and  religion  can 
never  be  pure,  never  "of  good  report,"  among  those  who 
usurp  or  covet  them. 

Desirous  that  whatever  I  write  should  stand  or  fall  by  its 
own  weight,  I  have  seldom  in  any  of  my  works  quoted  another 
man's  authority.  On  the  subject  which  now  occupies  me,  so 
much  eloquence,  so  much  wisdom,  so  much  virtue  and  religion, 
have  been  displayed  by  Milton,  that  it  behoves  me  to  close  my 
slender  book,  and  to  intreat  my  reader  to  take  up  his  instead ; 
by  which  his  heart  will  be  strengthened,  his  soul  purified, 
to  such  a  degree  that,  if  duly  reverential,  he  may  stand 
unabashed  in  the  presence  of  the  most  commanding  genius  that 
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ever  Gtod  appointed  for  the  governance  of  the  human  intellect. 
Those^  and  tnose  only^  who  are  intimately  conversant  with  the 
grand  and  perfect  models  of  antiquity^  can  rightly  estimate  his 
qualities.  They,  on  examination^  wiU  find  in  him  a  much 
greater  variety,  with  more  than  equal  intensity,  of  power.  No 
poetry,  not  even  his  own,  is  richer  in  thought,  in  imagery,  or 
in  harmony ;  yet  to  vulgar  eyes  the  glories  of  his  prose  appear 
to  have  been  absorbed  in  that  vast  central  light.  Will  it  be 
credited  that  such  merits  should  either  have  been  unknown  or 
suppressed  by  a  writer  who  lays  claim  to  eloquence,  liberality, 
and  learning?  Wherever  there  is  a  multitude,  a  noisy 
demagogue  is  seen  running  out  of  breath  at  their  heels,  and 
urging  them  on  to  turbulence  and  mischief.  Intruding  on  the 
court  in  the  last  reign,  he  forgot  that  William  had  left  the 
mess-room  and  had  entered  the  council-chamber.  Whatever 
is  uppermost  he  clings  to,  always  tearing  the  coat-skirt  that 
has  helped  him  to  clamber  so  high. 

Not  only  men  light  and  versatile  have  taken  the  scomer's 
chair  to  sit  in  judgment  on  our  instructor  and  defender.  A 
very  large  sect,  perhaps  the  most  numerous  sect  of  all,  and 
composed  from  almost  every  other,  believes  that  religion  is  to 
be  secured  by  malignity  and  falsehood.  Johnson  threw  down 
among  them  his  unwieldy  distempered  mind,  and  frowned  like 
a  drunken  man  against  the  high  serenity  of  Milton.  He 
would  have  fared  better  with  Johnson  had  he  been  a  sycophant ; 
better  with  the  other  had  he  been  a  demagogue.  He  indulges 
in  no  pranks  and  vagaries  to  captivate  the  vulgar  mind;  he 
leads  by  the  light  of  his  countenance,  never  stooping  to  grasp 
a  coarse  hand  to  obtain  its  suffrages.  In  his  language  he 
neither  has  nor  ever  can  have  an  imitator.  Such  an  attempt 
would  display  at  once  the  boldest  presumption  and  the  weakest 
affectation.  His  gravity  is  unsuitable  to  the  age  we  live  in. 
The  cedars  and  palms  of  his  Paradise  have  disappeared :  we 
see  the  earth  before  us  in  an  altered  form :  we  see  dense  and 
dwarf  plants  upon  it  everywhere :  we  see  it  scratched  by  a 
succession  of  squatters,  who  rear  a  thin  crop  and  leave  the 
place  dry  and  barren.  Constancy  and  perseverance  are 
among  Milton^s  characteristics,  with  contempt  of  everything 
mean  and  sordid.  Indifference  to  celebrity,  disdain  for 
popularity,  unobtrusive  wisdom,  sedate  grander,  energy  kept 
m  its  hi^  and  spacious  armory  until  the  signal  of  action 
sounded,  until  the  enemy  was  to  be  driven  from  his  intrench- 
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meiit>  these  are  above  the  comprehension,  above  the  gaze, 
of  noisy  dmininers  in  their  caps  and  tassels.  Milton  stood 
conspicaous  over  the  mines  of  fuel  he  accnmolated  for 
that  vast  lighthouse,  founded  on  a  solitary  rock,  which  threw 
forth  its  radiance  to  Europe  from  amid  the  darkness  and 
storminess  of  the  British  sea.  In  his  eyes,  before  they  closed 
for  ever,  all  shades  of  difference  in  sectarians  had  disappeared : 
but  Prdaty  was  necessary  to  despotism ;  and  they  met  again. 
With  weaker  adversaries  he  had  abstained  from  futile  fencings, 
in  which  the  button  is  too  easily  broken  off  the  foil,  and 
he  sat  down  with  the  grave  and  pensive  who  united  love  of 
God  with  love  of  country.  The  enemies  of  the  Independents 
could  never  wrench  away  their  tenets,  could  overwhelm  them 
only  by  numbers,  and,  when  they  were  vanquished,  could  not 
deny  that  they  were  the  manliest  of  mankind.  Milton's 
voice,  more  potent  and  more  pervading  than  any  human 
voice  before  or  since,  inspired  by  those  heavenly  Powers 
with  whom  we  may  believe  he  now  exists  in  completer  union, 
warned  nations  against  the  fragment  of  Popery  impending 
over  tiiem  from  a  carious  old  rock,  of  which  carious  old  rock 
SimooQ-Peter  knew  no  more  than  of  the  carious  old  house 
which,  as  the  Pope  teUs  the  faithful,  God's  angels  brought 
through  the  air  and  deposited  in  the  village  of  Loreto. 

CHAPTER  XIX. 

Belioion  and  freedom,  and  all  things  appertaining  to 
them,  are  seen  at  the  present  hour,  more  rapidly  than  ever 
in  the  history  of  mankind, 

"  In  pejus  mere  et  retro  sublapaa  referrL*' 

Nothing  but  abuses,  nothing  but  what  ought  to  have  been 
long  ago  swept  off,  is  left  standing  and  unchanged.  Un- 
changed I  no  indeed.  Buttresses,  at  a  vast  expenditure,  are 
built  up  against  crumbling  old  walls:  palaces,  not  only  in 
cities  but  also  in  country-places,  are  purchased  and  enlarged 
for  the  accommodation  of  bishops  and  their  enlarged  and 
enlaj^ing  coffers.  And  now  comes,  duty-free,  a  vast  importa- 
tion of  trumpery,  collected  in  the  Catholic  Ghetto,  from  every 
country  where  idols  ever  were  worshipped ;  from  Egvpt  and 
Syria  mostly.  In  the  time  of  Augustus  the  fashionable  world 
knelt  before  the  mysteries  of  Isis :  yet  the  rude  little  gods 
of  earthenware,  the  Lares  and  Penates,  maintained  their  places 
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against  the  wall,  none  the  worse  for  the  smoke  of  the  cliimuey. 
The  same  precedency  and  subordination  are  stil  maintained. 
But  the  generous  old  Romans,  instead  of  insisting  under  pain 
of  death  and  eternal  tonnents  that  other  nations  should  adore 
their  gods,  took  to  themselves  for  adoration  those  they  found 
in  the  temples  of  the  conquered.  And  by  these,  without  the 
same  liberality,  the  Papal  rulers  at  Rome  continue  to  profit. 
Although  they  scarcely  have  a  force  sufficient  to  drive  a 
drove  of  buffaloes,  they  issue  as  loud  commands  as  when  the 
trumpets  sounded  to  the  legions,  and  Caius  Marius  and  CJaius 
Julius  marched  under  the  eagles  through  the  Alps. 

We  Englishmen  have  little  to  win,  little  to  resist,  much  to 
remove,  much  to  recover.  The  people  by  their  own  efforts 
will  sweep  away  the  gross  inequalities  now  obstructing  the 
church-path :  will  sweep  away  from  amidst  the  habitations  of 
the  industrious  the  moral  cemeteries,  the  noisome  markets 
around  the  house  of  God,  whatever  be  the  selfish  interests 
that  stubbornly  resist  the  operation.  Lord  John  Russell,  the 
slowest  to  move  in  any  reform,  would  have  stood  quietly  by. 
He  saw  the  billows  rising  high  about  him.  Reluctant  at 
first,  and  then  desperate,  he  seized  the  forelock  of  the  nearest 
wave,  which,  while  he  is  carried  on  it,  the  stupider  think  he 
carries.  The  people,  as  he  reaches  the  shore  on  knees  and 
elbows,  wipe  the  foam  off  his  mouth,  the  weeds  and  slime  off 
his  neck  and  shoulders,  rub  him,  if  not  clean,  yet  dry  again, 
and  conduct  him  to  a  seat  between  Doctor  Titus  Oates  and 
Doctor  Henry  Sacheverel. 

Unlikely  is  such  a  character  to  submit  to  the  Queen's  t 
Majesty  the  wise  proposition  of  Anglicanus;  the  question  \ 
whereon  the  Pope^s  supremacy  rests.  For  it  will  be  hinted  ^ 
to  him  that  the  same  hinges  which  support  one  half  of  the  ^ 
folding-door  support  also  the  other  half.  i 

At  the  moment  of  concluding  my  last  chapter,  I  found  in 
the  Examiner  a  Remonstrance  to  Anglicanus,  &om  a  proselyte 
to  the  Church  of  Rome,  in  which  Remonstrance  Saint  Ignatius 
is  triumphantly  quoted.  Saint  Ignatius  was  indeed  an  honeflt 
zealot  and  a  brave  martyr:  but  what  is  to  be  thought  of 
any  man's  information  and  authority,  who  was  ignorant  how 
long  Jesus  Christ  lived  and  preached,  and  who  mis-stated  the 
time  almost  half  the  years?  Is  it  probable  that  he,  who 
knew  so  little  of  his  master,  should  know  bettor  the  habitats 
of  Simon-Peter? 
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ADDRESSED  TO  HIS  EMIKJiNCE  THE  CABDU7AL  WISEMAN. 

BY  A  TBUE  BELIEVEB. 
LETTER  L 

Mat  it  please  your  Eminence  to  take  into  your  considera- 
tion, whether  it  may  not  be  expedient  in  the  actual  posture  of 
affairs  to  convoke  a  synod,  in  order  that  the  same  may  examine 
the  merits  of  Elizabeth  Barton,  a  blessed  martyr  to  our  holy 
faitL  She  never  hath  been  canonised  for  want  of  suf&cient 
fimds ;  canonisation,  as  your  Eminence  knows,  bemg  extremely 
dispendious,  however  much  below  its  value  be  the  few  hundred 
thousand  crowns  demanded  for  it  by  the  Holiness  of  our  Lord. 
Possibly  his  Holiness,  inclining  an  ear  to  the  supplications  of 
the  faithful,  might  be  induced  to  abate  a  fourth  or  fifth  part  of 
it,  taking  up  the  same  sum  from  the  illustrious  peers  who  have 
consistently  supported,  and  the  learned  converts  who  have 
recently  embraced,  our  most  holy  and  only  true  faith.  Neither 
your  Eminence  nor  his  Beatitude  can  have  forgotten  the  suffer- 
ings of  Elizabeth  Barton  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Eighth.  In 
order  to  maintain  the  verities  of  the  Catholick  religion,  she  per- 
mitted her  humble  spirit  to  follow  the  dictation  of  the  blessed 
monk  Dearin^  and  the  enthusiastic  Doctor  Bocking,  canon  of 
Canterbury.  JBy  the  intercession  and  prayers  of  these  two  holy 
men,  and  of  thousands  who  were  worked  upon  by  the  same 
spirit,  she  uttered  many  bold  truths  against  the  king.  It 
behoved  not  the  bishops,  who  examined  her  by  his  orders,  to 
touch  upon  these  truths,  which  might  have  been  inconvenient 
and  detrimental  to  themselves.  Prudently  therefor  they 
were  contented  with  acknowledging  the  verity  of  her  visions,  of 
which  as  many  were  vouchsafed  unto  her  as  the  importunity  of 
their  prayers  could  extort  &om  the  saints  above.  To  record 
the  remainder  of  her  sad  history,  too  well  known  already,  would 
wring  tears  of  blood  from  the  paternal  eyes  of  your  Eminence. 
It  is  Detter  to  let  the  memory  rest  in  its  imperfection  than  to 
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fasten  it  on  a  rack.  In  fine^  this  sain%  virgin^  whose  revela- 
tions had  been  communicated  to  the  legates  and  administrators 
of  his  Holiness,  was  commanded  by  his  Infallibility  to  persist 
and  persevere  in  them.  Suddenly  she  and  her  assessors,  holy 
men,  priests,  monks,  confessors,  were  seized  and  examined  in 
the  Star  Chamber,  Here,  it  is  pretended,  they  confessed  the 
particulars  of  a  gross  imposture.  Afterward  they  appeared  on 
a  scaffold  erected  at  St.  Paul's  Cross ;  thence  they  were  con- 
veyed to  the  Tower,  and  were  imprisoned  therin  until  the 
meeting  of  Parliament,  by  which  Parliament  they  were  found 
guilty  of  a  conspiracy  against  the  king's  life  and  crown.  The 
holy  maiden,  together  with  Bocking  and  Dearing,  was  hanged 
at  Tyburn.  Before  the  execution  of  the  sentence,  it  is  reported 
that  she  made  publick  confession  of  the  whole,  calling  it  openly 
an  imposture,  laying  the  blame  on  the  priests  and  monks,  and 
craving  pardon  of  Ood  and  of  the  king. 

No  doubt  can  exist  in  any  dispassionate  and  truly  Catholick 
mind,  not  only  that  this  confession  was  the  devil's  work,  but 
also  that  it  came  directly  from  his  own  mouth,  under  the  form 
and  semblance  of  the  blessed  maiden.  The  historian  Saunders, 
in  his  work  on  the  martyrs  of  our  holy  ^th  under  King  Henry, 
would  enumerate  these  among  them :  but  even  in  Catholicks 
he  found  unbelievers.  Things  may  be  seen  too  near  to  be  seen 
in  their  just  proportions.  We  are  now  at  a  proper  distance  to 
discern  the  merits  of  Elizabeth  Barton.  When  they  were  laid 
before  the  Holiness  of  the  Pontif,  then  holding  the  keys,  he 
had  money  in  his  pocket ;  moreover  there  were  nobler  claimants 
for  precedency.  So  the  answer  of  his  Holiness  was  not  indeed 
angry  or  contemptuous,  but  somewhat  curt :  '^  Cazzo,  I  iaee 
already  too  many  Saint  MizabetAs  on  He  Calendar,  no  more  of 
them  for  me :  thie  last,  methinis,  turned  out  unlucky,^* 

It  is  idle  to  argue  with  Infallibility  without  the  banker  at 
hand.  Only  a  churchman  the  most  elevated  in  station  would 
venture  to  suggest  to  his  Beatitude  that  Canonisation  pays  by 
the  ducat.  Indulgence  by  the  quattrino.  Saints  and  marhrs 
and  miracles  must  be  put  into  requisition,  else  no  cathemJ 
will  commemorate  God's  justice  in  the  penal  fires  of  Smiihfield. 

Kissing  the  hem  of  the  purple,  I  have  the  honor  to  be 

Your  Eminence's  devoted  servant  and 

A  True  Believer. 
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LETTE3t  XL 

Permit  me  once  more  iii  all  humility  to  approach  your 
Eminence. 

No  Gatholick  in  this  unhappy  country  is  either  too  high  or 
too  low  for  persecution. 

The  suggestion  I  laid  before  your  Eminence,  last  week, 
hath  mmii^iately  provoked  tlie  most  unfEor  and  the  most 
crad  adversary,  who  wanders  far  beyond  it,  and  ventures  to 
call  in  question  the  wisdom,  and  even  the  Christianity,  of 
our  spiritual  directors.  It  was  indeed  imprudent,  as  your 
Eminence  signified  to  me,  to  have  given  the  publick  what  I 
submitted  to  your  graver  consideration.  Eeverence  preceded 
and  precluded  reflection:  zeal  impelled  me,  over-anxious  to 
prepare  the  eyes  of  my  dreaming  fellow-citizens  for  the 
apparition  of  another  shining  light. 

Easpo^tulatian  is  the  term  applied  to  the  insolent  notification 
I  enclose.  What  profane  and  execrable  words  will  your 
Eminence  find  therin !  These  are  only  an  infinitesimal  part 
of  the  dust  and  rubbish  cast  against  my  door  privately : 

"Can  you  Berioosly  think  that  you  PapiBts  have  not  impostors  enow 
already  f  Would  you  fiibricate  another  piece  of  coarse  incoherent  day  into 
a  new  object  of  worship  ?  Does  not  the  apostle  teU  us  that  we  shall  not 
worship  the  work  of  man's  hands  1** 

Nobody  in  his  senses  will  condescend  to  notice  these 
petulant  questions.  Such  irritation  can  only  awaken  us  to 
the  defence  of  our  blessed  faith,  as  we  received  it  at  the  hands 
of  our  shepherd:  such  aggravation  can  serve  only  to  consolidate 
the  keystone  in  the  magnificent  arch  of  the  sole  temple  that  is 
undefiled. 

Eminence  I  I  lose  my  patience:  pardon  me;  commiserate 
me.  Eool!  scoffer  I  can  he  be  ignorant  that  the  Eucharist 
itself,  by  which  alone  we  live  eternally,  is,  ''the  work  of  men^s 
handjB?''  Might  he  not  daily  see  upon  the  confectioner's 
fingers  the  identically  same  substance  as,  two  inches  farther 
off,  is  very  God  within  the  haK-hour?  I  tremble  at  the 
darkness  that  surrounds  him,  concealing  from  him  the 
precipice  at  his  feet,  down  which  he  is  about  to  plunge,  and 
to  be  consumed  at  the  bottom  (if  bottom  there  oe)  in 
unquenchable  fire  to  aU  eternity.  He  presumes  to  say,  as 
other  infidels  have  said  before  him,  that  it  is  only  a  simple 
altho  a  solemn  commemoration  of  an  awfully  sad  event.     He 
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calls  it  sad,  when  it  makes  us  what  we  are ;  he  calls  it  solemn^ 
when  we  enjoy  it  every  day,  at  the  tinkling  of  the  least  bell 
in  the  parish.  He  has  the  stupid  audacity  to  ask  me  how  it 
happens  that  the  only  true  faith  is  supported  by  such  a 
quantity  of  falsehoods ;  and  why,  if  they  were  not  to  the  taste 
and  to  the  benefit  of  the  clergy,  neither  Pope  nor  priest  had 
ever  set  his  shoulder  or  lifted  up  his  sprinkler  against  them. 
He  quibbles  about  the  blessed  Veronica;  he  ridicules  the 
miracle  of  the  partridges,  and  fifty  more,  equally  well 
authenticated.  Your  Eminence  will  see  twelve  closely-writter 
pages  of  large  letter-paper  containing  these  abominations,  briei 
as  he  is  on  each,  ana  pluming  his  vanity  on  selection  of  topic, 
arrangement  of  materials,  directness  of  application,  and  con- 
ciseness of  style.  Toward  the  close  of  his  communication,  h( 
takes  the  liberty  of  reminding  me  how  General  Championet  a1 
Naples  warned  the  priests  that  unless  Saint  Januarius  bled 
they  should.  ''The  priests,^'  says  the  scoffer,  "only  sweated 
the  saint  bled,  as  behoved  him/' 

Somewhat  in  the  way  of  peroration  and  summing  up,  h< 
asks  whether  a  man  who  lives  habitually  among  cheats  anc 
liars,  well  knowing  that  they  are  such  characters,  is  not  liable 
himself  to  a  similar  imputation;  whether,  if  he  doubts  tb 
testimony  borne  against  them,  he  ought  not  to  examine  i 
scrupulously ;  and  whether  it  is  merely  to  close  his  eyes  an( 
to  fear  a  danger  in  doubt.  He  insists  that  a  \vise  ana  hones^ 
man  will  attempt  to  separate  the  false  from  the  true,  and  wil 
drive  out  of  doors  the  impostor  and  interloper  who  woul( 
hinder  him.  Eminence !  what  is  to  be  done  when  reasoner 
are  so  subdolous  ?  He  acknowledges,  as  indeed  we  must  al 
acl^nowledge,  that  a  little  of  the  false  will  alight  and  adhen 
to  the  true;  and  that,  unless  it  is  removed  in  time,  it  wil 
harden  about  it,  and  perhaps  incorporate  with  it.  But  this  ii 
quite  inapplicable  to  our  pure  religion,  which  alone  retains  it 
primitive  form  and  beauty.  So  that  his  reflection  is  gratuitou 
and  idle,  where  he  observes  that,  altho  no  soil  or  stain  i 
observable  on  hand  and  face,  yet  we  wash  them  constantly! 
However,  he  is  not  what  sconers  usually  are,  ungentle  an( 
inhumane.  Heretick  as  he  is,  he  expresses  a  just  concern  fo 
the  calamities  of  his  Holiness  our  Lord,  confessing  that  it  wa 
a  melancholy  sight  to  see  God's  Vicegerent  in  a  jockey-caj 
and  jack-boots,  with  a  French  ambassador  holding  a  bottle  o 
hartshorn  at  his  nose,  when  he  had  forgotten  in  bis  hurry  t 
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&sten  round  his  loins  his  intermediate   external  garment^ 
forced  by  the  fEdthless  to  fly  in  despair  from  the  children  of 
Ids  bowels^  and  leaving  to  be  scattered  by  the  winds  of  heaven 
80  many  broken  promises  behind  him. 
Kissing  the  hem  of  the  purple^  I  have  the  honor  to  be 

Your  Enunence's  devoted  servant  and 

A  True  Believer. 

LETTER  in. 

I  AM  doomed^  it  seems^  my  Lord  Cardinal^  to  more  and 
more  tribulation.  The  correspondent^  or  antagonist^  if  such 
he  may  be  called,  when  ^'ego  vapulo  tantum'^  is  so  indiscreet 
as  to  question  me,  among  other  matters,  on  masses  for  the 
souls  of  the  dead. 

*'  Where  the  tree  fialls  there  must  it  lie,*'  says  he.  Foolish 
man!  Are  there  no  carpenters  and  joiners  to  cut  it  into 
beams  and  boards  and  scantlings,  according  to  its  quality  and 
its  bulk  ?  And  do  we  not  measure  the  human  tree,  and  apply 
it  to  such  purposes  as  we  deem  fit,  after  it  hath  ceast  to 
occupy  its  place  upon  the  earth. 

He  continues  at  one  moment  to  ask  questions  the  most 
captious  and  impertinent ;  at  another,  with  insidious  calm  and 
quietness,  to  make  the  most  unchristian  comments.  Would 
any  rational  man,  any  man  within  the  pale  of  humanity,  raise 
objections  against  the  usefulness  and  beneficence  of  masses 
for  souls  de^ct  ?  He  asks  whether  it  be  seemly  or  just  to 
charge  money  for  liberating  a  fellow  Christian  (if  such  a  place 
exist  and  such  a  feat  be  possible)  from  the  fires  of  purgatory  ? 
He  asks  whether  the  poorest  of  the  poor  is  not  often  known 
to  hazard  his  life  in  extinguishing  the  conflagration  of  a  cot- 
tage, and  without  the  slightest  hope  or  the  most  transient 
desire  of  reward.  He  asks  whether  no  schoolboy  has  himself 
been  drowned  in  attempting  to  rescue  another  from  drowning. 

**I  am  firmly  of  opinion,^'  says  the  unbeliever,  "that  a 
mass  can  no  more  affect  a  dead  Christian  than  a  dead  rat ;  no 
more  save  the  one  &om  perdition  than  the  other  from  putre- 
faction. If  you  believe  it  can,  you  ought  to  offer  it  gratuitously. 
Did  not  your  Saviour  give  gratuitously  that  for  which  you 
demand  a  price  ?  Nowhere  in  the  church  of  the  apostles  do 
I  find  a  tariff,  for  sins  of  all  dimensions,  pasted  on  the  wall. 
Indulgence  there  was  indeed  for  offences ;  and  the  cost  was 
tiie  same  for  each,  namely  the  cost  of  repentance.    He  who 
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offered  any  other  was  guilty  of  worse  than  simony  r  he  who 
received  any  other  sinned  against  the  Holy  Ghost :  he  violated 
that  divine  Spirit;  he  arrogated  to  himself  the  fonctions  of  the 
Father  and  oi  the  Son:  he  sold  his  Saviour  for  less  than  thirty 
pieces  of  silver,  when  by  no  trickery  he  could  obtain  so  much.  * 
Such  foul  reproaches,  my  Lord  Cardinal,  are  cast  into  our 
teeth,  and  under  the  nostrils  of  our  Holy  Father.  Never- 
theless we  must  forgive  and  forego,  until  it  shall  please  the 
Lord,  as  the  blessed  Psalmist  saith,  to  make  our  enemies  our 
footstool.  At  last  that  day  is  dawning.  Hourly  wiU  I  con- 
tinue to  exhort  the  faithful  to  forget  entirely  the  injuries  and 
insults  that  are  incessantly  heaped  upon  them;  and  sedulously 
will  I  particularise  one  after  another,  in  due  order,  to  ensure 
the  oblivion  I  preach ;  until  at  last  the  Catholick  Church,  rising 
triumphant,  dominant,  supreme,  and  sole,  wave  the  torch  of 
truth  above  her  head,  cast  it  among  the  heathen,  and  consume 
them  bodily  like  thriftless  flax. 

Kissing  the  hem  of  the  purple,  I  have  the  honor  to  be 
Your  Eminence's  devoted  servant  and 

A  True  Beuever. 

LETTER  IV. 

Casuists  there  are,  my  lord  Cardinal,  who  doubt,  or  pretend 
to  doubt,  whether  the  atheist  or  the  heretick  be  the  worse. 
Surelv  the  whole  immemorial  practice  of  our  holy  Church 
affords  a  sufficient  evidence  of  her  decisive  and  irreversible 
judgment  on  this  head.  If  a  neighbour,  when  invited  and 
entreated,  will  not  enter  my  house,  he  is  worse  to  me  than  a 
stranger.  A  younger  son  who  involves  an  elder  in  a  vexatious 
and  pertinacious  lawsuit,  instead  of  helping  him  to  increase 
the  patrimony  by  getting  whatever  can  be  got  from  the  sweat 
and  simplicity  of  the  tenants,  is  wickedly  unwise,  raising  up 
an  insuperable  fence  of  separation,  and  exciting  no  end  of 
rancour  by  what  he  calls  an  improved  system  of  husbandry. 
What  are  we  to  think  of  the  man  who  stands  afar  off,  foldii^ 
his  arms  and  quietly  smiling  at  both  ?  Lukewaminess  is  per- 
haps as  odious  in  the  sight  of  Ood  as  even  the  doubt  or  denial 
of  his  existence.  In  our  spiritual  as  in  our  carnal  food  we 
prefer  the  hot  or  the  cold  to  the  lukewarm.  And  are  we  not 
made  in  God's  image  P  and  are  we  not  taught  to  love  and  hate 
as  He  does  ?  Atheism,  I  grieve  to  rememoer,  hath  heretofore 
.  taken  her  seat  even  in  the  Conclave  together  with  Poetry  and 
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F^iganism ;    and  cardinals  have  composed  and  sung  lascivious 

ferses  when  they  ought  to  have  chaunted  the  miserere.    They 

have  thrown  open  the  doors  of  the  temple  to  the  pretended 

Gods  and  Goddesses  of  antiquity^  who  shouldered  and  trampled 

on  the  toes  of  our  blessed  saints  and  martyrs.     Yet  Atheism 

hath  always  been  less  loquacious  against  us  than  obtrusive  and 

wrangling  Heresy.      She  follows  us  step  by  step,  comes  up  to 

us,  looks  into  our  faces,  enters  the  front  door  with  us,  sits  upon 

our  skirts,  and  sometimes  eyes  our  victuals  with  a  wistful  eye ; 

until  at  last  we  have  been  fain  to  take  up  the  poker  or  the 

brand  in  self-defence.    There  are  atheists  on  our  own  manors : 

we  do  not  exterminate,  we  do  not  hunt  them  down.     Weazels 

and  polecats  are  often  of  use  in  preserves,  against  more  prolific 

vennin :  a  few  atheists  in  like  manner  are  tolerated  round  the 

homestead  of  the  Church :   we  have  traps  and  fumigations  for 

them  when  they  grow  too  numerous.     There  is  one  dogma  of 

our  holy  Church  against  which  the  calmest  atheist  joins  the 

fiercest  heretick. 

**Tht  earth  it  the  LonTt,  and  aUthatia  therein:* 

They  would  equally  wrest  this  verity  awry :  they  would  take 
away  the  earth  from  the  Lord's  Vicegerent :  they  would  deny 
that  the  bodies,  minds,  hearts,  souls  of  men,  bdon^  to  him. 
Inaenaate  creatures  !  hath  he  not  power  to  order  the  body  what 
species  of  food  it  shall  receive;  and  at  what  day,  and  at  what 
hour  of  the  day,  it  shall  receive  it ;  and  to  what  extent  of  time 
it  shall  abstain  ?  Hath  he  not  power  to  dictate  what  studies 
the  mind  shall  pursue ;  what  truths  it  shall  admit ;  and  what 
otiier  truths  (however  demonstrated)  it  shall  reject  ?  Hath  he 
not  power  to  tear  away  the  heart  from  parent,  brother,  sister, 
fne^i  naj.  even  from  sacrament,  the  sa^ment  of  matrimony, 
to  confine  it  for  life  to  the  cloister,  to  nail  it  to  the  cross  ? 
Hath  he  not  power  to  liberate  the  soul  from  sin  and  sin's 
penalty,  and  equal  power  to  hold  it  doum  in  everlasting 
torment  ? 

I  tremble,  partly  at  this  superhuman  power,  and  partly  at 
the  aadacious  impiety  that  would  contest  it. 

Elissing  the  hem  of  the  purple,  I  have  the  honor  to  be 

Your  Eminence's  devoted  servant  and 

A  True  Beuevee. 
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LETTER  V. 

Recovered  from  the  consternation  in  which  I  threw  myself 
at  the  feet  of  your  Eminence,  when  I  beheld  the  immorality  of 
those  wretched  men  who  would  strip  of  his  attributes  the 
Holiness  of  our  Lord,  again  I  take  in  hand  the  question 
of  Indulgences.  Truly  they  appear  to  be  as  necessary  for  the 
building  of  St.  Peter's  in  London  as  they  were  for  the 
completion  of  St.  Peter's  in  the  metropolis  of  the  Christian 
world.  Insuperable  fear  comes  over  me,  lest  as  many  centuries 
should  elapse  between  the  foundation  and  erection  of  ours  in 
England  as  of  that  glorious  one  which  overshadows  the  Conti- 
nent. With  what  sickness  of  soul  and  heaviness  of  heart  do  I 
turn  over  the  pages  of  grave  Catholick  historians  in  their 
mention  of  Papal  Indulgences!  Guicciardini,  in  his  four- 
teenth book,  referring  to  the  promulgation  of  those  which  the 
heretical,  in  their  pravity,  pretend  to  have  occasioned  the 
Lutheran  schism,  says  (I  lear  the  trembling  of  my  hand 
at  such  impiety  in  a  son  of  the  Church  may  render  the  words 
illegible) : 

''He'*  (namely  our  Holy  Father)  ''had  dispersed  over  all  the  world, 
without  distinction  of  time  and  place,  the  most  ample  Inctulgences,  not 
only  for  the  benefit  of  the  living,  but  also  for  liberating  the  souls  of  the 
dead  from  the  paius  of  Purgatory.  Which  fiiculties  being  notoriously 
granted  to  extort  men*s  money,  and  being  imprudently  exercised  by  those 
who  had  contributed  for  the  sale  of  them,  excited  in  many  places  great 
indignation  and  scandal,  especially  in  Germany,  where  many  administratoFS 
of  the  Holy  See  were  selling  them  quite  a  bargain,  and  the  power  of 
delivering  a  soul  from  Puigatory  was  pUyed  for  at  hazard  in  the  Tavern." 

Even  Paolo  Giovio,  who  was  much  with  the  Holy  Father, 
says  inadvertently  that  the  profusion  of  his  Indulgences  was 
injurious  to  his  credit  and  reputation;  but,  as  becomes  a 
Catholick,  he  remarks  at  the  same  time  that  they  were  ''old 
instruments  of  the  Popedom  to  get  money  .^'  I  wish  he  had 
added,  ''and  to  save  souls/'  But  he  fancied  he  was  doing 
quite  enough  in  showing  its  authority  thro  its  antiquity.  It 
is  only  what  is  seasoned  that  is  sure  to  stand :  what  is  unsea- 
soned warps :  fire  alone  can  bend  it  back  again,  bring  its  edges 
close  together,  and  make  it  hold. 

Indulgences,  like  other  necessaries  of  life,  may  fall  in  price, 
to  the  detriment  of  the  landlord.  The  Church,  however,  hath 
granaries  under  it  which  never  fail.  Miracles,  under  the 
auspices  of  the  Holy  Father,  may  be  multiplied  to  any  amount; 
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the  faithfol  may  at  small  cost  be  fed  with  salubrious 
tenance  from   the   bones  of    saints.       Bidicule,  always 
v'eling,  will  never  afiFect  with  its  venomous  breath  their 
ifying  influence.      And  should  worldly  Wisdom,   called 
losophy,  come  forth  against  them,  taxe  them  up,  turn 
m  over  and  weigh  them,   pretending  to  estimate,  but 
living  to   depreciate  them;    should    this    same  worldly 
sdom   lift  her   audacious   front   and   sacrilegious   hand, 
[lacing  the  outermost*  part  of  the  incorruptible  Church 
ich  enshrines   them;   we  have  lay  ministers  within  call, 
iy  men,  pious  men,  men  of  pure  faith,  and  of  Ufe  irre- 
lachable,   decorous  Irishmen,   tens  of  thousands  in  our 
tropolis,  ever  readv  to  maintain  peace  among  men  of  good- 
ly at  the  hazard  oi  limb  and  Ufe,  under  the  ensign  of  the 
168.     We  know  their  names  and  habitations,  and  they  know 
r  voice.     Devout  and  tractable,  these  worthy  communicants, 
ring  each  his  certificate  of  absolution  from  every  sin,  past 
1  future,  may  be  commanded  to  bring  back  by  the  ear  the 
«p  that  have  strayed  from  our  fold.  Lenity  may  be  promised 
the  more  obedient;  they  must,  however,  learn  that  they  are 
s;  that  their  secession,  or  the  secession  of  their  forefathers, 
grievous  and  equal  crime  in  them,  whichever  shall  have 
mitted  it ;  that  altho  justice  condemns,  yet  charity,  by  due 
ement,  may  overlook  it.     A  fugitive  slave  is  not  only 
led  from  whomsoever  he  may  have  taken  refuge  with,  but 
bound  and  scourged.     Unconditional  obedience,  in  the 
rmance  of  whatever  work  his  master  shall  appoint  for 
alone  can  expiate  his  crime. 

:5urring  to  the  point  from  which  I    started,   I   fear 

Eminence  may  oe  perplext   (if  indeed  anything  can 

1  your  sagacity)  in  the  choice  of  distributors  of  Indul- 

and  receivers  of  the  money.     Patronage  in  this,  as  in 

er  employments,  is  much  to  be  considered.     Having 

fore  your  Eminence  the  publick  papers  and  the  debates 

ament,  it  is  unnecessary  for  me  to  mention  the  bishops, 

md  chapters,  which  have  applied  to  their  own  uses, 

er  year,  large  sums  devized  by  benefactors  for  the 

ance  of  schools  and  charities.     It  was  not  enough  to 

their  pious  brethren  of  what  they  had  reluctantly 

and  furtively  seized  back ;  they  have  turned  inside- 

»ocket  of  chorister  and  charity-boy.    The  patrons  of 

fts,  holding  the  highest  places  in  Parliament|  draw 
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the  popular  attention  from  them  toward  what  they  are  pleased 
to  call  the  aggressions  of  the  Papacy.  This  cry,  factious  and 
factitious,  cannot  be  long  kept  up,  nor  can  the  capacious  lawn 
sleeve  conceal  or  contain  the  spoil.  People  will  rip  it  from 
wrist  to  elbow  ere  long,  and  down  will  diof  bag  after  bag. 
Meanwhile,  might  it  not  be  advisable  to  comfort  the  said 
bishops,  deans,  and  chapters,  offering  them  a  somewhat  of 
indemnity,  by  the  appointment  of  them  to  the  partner  receiver- 
ship and  restricted  sale  of  Indulgences  P  We  must  be  watch- 
ful :  it  may  be  difficult  to  detect  them,  so  expert  and  practised 
are  they  in  the  commission  of  frauds  and  purloinings ;  out  with 

Satience  we  are  sure  of  it ;    and  what  they  have  not  already 
one  for  the  furtherance  of  our  holy  religion,  they  will  do.   In 
the  hour  of  their  abasement  and  contrition  we  shall  be  ready  to 
receive  them  into  the  bosom  of  the  Church. 
Kissing  the  hem  of  the  purple,  I  have  the  honor  to  be 

Your  Eminence's  devoted  servant  and 

A  Teue  Believer. 

LETTER  VI. 

Impiett  upon  impiety!  abomination  upon  abomination! 
When  I  remonstrated  against  the  levity  and  indecency  with 
which  the  unworthy  son  of  my  old  friend  the  squire  spoke 
about  the  procession  of  our  Holy  Father  toward  Naples ;  when 
I  lauded  the  humility  of  his  Beatitude  in  assunung  a  garb 
apparently  but  little  suited  to  the  king  of  kings,  the  only  ruler 
of  princes ;  when  I  reminded  him  that  our  blessed  Saviour 
whom  he  represents,  and  whom  on  that  occasion  he  more 
especially  represented,  entered  Jerusalem  on  an  ass     .     . 

"  Father  ! "  said  the  reprobate,  "  the  blessed  Lord  whom 
we  Protestants  serve  in  all  humility,  and  alone,  hath  been  un- 
seated, and  his  saddle  occupied  by  a  sharper  in  embroidered 
slippers  and  a  scarlet  robe.  However,  I  will  freely  confess  to 
you  his  merits  as  a  jockey  :  he  beats  the  best  at  Astley^s  :  he 
rides  not  only  one  ass  but  many  :  all  braying  in  chorus  to  a 
band  of  wind-instruments.  Lately  I  was  present  when,  leaping 
from  one  animal  to  another,  he  cried  imperiously  to  a  bedizenea 
groom^  in  the  words  of  Shakspeare, 

*  Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  field  to-morrow.* 

The  groom  had  already  made  white  Surrey  so  docile,  that  I 
saw  him  bend  his  knee  and  lay  down  his  head  before  the 
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stableboy.  White  Surrey  is  a  fine  handsome  creature, 
but  there  are  many  who  doubt  his  blood  and  dislike  his 
action/' 

I  stood  amazed.  He  then  reverted  thus  to  his  Beatitude's 
procession. 

*'  In  the  Hejira  from  Rome  the  Holy  Spirit  was  less  per- 
ceptible than  the  Spirit  of  Hartshorn,  administered  by  the 
French  Ambassador ;  and  the  coach  (I  hear)  displayed  on  the 
carpet  less  of  sanctification  than  of  humifaction.'' 

To  this  indelicate  taunt  my  answer  was  ready. 

"  Sir !  what  in  the  Pharmacopoeia  is  called  spirit  of  harhhom^ 
is  not  always,  if  ever,  the  effluvium  from  the  genus  cervinum, 
but  is  extracted  by  the  application  of  fire  from  the  horn  of  any 
animal.  In  the  case  you  have  cited  we  know  pretty  well 
whence  proceeded  both  the  fire  and  the  horn.  The  liquefaction,' 
superficial  and  vesicular,  of  his  Beatitude,  is  preserved  ia 
pbiials  to  cure  the  diseases  of  the  faithful.  The  fire  was 
extinct  before  him;  the  horn  was  evanescent;  the  odour 
was  left  as  a  testimony,  not  unmingled  with  one  more 
salutiferous.'' 

He  laughed  outright  in  my  face.  Might  it  not  be  well  to 
bring  attestations  to  the  fact,  my  Lord  Cardinal  ?  It  may  be 
discussed  in  open  court,  and  witnesses  may  be  examined,  after 
due  preparation :  first  of  all  his  Excellency  the  Trench 
Ambassador.  The  jury  will  never  venture  to  decide  against 
tts  in  any  country  of  true  believers.  In  France  they  will,  as 
they  lately  did,  declare  their  incompetency.  If  they  are 
adverse  and  contumacious,  then  proceedings  may  be  instituted 
against  them,  as  accomplices  of  criminals  who  excite  to  dis- 
cord. Many  who  were  compelled  by  the  laws  to  swear 
obedience  to  the  Republick  have  died  in  prison  for  uttering 
the  very  name.  Fraternity,  brotherly  love,  to  which  they  also 
swore,  comes  under  the  head  of  socialism,  wliich  is  interdicted. 
Passages  of  the  '  Evangile '  are  quoted  as  countenancing  it, 
and  supported  by  the  very  words  of  our  Saviour.  Surely  it  is 
high  time  that  our  blessed  Lord  Pio  Nono  should  lay  his 
interdict  on  the  utterers  of  such  blasphemy.  His  predecessors 
have  turned  over  a  more  impressive  and  less  questionable  page, 
m  which  our  Saviour  tells  them  that  he  brought  not  peace,  but 
t  a  sword  into  the  world  :  and  where,  in  then:  blindness,  they 
♦     would  read  Peace  on  earthy  and  good-will  to  men,  the  true 

I    leading  is,  Teace  to  men  of  good-will ;  that  is,  men  of  good- 
t  o 


I 
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will  toward  us,  and  those  men  only.  This  we  repeat  and 
inculcate  from  the  altar  on  the  Lord's  day. 

Eminence !  the  infidels  are  beginning,  as  you  perceive,  to 
mingle  scoffs  with  rancour.  On  my  remarking  to  one  of  them, 
a  member  of  Parliament,  that  the  Queen's  ministers  had  con- 
cocted a  bill  over  the  fire  of  hell,  wliich  they  had  not  the 
courage  to  enforce;  that  we  had  openly  set  it  at  defiance ;  that 
we  had  broken  through  and  through  it ;  that  it  was  a  matter 
of  wonder  how  such  feeble  swaggerers  should  ever  find  sucli 
stout  and  consistent  supporters  in  both  Houses  of  Piirliament ; 
he,  who  was  heartily  sick  of  the  Session,  and  was  about  to 
start  for  the  moors  of  Scotland,  thus  briefly,  in  a  tone  of  calm 
derision,  replied, 

"  The  sportsmen  who  take  so  inaccurate  an  aim  ought  to 
bring  into  the  field  many  staunch  retrievers/' 

By  the  levity  of  this  speech.  Eminence,  I  thought  he  was 
makmg  game  of  me.  But  better  so  than  persecute  us  in  the 
horrible  way  his  party  are  doing,  under  the  vain  pretence  that 
we  have  no  right  to  the  churches  and  revenues  which  our 
ancestors  built  and  endowed.  They  dare  to  assert  that  our 
ancestors  were  theirs  also ;  that  they  descend  from  an  elder 
brother,  who  was  defrauded  and  ejected  under  a  counterfeit 
will  and  testament ;  that  there  are  proofs  of  bastardy  in  our 
progenitor ;  that  he  was  driven  out  of  the  countries  where  he 
was  best  known  for  manifold  acts  of  profligacy ;  that  he  had 
committed  both  murder  and  incest;  that  he  had  received  bribes 
for  concealing  and  countenancing  in  others  these  enormous 
crimes ;  finally,  that  he  had  been  reduced  to  so  low  estate  that 
he  had  sold  lollipops  in  the  publick  street,  and  advertised 
them  at  every  comer  and  in  every  brothel,  as  the  best  and 
safest  remedy  for  all  diseases. 

Worse,  if  possible,  than  this ;  they  quote  a  text  of  Scripture. 

"As  ye  mote  it  shftll  be  meted  unto  you.** 

And  they  tell  us  it  is  only  fair  that  we  shall  enjoy  all  the 
privileges  which  the  Holy  Eather  grants  to  the  refractory ;  and 
no  other.  What  folly  and  inconsistency,  when  the  Parliament 
has  conceded,  long  ago,  many  more  and  incomparably  greater. 
And  now,  forsooth !  they  set  their  mastifs  at  our  Shepherd  1 
and  for  no  better  reason  than  because  he  would  whistle  the 
sheep  into  the  ancient  fold^  marking  them  with  his  raddle^  and 
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making  them  indistinguishable  from  his  own.  Many  of  their 
old  rams  and  bell-wethers  have  already  entered,  and  many 
ewes  and  yearlings  have  been  allured  by  the  bells  and  by  the 
odour  to  follow.     Cantemus !  oreraus ! 

Kissing  the  hem  of  the  purple,  I  have  the  honor  to  be 
Your  Eminence's  devoted  servant  and 

A  True  Belie\ter. 

LETTER  VIL 

Eminence  !  I  have  obeyed  your  injunctions.  No  more  con- 
versations or  conferences  have  I  held  with  a  creature  so  insane 
as  to  bring  the  naked  Evangile  up  to  my  very  eyes  without 
the  authority  and  the  glosses  oi  our  holy  Church.  Little 
better  hath  it  fared  with  me  since  my  repudiation  of  him,  in 
my  zeal  to  proselytize.  Several  young  ladies,  it  is  true,  in- 
dmed  an  ear  to  me,  persuaded  how  convenient,  in  a  secular 
point  of  view,  are  confessors.  Young  unmarried  men  bear 
more  sympathies  toward  young  unmarried  women  than  austere 
and  suspicious  parents,  or  maiden  aunts  or  jealous  cousins. 
Knots,  which  the  ignorant  tie  faster  by  trying  to  imravel,  are 
easily  solved  by  fingers  which  the  clirysm  nath  lubricated. 
The  confessor  takes  the  penitent  to  his  bosom,  touches  the 
quick  of  her  heart  with  fire  from  the  altar,  wipes  away  her 
tears,  penetrates  to  their  sources,  and  pours  into  the  fresh 
wound  the  sweetest  balm.  Nothing  is  hidden  from  him ;  her 
conscience  is  as  open  to  him  as  his  own ;  he  looks  into  it  from 
above;  another  superintending  Providence.  I  have  been 
enabl^  to  lead  many  into  the  right  way,  by  holding  in  pro- 
spective the  sacrament  of  matrimony.  By  converting  the 
young  maiden,  we  convert  by  her  instrumentality  the  young 
man :  and  by  converting  the  young  man,  we  show  him  where- 
withal to  smoothen,  mollify,  and  overcome,  whatever  slight 
spinosities  may  exist  between  them. 

By  command  of  your  Eminence  I  went  aboard  two  of  the 
ships  about  to  set  sail  from  Liverpool  to  America.  Might  it 
not  be  well  in  the  Archbishop,  Primate  of  all  Ireland,  to  issue 
his  orders  that  the  same  vessel  do  never  take  as  passagers 
the  true  believer  and  the  protestant  ?  Ships  are  surely  the 
first  and  foremost  of  ungodly  schools.  It  would  be  difficulty 
nay,  it  would  be  impossible,  to  separate  the  catholick  from 
the  heretick  throughout  a  voyage  across  the  Atlantick.  Eriend- 
ships  might  be  formed  injurious  to  the  faith ;  and  spurio\i& 
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children  miglit,  within  the  year,  be  the  offspring  of  unlawful 
and  unchristian  marriages.  Portentous  clouds  hke  these  must 
oft^n  have  troubled  the  serenity  of  your  observant  mind.  My 
exhortations  and  expostulations,  with  God's  grace,  have  not 
been  quite  ineffectual.  I  have  succeeded,  on  many  occasions, 
in  dissuading  the  true  Irishman  from  intercourse  with  the 
false.  Unhappily  it  was  not  always  that  I  found  the  un- 
questioning and  compliant.  The  master  of  our  steamer  was 
an  American.  He  listened  at  first  with  great  attention  to 
my  discourse :  he  looked  sedate,  dutiful,  and  reverential :  at 
last  said  he, 

"]\Iaster !  how  many  proselytes  have  you  lugged  by  the  ear 
into  your  sty  \iithin  a  quarter  of  a  century  ?  " 

Aft^r  a  mild  reproof,  repressing  my  indignation,  and  seeing 
no  Irishman  or  other  with  a  fit  instrument  of  chastisement 
in  his  hand,  I  repUed :  "  Sir !  our  church  is  pure  and  unde- 
filed :  swine  may  enter  it,  but  they  come  out  lambs.  I  will 
venture  to  assert  that,  within  the  term  you  fix,  we  have  in 
divers  countries,  and  especially  in  England,  brought  home 
unto  our  fold  three  thousand  erring  souls.'' 

"  Well  done,  master,"  cried  he,  "  and  I  guess  you  think  it 
a  proof  that  your  religion  flogs  all  others." 

"It  is  a  proof,"  answered  I,  "that  others  could  not  resist 
the  verities  it  inculcates." 

"  What  the  verities  are,"  said  he,  "  I  am  quite  at  a  loss  to 
find  out :  but  you  have  stowed  such  a  cargo  of  rotten  lies 
into  the  hold,  that  I  doubt  they  will  ferment  and  blow  up 
your  ship.  Pictures  bleeding  and  rolling  their  eyes ;  wenches 
with  wonderful  figures  imprest  upon  their  stomachs  and  their 
linen  !  My  eyes !  Our  ladies  in  trousers  are  nothing  to  this. 
Well,  but  as  the  song  says : 

'  Parson,  leave  the  girls  aloney* 

and  come  straightway  to  the  multiplication-table.  Tliree 
thousand ;  aye  ?  That  is  the  figure,  ain't-it  ?  Proof  of  truth; 
aivlUit  ?  Joe  Smith  then  beats  you  hollow.  Joe,  without 
casting  his  beagles  off  through  every  bush  and  wild  country 
in  Europe,  has  converted  in  the  same  time  three  hundred 
thousand  to  his  true  faith.  He  has  founded  and  filled  a  State : 
he  has  priests,  if  not  as  plentiful,  as  stout  and  resolute  as 
yours,  and  confessors  who  perform  as  many  daily  miracles  in 
curing  deafness  among  the  female  penitents." 
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Tour  Eminence  charged  me  to  report  verbatim  and  seriatim 
my  experiences.     These  Mormons  are  supplanting  us. 

Kissing  the  hem  of  the  purple,  I  have  the  honor  to  be 
Your  Eminence's  devoted  servant  and 

A  Teue  Believer. 

LETTER  VIIL 

My  Lord  Cardinal !  In  the  last  missive  which  I  had  the 
honor  of  addressing  to  your  Eminence,  I  mentioned  (altho 
I  expressed  it  inadequately)  how  confounded  I  was  at  the  rude- 
ness, how  shocked  at  the  impiety,  of  that  American  captain, 
who  pretended  to  demonstrate,  not  logically,  but  arithmetically, 
a  power  displayed  by  an  itinerant  preacher  in  his  country, 
superior  to  any  exerted  in  Europe  by  the  Holiness  of  our 
Lord !  He  calculated  the  number  of  conversions ;  and  accord- 
ing to  his  summary,  the  converts  of  Joe  Smith  within  an  equal 
period  were  tenfold  more  numerous,  under  the  guidance  to 
Satan,  than  the  converts  to  Pio  Nono  under  the  immediate 
inspiration  of  the  adorable  Virgin  !  The  blasphemous  vaga- 
bond, who  preached  httle  but  temperance  and  industry,  was 
ultimately  led  by  the  devil  into  the  wilderness,  where  he  died, 
as  he  deserved,  by  an  untimely  and  a  violent  death.  It  is  only 
to  be  regretted  tnat  the  execution  was  performed  by  a  mob : 
but  in  that  benighted  hemisphere,  although  the  better  part,  the 
southern,  is  pure  and  catholick,  there  is  no  Holy  Office  of 
Inquisition,  no  prudent,  beneficent,  overruling  Sovran,  as  those 
in  Naples  and  even  in  Prussia. 

Eminence  1  the  Americans  have  wide  mouths,  made  expressly 
for  grinning ;  otherwise  I  would  have  remarked  to  my  scoffer 
that  the  visible  interposition  of  Angels  guarded  the  Beatitude 
of  our  Lord,  from  the  moment  when  he  mounted  the  coach- 
step,  until  that  happier  moment  when  he  raised  from  the  earth 
his  dutiful  son,  monarch  of  the  Two  Sicilies.  Nothing  worse 
attended  his  course  than  a  slight  oscillation  of  the  bowels, 
which,  together  with  its  consequences,  from  zenith  to  nadir, 
had  subsided  ere  he  knelt  on  the  velvet  cushion  in  his  orator)'. 

Following  the  counsels  and  ordinances  of  your  Eminence,  I 
have  abstained  from  a  second  encounter  with  the  sly  and  in- 
sidious questioners  of  the  Trans-Atlantic  race.  Whatever 
poor  abilities  your  Eminence  is  graciously  pleased  to  assign 
unto  me,  have  been  strenuously,  however  unsuccessfully,  exerted. 
Por  my  next   disputant    I    selected  a  grave  elderly  man. 
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apparently  of  courteous  manners  and  a  contemplative  physio- 
gnomy. I  began  as  usual  with  professing  how  open  I  was  to  con- 
viction, how  desirous  to  be  set  right  when  T  was  wrong,  and  how 
anxious  to  remove  any  painful  and  dangerous  doubt,  not  only 
from  my  own  mind,  but  also  and  equadly  from  the  mind  of 
others.  He  bowed  and  said  he  was  quite  sure  of  it.  Could  I 
believe  him  ?  Did  he  believe  me  ?  Why  did  I  ask  myself 
either  of  these  two  questions  ?  I  waved  them  off,  easily  as  the 
mesmerist  waves  off  sleep  from  the  brow  of  the  mesmerised. 
Heaven  I  thought  had  opened  to  me.  I  had  only  to  walk 
before  my  sheep  and  lie  would  follow  me  into  our  fold. 
Alas !  the  Devil  in  all  his  wiliness  and  might  stood  invisible 
between  us. 

I  began  by  demonstrating  how  near  was  the  Anglican  Church 
to  the  Boman ;  and  what  multitudes  of  holy  men  had  walked 
across  without  perceiving  it,  and  were  almost  in,  when,  being 
jeered  by  the  populace  round  them,  they  grew  resolute,  swore 
they  had  their  wits  about  them  more  than  ever,  and  went 
thro  the  open  door.  He  listened  attentively,  and  said,  *'I 
know  several  of  these  gentlemen  in  high  collars,  stiff  cravats, 
and  green  spectacles;  we  have  only  to  laugh  at  them,  and 
they  will  do  anything  to  show  their  contempt  for  us,  and 
how  immeasurably  they  themselves  are  above  the  reach  of  it. 
When  I  was  younger,  I  do  verily  believe  I  should  have  expe- 
rienced a  touch  of  pleasure  and  pride  in  making  a  convert  or 
comforting  a  penitent,  or  catching  the  skirts  of  a  waverer.''  I 
started ;  but  when  I  saw  he  was  serious  and  shook  his  head,  I 
encouraged  him  by  the  assurance  that  it  must  be  late  in  life, 
very  late  indeed,  when  we  should  despair  of  our  ability,  or  our 
call,  to  perform  one  or  other  of  things  so  desirable.  Again  he 
shook  his  head,  and  acknowledged  that  he  wanted  both  energy 
and  faith  for  the  performance. 

^'  Take  courage,  sir,''  said  I.  ''  Let  there  be  the  will,  and 
there  soon  comes  the  vocation.  Faith  ?  want  faith  ?  Behold 
our  glorious  convert.  Doctor  Newman  !  Has  he  not  had  the 
courage  to  declare  that  nobody  in  his  senses  can  doubt  for  a 
moment  the  Blessed  Virgin's  house  having  been  carried  by 
angels  through  the  air,  over  seas  and  ilands,  over  cities  and 
over  mountain-tops,  and  deposited  at  Loreto  ?  Has  he  not  had 
the  truly  Catholick  spirit  to  avow  his  unqualified  belief,  that  a 
blessed  saint  was  safely  carried  on  his  cloak  over  the  immen- 
sity of  tempestuous  waves;  and  to  protest  that  this  miracle,  and 
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every  other  acknowledged  by  Holy  Church,  is  quite  as  credible, 
quite  as  much  an  article  of  faith,  as  any  worked  by  our  Saviour 
in  the  presence  of  the  apostles  and  of  thousands  round  about  ? 
Hie  learned  and  logical  doctor  has  enforced  on  the  conscience 
of  every  true  believer,  that  the  miracles  performed  under  the 
Popes  are  exactly  of  the  same  quality  and  importance  as  those 
performed  in  the  presence  and  recorded  by  the  testimony  of  the 
apostles ;  and  he  would  treat  with  utter  contempt  the  captious 
quibbler,  who  should  venture  to  ask  him  whether  the  necessity 
was  as  urgent,  the  utility  as  great,  and  the  testimony  as  credi- 
ble :  who  should  remark  that  Christ  and  his  apostles  worked 
their  miracles  for  the  conversion  of  unbelievers ;  and  that  the 
Papal  saints  and  Papal  angels,  in  hours  of  idleness,  played  at 
these  with  handkerchefs,  cloaks,  rings,  necklaces,  &c.,  among 
good  simple  people  who  believed  already  in  everything  that  was 
told  them.  I  et  Dr.  Newman  is,  with  the  sole  exception  of 
Mr.  Kenelm  Digby,*  the  most  learned  and  the  most  dexterous 
theologian  within  the  pale  of  the  Roman  Catholick  Church.^' 

He  smiled  for  the  first  time  bitterly.  "We  know,'*  said  he, 
"that  Christ  and  his  apostles  gained  only  scorn,  scourges, 
imprisonment,  and  death.  We  know  that  the  impudent 
knaves  who  took  their  places,  when  they  were  safer,  forged 
wills  and  other  documents  in  order  to  retain  them.  We 
know  that  the  professors  of  poverty  were  the  amassers  of  wealth; 
that  they  were  receivers  of  stolen  goods  and  confederates  of 
robbers.  We  know  that  every  crime  had  its  stated  price ;  that 
the  price  of  a  crime  was  to  be  paid  down  on  the  nail;  that  the 
price  of  virtue  was  to  be  paid  at  a  distant  day,  and  in  another 
world.  After  all,  the  main  question  is  about  the  possession  of 
wealth  and  distribution  of  power.  You  cry  out  before  you  are 
hurt,  well  knowing  that  you  never  will  be,  unless  you  try  your 
hand  at  the  temporalities.  The  Act  of  Parliament  wliich 
raises  so  much  clamour  among  you  is  waste  paper ;  and  the 
minister  who  framed  its  preamble  showed  exactly  what  he 
meant  by  it,  when  he  addressed  it  in  a  letter  to  the  richest  of 
the  bishops.  They  all  took  the  alarm  :  the  people  laughed ; 
seeing  the  little  old  woman  throw  up  her  rod  so  high  that  it 
caught  on  a  nail,  and  she  could  not  reach  it  if  she  would.  She 
only  scowls,  as  becomes  her  station ;  unless  she  did,  the 
guardians  would  turn  her  out  for  remissness,  difficult  as  they 
Know  it  is  to  find  another  such  old  woman  to  fill  her  place. 

*  Author  of  the  Age$  of  Faith, 
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Eeligioii  lias  nothing  to  do  in  the  business,  and  Keason  but 
little.  Reason  has  a  weaker  dominion  in  this  world,  and  fewer 
subjects  than  Interest  has/' 

*'  But  we  are  poor/'  said  I.  "  Involuntarily/'  retorted  he. 
If  you  catch  at  a  feather  on  the  surface  of  the  stream,  you 
would  swallow  a  wonn  at  the  bottom.  You  seize  titles  with 
avidity,  and  throw  off  yarn  stockings  for  silk.  Nevertheless 
you  would  order  aU  other  men  to  be  abstinent  where  the  appe- 
tite is  more  natural.  Possibly  some  of  them  have  as  strong  an 
appetite  on  the  Friday  as  on  the  Thursday,  and  think  it  little 
sin  or  shame  to  give  a  rasher  of  bacon  a  practical  preference 
over  a  red  lierring.  Possibly  they  may  have  heard,  what  I 
know  to  be  a  fact,  that  certain  heads  of  families  take  out  a 
yearly  license  for  themselves  and  children  to  eat  butcher's  meat 
in  Lent,  while  they  who  need  it  more,  being  more  laborious, 
must  not  have  their  cutlet ;  for  if  by  hard  work  they  can  gain 
enough  to  pay  the  butcher,  there  is  not  enough  left  to  pay  the 
Pope.  Possibly  if  they  knew  the  legend  of  Arion,  they  deemed 
it  less  miraculous  that  he  should  be  carried  on  the  back  of  a 
dolphin  thro  the  sea,  than  that  a  gouty  old  marquis  should  be 
carried  up  to  heaven  on  the  shoulder  of  a  codfish,  or  between 
a  lobster's  claws.  Possibly  the  hale  young  countryman,  altho 
he  is  tormented  by  no  wild  desire  to  be  imited  in  the  bonds  of 
holy  matrimony  to  a  venerable  aunt;  altho  he  sees  many  a 

Eretty  girl  of  whom  he  oftener  thinks  than  of  his  niece ;  altho 
is  appetite  never  was  keen  after  the  pi^ce  de  resistance  in  the 
elderly  lady,  and  he  thought  it  discreet  to  abstain  from  the 
fricandeau  in  the  niece,  yet  he  wondered  on  what  principle  of 
therapeutics  God's  carver  sent  either  of  them  to  the  plethorick. 
Possibly  he  fancied  that  being  invited  to  the  Lord's  table,  no 
waiter  should  come  at  the  close  of  the  entertainment  with  a 
long  account  in  his  hand,  collaring  him  and  cursing  liim,  and 
turning  him  out  of  doors,  unless  he  discharged  it  to  a  farthing; 
and  looking  at  last  very  grim  and  ferocious,  unless  a  gratuity 
be  offered  him  for  the  trouble  he  had  taken  in  collaring  and 
cursing." 

After  this  rambling  and  inconclusive  aggression,  "  Sir/*  said 
I,  indignantly,  "this  may  be  wit  for  aught  I  know  to  the  con- 
trary, but  wit  on  these  occasions  is  out  of  place."  He  an- 
swered complacently,  "  Whether  it  is  wit  or  not,  I  am  quite 
as  much  at  a  loss  to  determine  as  you  are.  But  every  man 
who  possesses  it,  together  with  a  range  of  reading  and  an 
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Independence  of  spirit,  will  contribute  from  these  various  stores 
to  keep  in  order  the  importunate  and  insolent  blockadcrs  of 
every  dining-room  and  bed-room.  Their  tracts  will  ultimately 
lead  round  to  tracts  quite  opposite ;  the  tracts  of  Diderot,  of 
IKAlembert,  of  Voltaire,  and  other  infidels,  much  better- 
tempered  and  much  pleasanter  associates,  with  greatly  more 
of  the  philosopher  in  them,  and  not  greatly  less  of  the 
CSiristian/' 

I  was  indignant  and  horrified  at  the  mention  of  these 
names:  and  I  exclaimed,  ''Would  you  countenance  the 
introduction  of  such  poison  ?^^  To  which  he  replied  evasively, 
''There  are  certain  poisons  which  not  only  are  antidotes  to 
Other  poisons,  but  which  in  moderate  quantities  are  the  only 
remedies  in  chronick  diseases/^  I  heard,  or  fancied  I  heard 
in  him,  a  few  slender  and  tinkling  cachinnations,  not  unlike 
the  sound  of  small  coin  when  the  money-box  is  shaken  round 
in  our  churches,  and  when,  as  is  too  often  the  case,  there  is 
little  of  it  withiu.  I  asked  him,  boldly  and  confidently, 
whether  he  would  compare  such  tawdry  and  trivial  authors  to 
Dr.  Newman,  asserting  that  his  writings  are  not  only  most 
pious  but  most  logical,  and  tliat  no  other  man  could  have 
written  the  very  worst  of  them. 

"  I  believe  it,'^  said  he,  "but  there  are  many  who  could  have 
written  the  very  best,  if  their  minds  had  been  contracted  and 
bent  down  to  it.  We  ^^ill,  however,  cease  to  discuss  liis  merits 
as  philosopher  or  logician ;  between  which  two  characters  the 
difference  often  is  extremely  wide :  a  living  tree,  with  myriad 
lives  about  it,  is  hardly  more  dissimilar  to  a  butcher's  block. 
Always  must  the  philosopher  have  recourse  to  logick ;  rarely 
does  the  logician  lift  up  his  head  high  enough  to  discern  the 
features  of  philosophy.  Inquiring  and  acute  and  conscientious 
men,  deep  logicians  too,  namely  Saint  Thomas  Aquinas,  Saint 
Bernard,  and  Peter  Abeillard,  had  one  single  point  before 
them ;  at  which  point  they  all  aimed ;  and  they  all  missed  it. 
Have  you  never  stood  before  your  mirrour  in  the  morning, 
with  your  tweezers  between  thumb  and  forefinger,  trying  over 
and  over  again  to  seize  the  crooked  hair  that  tickled  your 
nostril,  and  turning  the  instrument  here  and  there,  more 
widely  away  at  almost  every  attempt.  Thus  is  it  with  the 
theologian ;  and  thus  will  it  ever  be  until  he  looks  up  to  God 
alone,  and  ceases  his  quest  after  a  crooked  hair  in  a  deceptive 
mirrour.     We  do  not  want  unity  of  feith  so  much  as  unity  of 
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feeling;  we  want  mutual  confidence,  mutual  concession,  a 
lively  trust  in  one  common  Father,  a  certainty  that  it  was  His 
voice,  and  not  a  feigned  one,  which  said,  ^ Love  one  another' 
If  He  commanded  the  obedient  to  punish  the  disobedient,  let 
them  read  the  commission  before  they  open  the  assize." 

Emineqce !  the  man's  wit  was  bad,  his  commentary  worse : 
and  see  how  he  takes  God's  name  in  vain ! 

Kissing  the  hem  of  the  purple,  I  have  the  honor  to  be 
Your  Eminence's  devoted  servant  and 

A  True  Believer. 

LETTER  IX. 

My  Lord  Cardinal!  whilst  I  was  walking  from  Golden 
Square  toward  the  Paddington  Station,  intent  on  the  counsel 
your  Eminence  had  just  vouchsafed  me,  whom  of  all  others  in 
the  world  should  I  happen  to  meet,  but  the  very  gentleman 
who  had  been  so  recently  the  subject  of  our  conversation! 
The  more  resentment  I  felt,  the  more  courtesy  I  resolved  to 
show  toward  him.  Accordingly  I  bowed  ana  smiled;  altho 
at  smiling  I  believe  I  hesitated.  He  accosted  me  with  his 
natural  frank  politeness.  The  keenest  rapiers  have  velvet- 
lined  sheaths.  Immediately,  on  accepting  my  hand,  he 
expressed  a  hope  that  he  had  avoided  all  commission  of 
offence  at  our  last  meeting. 

''Quite  the  contrary  of  offence,  sir,"  I  replied;  "you  afforded 
me  only  cause  for  reflection  and  self-examination,  after  what 
was  to  me  a  most  delightful  and  most  instructive  conference." 
Upon  which,  he  declared  that  it  had  always  been  his  habitude 
and  determination  to  avoid  theological  questions,  partly  from 
disposition  and  temperament,  partly  from  utter  incapacity  to 
manage  such  weighty  weapons.  I  now  began  to  entertain 
hopes  of  him,  feeling  my  confidence  increase  in  proportion  as 
his  abated. 

"  Unanimity,"  said  I,  ''  my  dear  sir,  little  as  you  appear  to 
value  it,  is  everywhere  desirable ;  desirable  where  two  are  met, 
where  twenty  are  met,  in  our  own  household,  and  in  the 
household  of  God.  Discussion  too  frequently  terminates  in 
discord,  conference  in  controversy,  and  pertinacity  in  conflict 
A  silken  thread  separates  the  two  main  regions  of  this  empixe: 
there  is  a  hand  which  can  untie  the  knot  and  let  it  dowil 
between  them."  He  bowed,  and  as  I  thought,  assented. 
With  the  gentlest  smile,  and  in  the  calmest  voice  possible^  he 
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thus  replied,  "  Eeverend  sir !  there  is  nothing  truer,  nothing 
more  judicious,  than  your  statement.  Unhappily  the  hand 
which  can  untie  the  knot  is  tying  it  harder  just  at  present. 
Silken  it  may  be,  but  men  may  be  hanged  in  silk.  The 
marks  of  the  thread,  which  was  tied  about  our  necks  by  dry 
I  nurses  in  our  infancy,  stil  remain  there.  The  jolder  dry 
>  nurses  were  discarded  for  fresher,  who,  to  keep  us  asleep  in 
the  night,  have  had  recourse  to  your  prescriptions,  and  we 
only  at  this  kte  hour  are  awakening  from  the  effects  of  the 
narcotic^  I  will  forbear  to  argue  with  a  gentleman  so  much 
more  learned  and  experienced  than  myself;  but  permit  me, 
reverend  sir,  for  my  instruction  and  edification,  to  venture  on 
a  few  questions. 

''How  happens  it  that  Ireland  is  immersed  in  ignorance  and 
barbarism,  wlule  Scotland  is  civihzed  and  well-informed  ?  In 
each  country  the  clergy  have  been,  as  was  convenient  and 
proper,  the  instructors.  Every  sect  in  that  nation  hath  been 
sedulous  in  sowing  the  seeds  of  knowledge,  and  anxious  that 
every  man  should  be  able  to  show  his  reiisons  for  his  faith. 
This  by  the  priest  in  Ireland  is  witholden  and  forbidden." 

"Do  you  think,  sir,"  said  I,  "that  all  the  contents  of  the 
Bible,  to  which  I  perceive  you  mahciously  allude,  ought  to  be 
placed  indiscriminately  in  the  hands  of  the  ignorant  ?  " 

''  My  dear  sir,"  interrupted  he,  "  whose  fault  is  it  that  they 
are  so  ignorant  ?  whose  fault,  if  the  bread  of  life,  which  you 
are  commanded  by  the  Founder  of  our  religion  to  administer 
to  the  faithful,  is  rendered  so  unsuitable  to  their  stomachs  ? 
Any  one  Gospel  out  of  the  four  (prove  only  its  authenticity) 
is  quite  sufficient ;  give  me  Mark's  in  preference ;  one  single 

Erayer  is  the  only  one  that  has  been  taught  and  commanded 
y  divine  authority;  others  may  be  needful  to  the  reverent 
dealers  in  them,  and  are  very  showy  in  the  clerical  shop- 
window.  Eising  from  my  knees  after  praying  for  my  enemies, 
I  should  tremble  and  shudder  at  responding  to  certain  psalms 
of  King  David,  in  which  he  calls  upon  God  for  vengeance.  I 
agree  with  you  that  better  examples  of  sanctitude  might  be 
propounded  to  the  people ;  that  these  compositions  are  more 
fitted  to  the  library-shdf  than  to  the  pulpit ;  and  even  on  the 
library-shelf  I  would  draw  a  green  curtain  before  them.     Tlie 

Iioritans  made  the  Bible  xmwholesome  by  the  sourness  of  the 
eaven  they  kneaded  into  it;  the  papists  froth  it  over  with 
^e  sugar  like  a  bride-cake,  trim  it  with  pretty  flowers  and 
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glistening,  fresh,  and  infantine  figures,  lay  it  under  the  pillow, 
and  dream  upon  it.  The  Holy  Scriptures,  in  fact,  are  our 
title-deeds  to  an  estate  which  no  church  hath  a  right  to  put 
into  chancery.  They  require  but  few  witnesses  and  little  wax. 
People  use  no  darkened  glasses  when  there  is  no  ecUpse. 
Vigilant  to  an  excess,  you  will  not  allow  a  gentleman  to  look 
out  of  his  own  window,  lest  he  should  see  too  far  beyond  the 
chappel.  When  we  would  express  the  vilest  cowardice,  we 
say  of  a  person,  and  believe  all  the  while  that  we  exaggerate, 
he  dares  not  call  his  soul  his  own:  under  your  regimen  the 
bravest  man  would  never  venture  to  assert  his  property  in  it ; 
his  soul  is  yours,  yours  entirely  and  exclusively.  You  can 
confine  it  for  ever,  you  can  torture  it,  you  can  enchain  it  in 
utter  darkness,  you  can  hold  it  fast  or  loose,  as  revenge  or 
wliim,  as  humiliation  or  money,  may  influence  you.  There 
have  been  learned  and  inquisitive  men  who  traced  your 
ceremonies  and  your  patron  saints  up  among  the  ruins  and 
rubbish  of  paganism.  There  have  been  dignitaries  of  the 
highest  order,  in  the  halls  of  the  Vatican  and  under  the  dome 
of  Saint  Peter's,  who  never  in  their  hearts  preferred  a  prying 
and  prowling  superstition  to  one  of  equally  easy  virtue,  but 
more  general,  generous,  and  gracious:  equally  meretricious 
but  less  mercenary.  Pew  of  us  like  better  a  night-hawk  than 
an  eagle;  a  bold  swoopnig  vulture  than  an  ostrich  ^vith  its 
high  stride  and  stately  plume.  Let  us  descend  from  ancient 
Eome  to  modem.  At  the  present  time  you  are  exercising  a 
more  stringent  authority  than  ever  was  permitted  to  you,  in 
England  or  Ireland,  when  all  were  papists,  and  when  our  kings 
were  not  sovrans  but  slaves.  Thirty  years  ago  the  priest  in 
Ireland  was  not  admitted  to  the  gentleman's  table.  If  he 
ventured  to  interfere  with  the  household  he  was  ordered 
imperatively  and  sternly  to  mind  his  own  business.  At 
present  a  posse  of  them  assembles  in  the  market-place  or 
town-hall,  and  denounces  any  gentleman  as  untrue  to  his 
country  who  chooses  his  own  representative  in  parliament 
preferably  to  theirs.  They  tread  the  laws  underfoot,  and 
call  it  passive  resistance;  they  disobey  the  magistrate,  ther 
challenge  the  police,  they  defy  the  army ;  but  then,  ever  loyil 
subjects !  they  protect  the  crown !  yea,  forsooth  they  do 
indeed  protect  it:  by  putting  the  mitre  over  it  I  Bemonstai^ 
and  bludgeons  answer;  beat  down  the  bludgeon,  and  then 
comes  the  bullet.     In  what  other  country,  in  what  othtf 
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imes,  would  this  rebellious  spirit,  this  open  and  raging 
usurrection,  be  tolerated  ?  Your  priests  have  re-established 
he  papal  power  throughout  the  continent,  excepting  the 
)rave,  the  moral,  the  thoughtful,  the  dutiful,  the  industrious 
lations  of  the  north.  Compare  the  fruits  of  your  system 
rith  theirs ;  compare  Ireland  with  Holland,  with  Westphalia, 
rith  Denmark,  with  Sweden,  with  Norway.  The  sands  of 
lolland,  the  swamps  of  Westphalia,  the  alluvial  banks  of 
)enmark,  the  mountain-ridges  of  Sweden,  the  rocks,  the 
brests,  and  the  fiords  of  Norway,  are  alive  with  industry  and 
:nterprise.  Ireland,  which  contains  at  least  two-thirds  of 
is  much  improvable  and  cultivable  land  as  Great  Britain, 
)etter  fisheries,  harbours  more  numerous  and  more  adapted  to 
►ommerce,  is  involved  in  sloth,  immerst  in  ignorance,  and 
'haken  up  from  its  dark  profundity  to  fret  and  foam  in  wild 
igitation  amidst  unprofitable  wrath.^^ 

Eminence!  he  had  now  said  quite  enough;  and  what  is 
•emarkable,  much  of  it  is  true.  I  could  only  ask  liim  whether 
ill  the  evils  of  Ireland,  if  indeed  any  part  of  them,  can  fairly 
>e  attributed  to  our  priesthood ;  and  whether  the  richness  of 
he  soil  is  not  in  itself  a  temptation  to  idleness.  "  Certainly 
:he  reverse,"  said  he.  "The  Moors  in  Spain  were  industrious: 
priests,  and  kings  under  priestly  rowels,  drove  them  out.  Not 
)nly  had  they  richness  of  soil  but  softness  of  climate;  yet 
;ven  modem  cultivation  in  England  itself,  with  every  invention 
>f  science,  every  expenditure  of  wealth,  scarcely  rivals  theirs. 
Look  at  the  Spaniards  who  supplanted  them ;  hardly  one  inch 
in  mental  stature  above  the  oxen  they  drive  afield.  The  chief 
idvantage  they  possess  over  the  brutes,  is  that  they,  having 
bands,  can  scratch  their  backs  and  breasts  more  conveniently. 
find  now  look  further  eastward,  look  toward  a  nation  ruled 
by  you  and  your  Bourbons.  In  those  once  happy  lands  the 
Syrens  and  Calypso,  Ulysses  and  Telemachus,  were  no  fables, 
but  lessons  only.  Musick  and  grace  accompanied  domestic 
offices.  Innocence  more  confident  than  strength,  more  royal 
tlian  royalty,  held  forth  her  hand  to  the  stranger  at  the 
fountain.  The  garden  bore  fruit  for  all ;  and  everywhere  was 
the  garden.  Parental  and  filial  love  thrilled  gently  and 
genisdly  thro  the  human  breast ;  and  every  breast  was  human. 
Patriarcal  and  heroick  ages  were  succeeded  by  others  in  which 
the  intellect  was  more  cultivated,  the  heart  not  less.  Ascetics 
irho  pick  up  only  the  husks  of  philosophy  and  make  wry  faces 
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over  them,  moan  at  the  mention  of  those  noble  cities  which 
swelled  into  ripeness  here.  Sybaris  had  her  luxuries;  those 
luxuries  were  from  the  harvest  of  prosperity :  and  did  pros- 
perity ever  rise  but  out  of  industry  and  exertion  ?  Probably 
so  flourishing  a  city  was  much  maligned  by  the  ignorant  and 
the  indolent.  What  would  they  say  then  against  Crotqn? 
The  same  government,  the  same  arts  and  sciences,  the  same 
prosperity,  were  Croton's;  and  yet  she  produced  her  Milo. 
Fools  as  we  are,  and  as  those  before  us  have  been  and  have 
made  us,  do  we  believe  that  she  never  produced  much  better 
men,  and  even  much  braver,  than  he?  What  cities,  from 
Sybaris  to  Tarentum,  and  on  every  side  around,  once  covered 
that  Southern  Italy  which  is  covered  now  mth  brambles. 
What  gymnasia,  what  groves  and  porticoes,  were  open  here! 
what  numerous  disciples  of  Pythagoras  and  of  Plato  saluted 
one  another  in  amity  and  concord,  where  the  buffalo  now 
raises  his  head  above  the  mud,  and  looks  in  his  sullenness  like 
another  Bourbon.^' 

My  patience,  as  the  Italians  say,  escaped  me ;  but,  resolving 
to  turn  aside  the  discourse  from  what  is  so  venerable  and 
august,  I  said,  "  You  have  been  in  Italy,  sir,  no  doubt,  and 
perhaps  have  visited  the  countries  you  describe."  He 
answered  that  he  had  seen  little  of  them  beyond  Peestum,  a 
fair  specimen  of  the  rest.  "But  I  enjoyed  the  honor,*'  he 
added,  ''of  a  daily  conversation  with  the  virtuous  and  truly 
noble  archbishop  of  Tarento,  then  resident  at  Naples,  and  1 
was  so  imprudent  as  to  decline  his  offer  of  an  introduction 
by  letters  to  several  ancient  barons  of  the  realm,  M'ho  pass 
their  lives,  more  independently  than  princes,  on  tneir 
hereditary  estates  in  those  provinces.  If  taken  by  brigands, 
the  captain  would  only  have  conducted  me  to  the  place  of  my 
destination.  Of  this  I  was  confident;  but  I  chose  in  preference 
the  conversation  of  his  Grace  and  the  caresses  of  his  two 
amiable  white  cats.'' 

Specimens  of  his  levity  he  had  given  me  abundantly,  yet  I 
was  ill-prepared  for  this,  and  I  do  believe  I  ejaculated  in  my 
astonishment,  CaU  and  ArcMisAqps !  After  a  pause  I  said  to 
him,  "  Surely,  sir,  you  who  have  evidently  spent  some  time  in 
Naples  and  its  vicinity,  must  have  seen  very  different  things 
from  interminable  wastes  and  deserts." 

''Yes,  reverend  sir,"  he  answered,  "I  have  sailed  by  the 
ilands  of  Ischia  and  Procida^  where  the  king  of  the  two 
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Sicilies  holds  in  narrow,  dark,  pestilential  dungeons  the  citizen 
who  trusted  and  obeyed  him,  the  soldier,  the  jurist,  the  judge, 
the  minister  of  state.  I  have  debarked  on  Nisida,  contem- 
platiye  and  alone,  permitting  my  memory  to  wander  after 
1  Brutus,  once  residing  there,  a  little  while  before  he  left  Italy 
\     for  ever.     What  a  change  of  men  and  things !     Believe  me, 

>  sir,  the  change  is  not  the  last.  Vesuvius  was  quiescent  for 
knglong  ages:  but  heaven  frowned;  and  earth  trembled  to 
the  center.  My  spirit  cried  within  me,  'Are  tAese  lovely 
teenes  to  be  corroded  by  despotism  and  choaked  by  svperstition  ? 
0  LucuUus!  0  Scipio!  0  tender  and  brave  Cornelia!  0 
generous  youths  whom  she  presses  to  her  bosom,  shall  ye  have 
lived  and  died  in  vain  ? ' " 

I  drew  back  involuntarily,  not  without  trepidation.  Surely 
here  was  insanity.  "Whether  men  ever  do  say  such  things  to 
themselves  I  know  not;  if  they  do,  I  fervently  hope  they  never 
will  again  to  me.  Providentially  we  were  going  on  the  road 
which  leads  toward  Hanwell.  After  a  time  he  appeared  in 
some  measure,  altho  but  imperfectly,  to  recover.  For  my 
own  sake,  as  well  as  for  his  own,  I  attempted  to  moderate  and 
compose  liis  phrenzy;  but,  on  my  ofTering  him  the  consolations 
of  our  pure  and  infallible  religion,  it  broke  forth  again,  tho 
somewhat  less  violently,  at  least  in  elocution.  "  If  my  heart 
seemed  afflicted,^'  said  he,  "  it  was  not  at  these  vicissitudes  on 
the  face  of  nature,  in  regions  where  nature  is  fairest,  since  all 
earthly  things  must  change,  but  it  was  that  vulgar  and  venal 
superstitions  have  crept  over  superstitions  more  elevated  and 
august.  If  man  must  have  them,  and  it  seems  he  must,  let 
w  them  not  be  forced  upon  him.  If  he  must  walk  in  the  dark 
[  and  must  fear  it,  try  to  diminish  his  fear  by  walking  at  his 
\  side  and  investigating  its  causes,  and  never  take  advantage  of 
it  to  ransack  his  closet  and  to  peep  into  his  daughter's  bed. 
Glorious  is  it  now,  it  se^ms,  to  be  submiss  and  abject, 
dangerous  to  be  upright  and  erect ;  to  mount  the  tribunal  is 
to  mount  the  scaffold;  to  live  a  citizen  is  to  die  a  traitor. 
^    How  happens  it,  reverend  sir,  that  wherever  Popery  hath  long 

>  prevailed,   despotic  government  not   only  hath    extinguisht 
»     the  vitality,  but  hath  suppressed  the  very  form  of  freedom  ? 

Witness  the  Aragon  of  former  days,  \iitness  the  France  of 
ours.  The  time  is  approaching,  I  suspect,  when  some  dreadful 
example  titU  arouse  to  simultaneous  exertion  the  dark  inert 
masses  of  mankind;  when  some  high  throne  will  suddenly 
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crack  and  tumble,  some  usurper,  some  perjurer,  be  crushed 
under  it.  Then  fall  others,  many,  all.  No  man  sliould  take 
justice  into  his  own  hands,  it  is  said :  let  it  also  be  said,  no 
man  should  take  injustice  into  them.  Some  men  are  above 
law,  but  none  is  above  justice.  Like  the  lightning  which 
oftentimes  comes  from  the  heavens  in  the  stillest  weather,  she 
strikes  by  day  and  by  night.  Her  blow  is  sudden,  certain, 
unforeseen,  irresistible,  irremediable.  He  who  punishes  un- 
justly is  punisht  justly;  he  who  treads  down  the  laws  hath 
no  right  to  complain  that  a  nation  acts  against  him  without 
them.  When  the  people  is  tongue-tied,  God  speaks.  At  one 
blast  of  his  trumpet  falls  the  axe,  and  the  head  that  smote  the 
heavens  smites  the  dust.'' 

I  lookt  up  aghast  to  the  face  of  my  interlocutor ;  I  observed 
what  I  had  less  observed  before,  that  he  was  old,  that  he  was 
pale ;  yet  he  carried  his  grey  brow  loftily,  and  his  strides  were 
so  rapid  that  I  could  hardly  keep  pace  with  him.  I  was  not 
sorry  when  he  paused  to  take  breath,  apparently  exhausted. 
Such  I  presume  must  always  be  the  case,  when  a  legion  or 
demi-brigade  of  devils  hath  taken  flight  from  the  body,  and 
before  the  sinciput,  the  occiput,  the  diaphragm,  and  the 
abdomen,  can  be  sprinkled  with  holy  water. 

Kissing  the  hem  of  the  purple,  I  have  the  honor  to  be 
Your  Eminence's  devoted  servant  and 

A  True  Believer. 

LETTER  X. 

My  Lord  Cardinal !     To  atone  for  my  future  sins  (all  my 

East  having  been  satisfactorily  settled  for)  it  hath  pleased  the 
lessed  Hierarchy  above  to  deliver  me  once  more  into  the 
hands  of  my  implacable  tormentor.  Perhaps  I  was  not  wholly 
ineffective  in  my  last  conference.  But  human  hopes  are 
checkered ;  and  the  brightest  morning  in  our  variable  climate 
is  often  the  harbinger  of  a  gloomy  day. 

Wishing  to  supply  a  few  of  our  Irish  representatives  with 
arguments,  and  words  to  support  them,  and  having  acooni" 
plished  that  mission,  I  strolled  over  Westminster- bridge,  and 
rested  at  the  southern  end  to  gaze  down  on  the  new  Houses 
of  Parliament.  A  gentleman  came  near  me  for  the  advantage 
of  the  view,  and  placed  his  elbows  on  the  parapet. 

"We  are  admiring  in  common,  sir,  the  beauty  of  the 
edifice/'  said  I.    He  looked  at  me  suspiciously,  and  somewhat 
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oeldlji  as  Englishmen  always  do  look  when  an  equal  first 
accosts  them^  different  as  their  manner  is  toward  a  superior 
or  inferior.  He  started  a  little  at  the  voice,  turned  suddenly, 
and,  recognising  me  after  a  moment,  replied  ''  that  it  was  an 
elaborate  work  of  much  beauty,  but  that  he  should  have  been 
better  pleased  with  it  if  it  had  been  built  over  the  bridge 
instead  of  under.  He  added  that  he  understood  it  was  too 
small  for  the  members ;  that  even  the  Irish  could  not  make 
themselves  heard  in  it ;  that  the  architect  in  a  pure  spirit  of 
humanity  had  contracted  its  dimensions,  because  one  of  them 
had  declared  that,  under  the  wrongs  his  country  was  suffering, 
if  he  could  not  repress  them,  he  would  die  upon  the  floor. 
Hearing  this  commination  the  architect  was  resolved  to  coun- 
teract the  completion  of  such  a  suicide,  and  that  if  ho  died 
upon  the  floor  it  should  not  be  at  full  length,  but  a  good 
half  of  him  on  the  knee  or  shoulder  of  the  member  next  to 
him.  The  same  clever  architect  made  nitches,  for  the  reception 
of  barons  in  their  armour,  so  narrow  that  if  they  had  entered 
in  woolen  waistcoats  they  must  have  shuffled  them  off  as  they 
could;  and  so  low  that  their  helmets  were  to  be  knocked 
down  over  their  noses.  In  his  Reform  Clubroom^  the  tubes 
for  wanning  it  were  conducted  along  the  icehouse.^' 

Vexed  as  I  was  about  our  member  on  the  floor,  I  smiled 
at  this ;  and  telling  him  that  having  travelled  much  abroad, 
I  was  deeply  interested  in  any  sensible  man's  remarks  on 
architecture ;  I  should  be  gratified  by  his  upon  the  Abbey. 
He  said  he  was  walking  that  way.  Before  we  came  to  it,  he 
looked  to  the  left,  and  requested  me  to  give  him  my  opinion 
of  the  masonry  (architecture  he  declared  he  would  never  call  it) 
rtuck  against  Westminster  Hall.  I  told  him  that  I  had  visited 
the  best  part  of  Europe,  but  had  found  in  no  country  any 
buildings  so  disgraceful  as  those  erected  in  England  during 
the  reign  of  George  the  Third;  and  those  erected  since  showed 
but  small  improvement.  He  assented;  and  then  he  asked 
me  what  I  thought  of  Canning's  statue.  I  praised  in  some 
measure  its  execution. 

''Not  amiss,"  said  he,  '* but  the  site  would  be  more  proper 

in  Liverpool  or  Oxford:  he  represented  the  one  city,   and 

gained  a  prize  for  latin  poetrv  in  the  other.     In  parliament 

he  failed  as  signally ;  he  tried  both  parties ;  both  discarded 

him ;  and^  what  is  unexampled,  not  even  in  the  cabinet  could 

he  retain  one  single  adherent.    Better  had  he  contiiviv&d  \a^ 

1? 
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dabble  among  the  sunny  shallows  and  crisp  ripples  of  literaioie. 
"  On  this  pedestal  should  be  erected  the  statue  of  an  incom- 
parably great  man,  to  whose  sagacity  in  jurisprudence  we  owe 
every  reform  which,  reluctantly  and  by  driblets,  hath  been  since 
introduced  into  our  laws :  I  pronounce  the  name  of  Bentham ! 
Had  his  advice  to  the  French  Directory  been  taken,  they 
would  have  released  their  colonies,  and  an  army  of  forty  thou- 
sand men,  sent  into  Saint  Domingo  soon  after  by  Bonaparte, 
had  been  saved:  it  was  the  second  instalment  of  the  nine 
hundred  thousand  French  carcases  on  which  he  built  his 
throne.  Equally  reckless,  and  without  any  sense  of  glory  true 
or  false,  our  minister  of  the  colonies  is  devoting  his  quota  to 
perdition,  instead  of  profiting  by  the  experience  of  others, 
or  of  reading  a  little  book  which  at  the  present  hour  should 
be  the  Encheiridion  of  all  Statesmen/* 

On  my  remarking  that  Bentham  inhabited  the  house  of 
Milton,  ''Yes,  sir,'*  answered  he,  "and  inherited  Milton's  spirit; 
not  indeed  of  poetry,  but  of  argumentation  and  of  truth."     I 
assented  to  the  commendations  of  these  two  patriots,  as  far  as  a 
catholick  could  in  conscience  do  it.     My  road,  your  Eminence 
knows,  lay  toward  Belgrave-square :  his  also  was  somewhere 
in  that  quarter.     When  we  had  reached  the  upper  part  of  the 
new  street  leading  to  Pimlico,  near  the  palace,  he  stood  stiU. 
''If  they  continue  to  make  improvements,"  said  he,    "let 
us  hope  they  will  give  Englishmen  a  view  of  Nelson's  column, 
direct  from  the  center  of  this  building;  it  may  be  done  by  the 
demolition  of  fewer  than  twenty  houses.     The  comparatively 
poor  municipality  of  Paris  is  opening  her  streets  at  four-fold 
the  expenditure :  we  remove  that  only  which  is  ornamental. 
Paxton's  grand  edifice,   built   for  national  and  more  than 
national  use,  is  about  to  be  removed.     Gladly  would  I  see  it, 
not  filled  nor  half-filled,  but  decorated,  with  long  avenues  and 
wide  transepts  of  exotic  trees,  principally  the  citron  in  its 
varieties.    Tropical  plants  I  would  exclude ;  the  temperature 
should  be  no  higher  than  our  rooms  in  winter ;  without  which 
precaution  the  place,  instead  of  health  and  recreation,  would 
induce  debility  and  disease.    The  plants  should  be  contained 
in  no  such  wooden  tubs  and  troughs  as  disfigure  our  con- 
servatories, but  in  richly  ornamented  vases  of  terra  eaUa: 
I  had  several  such  in  Tuscany  four  and  five  feet  in  diameter : 
they  were  believed  to  be  above  two  centuries  old.     Admit  no 
beds,  no  borders;  but  statues  and  busts  of  histoiiaiiSi  of 
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mc^alists^  of  philosophers^  of  poets^  and  of  those  writers  who 
Uendby  their  genius  all  these  characters  in  one.  The  novelist's 
LiMe  Nell  should  enter  her  Elysium  amid  these  fragrant 
shades :  the  hearts  of  many  weary  and  sore-laden  should  be 
comforted  and  invigorated  by  Household  Words,  No  theo- 
logian  here^  no  preacher,  no  orator,  no  debater,  no  potentate, 
no  captain ;  not  a  Nelson,  not  a  Sidney  Smith,  not  even  men 
who  united  with  equal  skill  and  courage  the  calmer  and  purer 
moes  of  humanity,  such  as  a  Blake,  a  CoUingwood,  and  a 
rellew,  since  these  might  humiliate  the  stranger ;  for  these 
there  are,  or  ought  to  be,  fit  places.  Ranges  of  them  should 
extend  throughout  Saint  Paul  s  and  Westminster  Abbey.  The 
saviours  of  their  country  would  prepare  the  heart  for  that 
thanksgiving  which  the  devout  are  called  together  in  those 
places  to  offer  up  to  the  common  Saviour  of  mankind/' 

I  crossed  myself  when,  heretick  and  infidel  as  he  was,  he 
talked  so  like  a  Christian.  "  Sir,'^  said  I,  ''we  agree  on  almost 
every  point,  especially  on  patriotism/'  Then  I  began  to  mag- 
nify those  of  our  true  religion  who  attained  their  scope  by 
incessant  agitation.  He  stopt  me,  and  replied  with  emphasis, 
'*  Reverend  sir  1  the  word  is  odious,  and  formerly  was  dis- 
gracefuL  Truly  in  Ireland  the  expression  of  monster  meeting 
18  not  quite  inapplicable ;  but  it  was  intended  by  the  agitators 
to  convev  a  very  different  signification.  Multitude  is  not 
inagnitu(fe ;  agitation  is  not  strength :  on  the  contraiji  the 
strong  are  confident  and  quiet."  I  ventured  to  remark  that 
(yConnell  was  true  to  his  country  and  his  religion.  To  which 
he  replied,  "  that  a  man  may  be  zealous  for  both ;  that  zeal, 
however,  is  not  always  truth,  but  is  often  found  in  those  to 
whom  truth  is  a  matter  of  indifference."  I  then  submitted  to 
his  calm  consideration  whether  the  zeal  of  the  catholicks  could 
possibly  have  aught  but  truth  for  its  foundation,  since  it  had 
resistea,  so  successfully,  such  oppression.  "Sir,"  said  he, 
the  catholicks  in  this  country  b^an  with  stabbing  and  burning 
tiieir  fellow  subjects.  Now  stabbing  and  burning  are  thought 
by  some  people  not  only  to  be  extremely  incommodious,  but 
also  grave  misdemeanours ;  and  the  stabbers  and  burners  ere 
long  were  kicked  and  cuffed,  and  sometimes  hanged,  accor* 
dingly/'  In  my  indignation  I  avowed  myself  an  obedient  son 
of  the  Church,  ready  to  lay  down  my  life  for  her,  and  resolved 
to  propagate  all  her  verities  in  every  part  of  these  dominions. 
^*  !Beverend  sir/'  said  he  smiling,  '^  you  may  piopag;^  ^Yl\l^ 
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rerities  with  small  expenditure  from  the  seed-bag.  What  is 
sound  and  weighty  lies  at  the  bottom^  and  you  are  loth  to  put 
your  arm  into  it  so  deeply.  It  would  be  better  for  yourselves 
and  for  the  community,  if  you  looked  down  more  attentively 
into  your  own  breasts,  and  less  inquisitively  into  the  concerns 
pf  your  neighbour.  Under  the  plea  of  solicitude  for  his  sal- 
vation, are  you  quite  certain  that  there  is  nowhere  hidden 
about  you  a  lurking  and  intemperate  desire  of  predominant 
authority  ?  In  putting  on  the  armour  of  righteousness  for 
your  tourney,  a  little  crevice  is  sometimes  discovered  in  the 
links  of  the  mail,  thro  which  the  silken  wadding  of  vanity 
is  apparent.  Perhaps,  altho  you  are  commanded  to  put  am 
the  armour  of  righteousness,  you,  according  to  your  version  or 
any  other,  are  not  conmianded  to  sleep  on  it,  or  to  wear  it 
every  day.  Freely  do  I  confess  to  you,  reverend  sir,  that  I 
care  very  Uttle  about  any  crack  in  your  corslet ;  and  I  assure 
you  I  never  will  take  advantage  of  it  to  aim  a  thrust  of  my 
lance  at  the  place :  all  I  desire  of  you  is  the  tranquillity  of  the 
realm.  This,  we  protestants,  and  many  catliolicks,  not  only 
in  England  but  also  in  Ireland,  are  firmly  persuaded  is  mainly 
to  be  accomplished,  and  most  permanently  secured,  by  drawing 
closer  the  bonds  of  concord  in  the  young.  The  {Scotch  and 
the  Welsh  live  under  the  same  laws  and  obey  the  same  stranger. 
The  Celts  of  Cornwall  and  the  Celts  of  Connaught  differ  in 
this  only ;  that  the  former  are  obedient  to  the  laws  of  thdr 
own  prince,  the  latter  to  a  prince  in  another  and  distant 
land  .  .  the  real  stranger.  We  inhabitants  of  Great  Britain 
spring  from  various  nations,  and  among  us  are  various  reU- 
gions.  Is  it  not  a  remarkable  fact  that  the  communicants  of 
all  these  various  religions  should  Uve  together  in  amity ;  with 
one  sole  exception  P  In  France,  which  you  call  a  (aitholick 
and  free  country,  it  is  punishable  by  law  to  excite  hatred 
among  the  citizens.  Your  representatives  in  parliament,  your 
delegates  to  Dublin,  your  bishops,  your  primate,  would  incur 
this  penalty  in  that  exemplarily  catholick  and  superlatively 
free  country.  Incendiarism  of  a  cottage  is  a  capital  crime; 
is  the  incendiarism  of  a  kingdom  a  lighter?  Disunion  is 
preached  openly,  and  authoritatively  enforced.  The  most 
reverend  Doctor  Cullen,  primate  of  all  Ireland,  denounces  his 
subordinate  bishop.  Doctor  Murray,  for  having  sent  untimdy 
to  hell  in  his  zeal  as  many  souls  as  Achilles  did  in  his  anger. 
How  happens  it  that  two  hairs  taken  from  aboye  the  same  lib 
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of  the  same  goat  are  so  dissimilar  ?  Infallibility  can  commu- 
nicate itself^  having  infinite  power  from'  above^  and  immediate 
intercourse  with  God;  therefor  it  never  can  be  mistaken 
in  its  chosen  vessels.  Now  Doctors  Murray,  Crolly,  and  Doyle, 
are  desirous  that  children  in  Ireland  should  not  be  greatly 
more  ignorant  than  children  in  New  Zealand ;  and  they  per- 
ceive no  reason  why  brotherly  love  and  mutual  good  offices 
should  be  discountenanced  in  the  national  schools.  The 
pnmate  of  all  Ireland,  the  most  reverend  Doctor  CuUen,  sees 
distinctly  why  those  who  are  now  separate  should  be  separate 
fcr  ever.  A  century  ago  there  was  indifference  to  religion, 
especially  to  Popery,  in  almost  every  part  of  Europe :  aged 
people  were  then  living  more  accordantly  with  the  spirit  of 
JUhnstianity.  Virtuous,  religious,  zealous  men  presently  arose ) 
and,  as  they  walked  along,  the  hamlet,  the  city,  the  field,  the 
forest^  rang  with  hymns  to  the  Saviour.  Men  at  that  time 
almost  as  lawless  as  the  Irish,  flocked  around  Whitfield  and 
Wesley.  Their  hearts  were  touched ;  their  consciences  were 
shaken  by  the  divine  force  of  the  Gospel,  and  sifted  tho- 
roughly by  their  own  unsparing  grasp;  contention  ceased 
among  them;  labour  was  redoubled,  inebriating  draughts 
:were  diminished,  that  their  wives  and  children  might  come 
in  a  decent  apparel  before  their  venerable  pastor.  This 
enthusiasm,  like  all  other  enthusiasm,  subsided;  but  not 
suddenly,  nor  soon.  Meanwhile  the  rector  and  vicar,  by  slow 
degrees,  stretched  out  their  legs,  yawned,  groaned,  and  weighed 
up  their  bodies,  a  few  hours  after  dinner,  de  prqfundis  of  the 
cushion  on  the  arm-chair.  Presently  the  poorer  of  the 
parishioners  shared  their  attention  (if  not  quite  impartially) 
witii  poney  and  pointer.  Once  aroused  from  their  torpidity 
they  grow  restless:  they  quarrel  about  baptism,  prevenient 
gracis,  apostolical  succession,  white  and  black  drapery;  they 
discuss  whether  a  table  shall  be  called  iable  or  allar,  whether 
candles  shall  be  lighted  on  it  at  noonday,  or  whether  candle^ 
sticks  with  clear  and  tall  white  candles  in  them  are  not 
all-sufficient ;  lastly,  whether  flowers,  natural  or  artificial,  and 
in  what  quantity,  shall,  as  is  quite  the  fashion  at  well-ordered 
dioceses,  oe  set  upon  table,  or  (if  altar)  upon  altar.  Amidst 
this  butlery  and  housewifery  there  peers  thro  the  doorway  a 
certain  tall  shadow,  pale,  tepid  with  holy  dew  and  radiant 
with  seraphical  delight.'^ 

^'Sir/'  1  said,  ''I  do  not  imderstand  you.    In  many  places 
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the  rector  and  vicar  are  in  doctrine  essentially  ours;  so  are  the 
bishops;  they  wait  only  for  the  development;  when  our 
parliament  has  indemnified  them^  it  is  complete.  The  way 
was  prepared  for  usby  hot  fanaticks :  they  cleared  the  forest  for 
our  cultivation.  We  come  late  into  the  field,  but  we  are 
come,  and  are  at  work/'  He  smiled  and  replied,  ''  Yes  indeed, 
sir,  the  papist  comes  somewhat  late  into  the  field  and  when 
the  birds  are  grown  wilder;  yet  he  contrives  to  drag  his  net 
over  a  stray  covey  here  and  there ;  and,  feeling  the  breast  of  a 
tender  young  bird,  he  pouches  it/' 

Eminence  1  at  this  ribaldry,  I  could  forbear  no  longer :  it 
was  too  •  •  •  what  shall  I  call  it  ?  •  .  .  provoking,  irritating« 
On  my  grave  remonstrance  he  apologized  politely,  and  added, 
''Beverend  sirl  religions  in  all  European  states  are  trades, 
and  like  other  trades,  thrive  best  oy  competition.  The 
methodists  wake  the  sleepers  in  our  churches  by  a  loud 
repetition  of  God's  recorded  words:  you  papists  waft  the 
thurible  under  their  noses,  and  engage  pretty  girls  to 
embroider  their  linen  and  sing  to  them.  I  quarrel  with  no 
religion,  no  community.  Eor  my  part  the  gypsey  may  lie  ii 
idleness  under  the  tent  or  hedgerow :  I  disapprove  indeed  of 
his  purloining  old  sticks  out  of  my  fences  to  boil  his  kettle: 
but  if  he  creeps  on  nearer  the  homestead,  if  I  catch  him 
throwing  bits  of  poisoned  horseflesh  to  my  watchdog,  or 
raising  up  a  low  ladder  in  the  dusk  toward  my  henroosty  I 
call  without  delay  for  the  policeman/' 

Eminence  I  I  have  lived  and  yet  breathe  under  this.  We 
must  all  carry  our  cross :  yours,  my  Lord  Cardinal,  is  the 
heaviest;  but  among  the  faithful  there  is  not  one  to  be  found 
who  woidd  not  readily  run  up  to  bear  it.  Such  is  our  devotioB 
to  the  wiU  of  our  Father  who  is  in  Rome,  whose  kingdom  i> 
eome,  who  gives  us  our  daily  bread,  who  forgives  us  oof 
trespasses,  and  whose  name  is  ever  to  be  sanctified  and 
adored. 

Kissing  the  hem  of  the  purple,  I  have  the  honor  to  be 
Your  Eminence's  devoted  servant,  and 

A  Tetje  Bkuxw* 
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THE  IDYLS  OF  THEOCRTTUS. 


THIN  the  last  half-century  the  Germans  have  given  us 
1  good  editions  of  Theocritus.  That  of  Augustus 
kius,  to  which  the  very  inferior  and   very  different 

of  fiion  and  Moschus  are  appended^  is  among  the  best 
be  least  presuming.  No  version  is  added:  the  notes 
w  and  pertinent^  never  pugnacious^  never  prolix.  In 
e,   since  the  time  of  Aristarchus,  or  before,  has  the 

language  been  so  profoundly  studied,  or  its  poetry  in 
ture  and  meter  so  perfectly  understood,  as  in  ours. 
3r  Athens  nor  Alexandria  saw  so  numerous  or  so  intel- 

a  race  of  grammarians  as  Germany  has  recently  seen 
aporary.  Mor  is  the  society  diminisht,  nor  are  its 
s  relaxt,  at  this  day.  Yalckenaer,  Schrieber,  Schaeffer, 
ag,  Wuesteman,  are  not  the  only  critics  and  editors 
before  the  present  one,  have  bestowed  their  care  and 
ig  on  Theocritus. 

ibts  have  long  been  entertained  upon  the  genuineness 
eral  among  his  Idyls.  But  latterly  a  vast  number, 
of  those  which  had  never  been  disputed,  have  been 

in  question  by  Ernest  Eeinhold,  in  a  treatise  printed 
na  in  1819.  He  acknowledges  the  eleven  first,  the 
;nth,  fourteenth,  fifteenth,  sixteenth,  and  eighteenth, 
st  the  arbitrary  ejection  of  the  remainder  rose  Augustus 
wa  in  1828.  In  his  Theocritus  TheocriUeus,  vindicating 
from  suspicion,  he  subjoins  to  his  elaborate  criticism 
pendious  index  of  ancient  quotations,  in  none  of  which 
^  doubt  entertained  of  their  authenticity.  But  surely 
lires  no  force  of  argument,  no  call  for  extraneous  help, 
3vert  the  feeble  position  that,  because  the  poet  wrote 
storals  mostly  in  his  native  dialect,  the  doric,  he  can 
have  written  m  another.  If  he  composed  the  eighteenth 
n  the  solic,  why  may  he  not  be  allowed  the  twelfth 
Fenty-second  in  the  ionic?  Not,  however,  that  in  the 
1  he  has  done  it  uniformly :  the  older  manuscripts  of 
oem  contain  fewer  fonns  of  that  dialect  than  were 
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afterwards  foisted  into  it,  for  the  sake  of  making  it  all  of  a 
piece.  It  is  easy  to  believe  that  the  Idyls  he  wrote  in  Sicily 
were  doric,  with  inconsiderable  variations,  and  that  he 
thought  it  more  agreeable  to  Hiero,  whose  favour  he  was 
desirous  of  conciliating.  But  when  he  retired  from  Sicily 
to  the  court  of  Ptolemy,  where  Callimachus  and  ApoUonius 
and  Aratus  were  residing,  he  would  not  on  every  occasion 
revert  to  an  idiom  little  cultivated  in  Egypt.  Not  only  to 
avoid  the  charge  of  rivalry  with  the  poets  who  were  then 
flourishing  there,  but  also  from  sound  judgment,  he  wrote 
heroic  poetry  in  Homeric  verse ;  in  verse  no  less  ionic  than 
Homer's  own ;  indeed  more  purely  so. 

Thirty  of  his  poems  are  entitled  Idyls  :  in  short  all  but 
the  Epigrams,  however  different  in  length,  in  subject,  and 
in  meter.  But  who  gave  them  this  appellation  ?  or  whence 
was  it  derived  ?  We  need  go  up  no  higher  than  to  ctdos  for  the 
derivation :  and  it  is  probable  that  the  poet  himself  supplied 
the  title.  But  did  he  give  it  to  all  his  compositions  ?  or  even 
to  aU  those  (excepting  the  Epigrams)  which  are  now  extant. 
We  think  he  did  not,  although  we  are  unsupported  in  our 
opinion  by  the  old  scholiast  who  wrote  the  arguments.  ''The 
poet,''  says  he,  "  did  not  wish  to  specify  his  pieces,  but  ranged 
them  all  under  one  title''  We  believe  that  he  ranged  what 
he  thought  the  more  important  and  the  more  epic  under  tins 
category,  and  that  he  omitted  to  give  any  separate  designation 
to  the  rest,  prefixing  to  each  piece  (it  may  oe)  its  own  title. 
Nay,  it  appears  to  us  not  at  aU  improbable  that  those  very 
pieces  which  we  moderns  call  more  peculiarly  Idyls,  were  not 
comprehended  by  him  in  this  designation.  We  believe  that 
€ihvXkiov  means  a  small  image  of  something  greater ;  and  that 
it  was  especially  apphed  at  first  to  his  short  poems  of  the 
heroic  cast  and  character.  As  the  others  had  no  genuine 
name  denoting  their  quality,  but  only  the  names  of  the  inter- 
locutors or  the  subjects  (which  the  ancient  poets,  both  greek 
and  roman,  oftener  omitted)  they  were  all  after  a  while 
comprehended  in  a  mass  within  one  coomion  term.  That  the 
term  was  invented  long  after  the  age  of  Theocritus,  is  the 
opinion  of  Heine  and  of  Wissowa :  but  where  is  the  proof 
of  the  fact,  or  foundation  for  the  conjecture  ?  Nobody  htt 
denied  that  it  existed  in  the  time  of  V  irg^ ;  and  many  hare 
wondered  that  he  did  not  thus  entitle  ms  Bucolics^  mstead 
of  calling  them  Eclogues.    And  so  indeed  he  probaUy  would 
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have  done^  had  he  beKeved  that  Theocritus  intended  any  sucH 
designation  for  his  Pastorals.  But  neither  he  nor  Calpumius, 
nor  Nemesian,  called  by  the  name  of  Idyl  their  bucolic 
poems ;  which  they  surely  would  have  done  if,  in  their  opinion 
or  in  the  opinion  of  the  public,  it  was  applicable  to  them.  It 
was  not  thought  so  when  literature  grew  up  again  in  Italy, 
and  when  the  shepherds  and  shepherdesses  recovered  their 
lost  estates  in  the  provinces  of  poetry,  under  the  patronage  of 
Petrarca,  Boccacio,  Pontanus,  and  Mantuanus. 

Eobanus  Hessus,  a  most  voluminous  writer  of  latin  verses; 
has  translated  much  from  the  greek  classics,  and  among  the 
rest  some  pieces  from  Theocritus.  From  time  to  time  we  hav$ 
spent  several  hours  of  idleness  over  his  pages ;  but  the  fiir- 
ther  we  proceeded,  whatever  was  the  direction,  the  duller 
and  drearier  grew  his  unprofitable  pine-forest,  the  more 
I  wearisome  and  disheartening  his  flat  and  printless  sands* 
After  him,  Bruno  Sidelius,  another  German,  was  the  first  of 
the  modems  who  conferred  the  name  of  Idyl  on  their  Bucolics. 
As  this  word  was  enlarged  in  its  acceptation,  so  was  another 
in  another  kind  of  poetry,  namely,  the  Psean,  which  at  first 
was  appropriated  to  Apollo  and  Artemis,  but  was  afterward 
transferred  to  other  deities.  Servius,  on  the  first  Eneid,  tells 
us  that  Pindar  not  only  composed  one  on  Zeus  of  Dodona, 
but  several  in  honor  of  mortals.  The  same  may  be  said  of 
the  Dithyrambic.  Elegy  too,  in  the  commencement,  was 
devoted  to  grief  exclusively,  like  the  nania  and  threna: 
I  subsequently  it  embraced  a  vast  variety  of  matters,  some  of 
tiiem  ethic  and  didactic ;  some  the  very  opposite  to  its  insti- 
tution, inciting  to  war  and  patriotism,  for  instance  those  of 
Tyrtseus;  and' some  .ta  love  and  licentiousness,  in  which 
Mimnermus  has  been  followed  by  innumerable  disciples  to 
the  extremities  of  the  earth. 

Before  we  inspect  the  Idyls  of  Theocritus,  one  by  one,  as  we 
intend  to  do,  it  may  be  convenient  in  this  place  to  recapitulate 
what  Uttle  is  known  about  him.  He  tells  us,  in  the  epigraph 
to  them,  that  there  was  another  poet  of  the  same  name,  a  native 
of  Chios,  but  that  he  himself  was  a  Svracusan  of  low  origin, 
son  of  Praxagoras  and  Philina.  He  calls  his  mother  Trepti^A^iny 
(illustrious),  evidently  for*  no  other  reason  than  because  the 
verse  required  it.  There  is  no  ground  for  disbelieving  what 
he  records  of  his  temper ;  that  he  never  was  guilty  of  detraction. 
Wb  exact  age  is  udmown^  and^unimportant.  O^e  of  the  Idyk 
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is  addressed  to  the  younger  Hiero,  another  to  Ptolemy  Phila* 
delphus.  The  former  of  these  began  his  reign  in  the  one 
hundred  and  twenty-sixth  Olympiad^  the  latter  in  the  one  hun- 
dred and  twenty-third.  In  the  sixteenth  Idyl  the  poet  insinuates 
that  the  valour  of  Hiero  was  more  conspicuous  than  his  libe- 
rality :  on  Ptolemy  he  never  had  reason  to  make  any  such 
remark.  Among  his  friends  in  Egypt  was  Aratus,  of  whom 
Cicero  and  Caesar  thought  highly,  and  of  whose  works  both  of 
them  translated  some  parts.  Philetus  the  Coan  was  another: 
and  his  merit  must  also  have  been  great ;  for  Propertius  joins 
him  with  Callimachus,  and  asks  permission  to  enter  the  sacred 
grove  of  poetry  in  their  company. 

Callimaclii  manes  et  Col  sacra  Philetse  ! 
In  yestrum  quseao  me  sinite  ire  nemos. 

It^appears,  however,  that  Aratus  was  more  particularly  and 
intimatdy  Theocritusis  friend.  To  him  he  inscribes  the  sixth 
Idyl,  describes  his  loves  in  the  seventh,  and  borrows  from  him 
the  religious  exordium  of  the  seventeenth.  After  he  had 
resided  several  years  in  Egypt,  he  returned  to  his  native  country, 
and  died  there. 

We  now  leave  the  man  for  the  writer,  and  in  this  capacity 
we  have  a  neat  deal  more  to  say.  The  poems  we  possess  from 
him  are  only  a  part,  although  probably  the  best,  of  what  he 
wrote.  He  composed  hymns,  elegies,  and  iambics.  Hermann, 
in  his  dissertation  on  hexameter  verse,  expresses  his  wonder 
that  Yirgil,  in  the  Eclogues,  should  have  deserted  the  practice 
of  Theocritus  in  its  structure;  and  he  remarks,  for  instance^ 
the  first  in  the  first  Idyl. 

*A8v  ri  ro  ^^BvpurfUL  luu  a  irtrvt  •    .  OtiroXc  rifpa* 

This  pause,  however,  is  almost  as  frequent  in  Homer  as  in 
Theocritus :  and  it  is  doubtful  to  us,  who  indeed  have  not 
counted  the  examples,  whether  any  other  pause  occurs  so  often 
in  the  Iliad.  In  reading  this  verse,  we  do  not  pause  after 
TTiTvs,  but  after  yjfiOvpKrim :  but  in  the  verses  whicn  the  illus- 
trious critic  quotes  from  Homer  the  pause  is  precisely  in  that 
place. 

tlorrw  fi9¥  ra  wpSra  icdpuaarrai  •  .  aUrrap  Ircira 

Although  the  pause  is  greatly  more  common  in  the  greek 
hexameter  than  in  the  latui,  yet  Hermann  must  have  taken 
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Virgil^s  Eclogaes  very  inattentively  in  making  his  remark, 
tiiafc  which  he  wonders  the  Boman  has  imitated  so  spar- 
Lj  from  the  Syracusan  occurs  quite  frequently  enough  in 
gil,  and  rather  too  frequently  in  Theocritus.  It  may  be 
ous  to  the  inaccurate  and  negligent ;  it  may  be  tedious  to 
ie  whose  reading  is  only  a  species  of  dissipation,  and 
rhom  ears  have  been  given  only  as  ornaments ;  nevertheless, 
the  sake  of  others,  we  have  taken  some  trouble  to  establish 
position  in  regard  to  the  Eclogues,  and  the  instances  are 
m  below,* 

*  EcL  L,  containing  88  verBea 
Kamque  exit  ille  mihi  semper  deus  .  . 
Non  equidem  inTideo,  miror  magis  .  • 
Ite  meee,  felix  quondam,  pecus  .  « 

Eel  iL    73  verses. 
Atque  superba  pati  fEistidia  .  « 
Cum  placidum  ventis  staret  mare  .  • 
Bina  die  siccant  ovis  ubera  .  . 
HeUy  heu !  quid  volui  misero  mihi     « 

Eel.  iiL    111  verses. 
Die  mihi,  Damoeta,  cujum  pecus  • 
Infeliz,  0  semper  oves  pecus  ,  • 
Et,  si  non  aliquA  nocuisses  .  . 
Si  nescis,  mens  iUe  caper  fuit  «  . 
Bisque  die  numerant  ambo  pecus  .  • 
Parta  mese  Veneri  sunt  munera  .  • 
PoUio  et  ipse  fadt  nova  carmina  .  . 
Fkrcite,  oves,  nimium  procedere  .  • 

Eel.  V.    86  verses. 
Sive  antro  potius  suocedimus  •  . 
Frigida,  Daphni,  boves  ad  flumina  .  • 
Quale  sopor  fessls  in  gramine  .  . 
Heec  eadem  docuit  cujum  pecus  •  • 

EoL  vi    86  verses. 
Cum  canerem  reges  et  prsBlia  .  . 
.£gle  Naiadum  pulcherrima  .  • 
Carmina  qu»  vultis  cognoscite  .  . 
Aut  aliquam  in  magno  sequitur  grege  •  • 
Errabunda  bovis  vestigia  .  • 
Quo  ouTBU  deserta  petiverit  .  • 

EcL  vii    70  verses. 
Ambo  florentes  setatibus  .  • 
Tir  gregis  ipse  oaper  deerraverat  .  • 
Aspicio ;  ille  ubi  me  contra  videt  .  « 
Kymphce  noster  amor  Lebethrides 
Quale  meo  Codro  oonoedite  •  • 
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In  Theocritus  it  is  not  this  usage  which  is  so  remarkable ;  it 
is  the  abundance  and  exuberance  of  dactyls.  They  hurry  on 
one  after  another,  like  the  waves  of  a  clear  and  rapid  brook  ia 
the  sunshine,  reflecting  all  things  the  most  beautiful  in  nature, 
but  not  resting  upon  any. 

Idyl  I.  Of  all  the  poetry  in  all  languages  that  of  Theocrituife 
is  the  most  fluent  and  easy ;  but  if  only  this  Idyl  were  extant^ 
it  would  rather  be  memorable  for  a  weak  imitation  of  it  by 
Virgil,  and  a  beautiful  one  by  Milton,  than  for  any  great  merit 
beyond  the  harmony  of  its  verse.  Indeed  it  opens  with  suet 
sounds  as  Pan  himself  in  a  prelude  on  his  pipe  might  have 

Setosi  caput  hoc  apri  tibi  .  , 
Ite  idomum  pasti,  si  quia  pudor  «  . 
Aut  si  ultra  placitum  laud&rit  .  . 
Si  fcBtura  gregem  suppleverit  .  . 
Solstitiuni  pecori  defendite  .  . 
Populus  Alcidid  gratissima  .  . 
Fnainu.  in  sylvU  pulcherrimiL 

Eel.  viiL     109  versea. 
Sive  Oram  Illyrici  legis  sequoris  .  . 
A  te  principium,  tibi  desioet  .  , 
Carmina  coepta  tuie,  atque  banc  eine  .  • 
Nascere  prseque  diem  veQiens  age  .  . 
Omnia  vel  medium  fiant  mare  .  . 
Desine  Msenalios  jam  desine  .  . 
Ducite  ab  urbe  domum,  mea  carmina  •  . 
Tranaque  caput  jace ;  ne  respexeris  .  . 

Eel.  ix.    67  yerses. 
Heu  cadit  in  quemquam  tantum  scelua  •  . 
Tityre  dum  redeo,  brevis  est  via  .  . 
Et  potum  pastas  age  Tityre  .  . 
Pierides,  sunt  et  mihi  carmina  .  . 
Omnia  fert  rotas,  animum  quoque  .  . 
Kimc  oblita  mihi  tot  carmina  .  . 
Hinc  ad«o  media  est  nobis  via  .  . 
Licipit  apparere  Bianoris  .  . 

Eel  z.    77  verses. 
"Nam  neque  Pamassi,  vobiB  juga  .  • 
Omnes  unde  amor  iste  rogant  tibi  .  • 

Instances  of  the  cadence  are  not  wanting  in  the  Eneid.    The  fourth 
book,  the  most  elaborate  of  all,  exhibits  them. 

• 

"Tempera^  quis  rebus  dexter  modus**  .  . 

And  again  in  the  last  lines,  with  only  one  interposed. 

"  Devolaty  et  supra  caput  adstitit  .  • 
Sic  ait  'et  dextra  ciinem  secat" 
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ed.  The  dialogue  is  between  Thyrsis  and  a  goatherd. 
J  much  of  appropriate  description ;  but  it  appears  un- 
B  to  the  character  and  condition  of  a  goatherd  to  offer 
e  a  reward  as  he  offers  for  singing  a  song.  "  If  you  will 
3  you  sang  in  the  contest  with  the  Libyan  shepherd 
is,  I  will  reward  you  with  a  goat,  mother  of  two  kids, 
goat  you  may  milk  thrice  a-day ;  for,  though  she  suckles 
ds,  she  has  milk  enough  left  for  two  pails, 
often  hear  that  such  or  such  a  thing  "  is  not  worth  an 
\g"  Alas  !  how  very  few  things  are  !  What  precious 
ctions  do  some  of  them  awaken !  what  pleasurable 
io  they  excite !  They  purify  the  stream  of  life ;  they 
lay  it  on  its  shelves  and  rapids ;  they  can  turn  it  bact 
bo  the  soft  moss  amidst  which  its  sources  issue. 

we  must  not  so  suddenly  quit  the  generous  goatherd : 
st  not  turn  our  backs  on  him  for  the  sake  of  indulging 
e  reflections.  He  is  ready  to  give  not  only  a  marvel- 
fine  goat  for  the  repetition  of  a  song,  but  a  commodity 
;h  higher  value  in  addition ;  a  deep  capacious  cup  of  the 
elaborate  workmanship,  carved  and  painted  in  several 
rtments.  Let  us  look  closely  at  these.  The  first  con- 
a  woman  in  a  veil  and  fillet :  near  her  are  two  young 
who  throw  fierce  worth  one  against  the  other  :  she  never 
them,  but  smiles  upon  each  alternately.  Surely  no 
ot  even  a  magical  one,  could  expjess  all  tliis.  But  they 
%e  to  carry  on  their  iU-will.  In  the  next  place  is  an  old 
lan  on  a  rock,  from  which  he  is  hauling  his  net.  Not 
m  him  is  a  vineyard,  laden  with  purple  grapes.  A  little 
watching  them  near  the  boundary-hedge,  while  a  couple 
es  are  about  their  business  :  one  walking  through  the 
f  vines,  picking  out  the  ripe  grapes  as  he  goe9  along ;  the 
levising  mischief  to  the  boy's  wallet,  and  declaring  on  the 
)f  a  fox  that  he  will  never  quit  the  premises  until  he  has 
ed  the  breakfast  therein  deposited.  The  song  is  deferred 
ger  :  and  a  capital  song  it  is  :  but  the  goatherd  has  well 
le  piper.  It  is  unnecessary  to  transcribe  the  verses 
Virgil  and  Milton  have  imitated. 

Nam  neque  Pamassi  vobis  juga  nam  neque  PIndi 
Ulla  moram  fiteere,  neque  Aonia  Aganippe. 

himself,  on  the  present  occasion,  was  certainly  not  de- 
in  any  of  these  places.    Let  us  try  whether  we  cax^i^V 
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come  toward  the  original  with  no  greater  deviation^  and  some 
what  less  dolness. 

Where  were  ye,  0  ye  nymphs  !  when  Daphnis  died  ? 

For  not  on  Findua  were  ye,  nor  beside 

Penfe'us  in  his  softer  glades,  nor  where 

Acis  might  well  expect  you,  once  your  care. 

But  neither  Aois  did  your  steps  detain, 

Nor  strong  Anapus  rushing  forth  amain, 

Nor  high-brow'd  Etna  with  her  forest  chain. 

Harmonious  as  are  the  verses  of  Theocritus^  the  greek  lan- 
guage itself  could  not  bear  him  above  Milton  in  his  Lycidas. 
He  had  the  good  sense  to  imitate  the  versification  of  Tasso'j 
Aminta,  employing  rhyme  where  it  is  ready  at  hand,  and  per- 
mitting his  verses  to  be  longer  or  shorter,  as  may  happen. 
They  are  never  deficient  in  sweetness,  taken  separately,  and 
never  at  the  close  of  a  sentence  disappoint  us.  However,  we 
can  not  but  regret  the  clashing  of  irreconcileable  mythologies. 
Neither  in  a  poem  nor  in  a  picture  do  we  see  willingly  the 
Nymphs  and  the  Druids  together :  Saint  Peter  comes  even 
more  inopportunely :  and  although,  in  the  midst  of  such  scenerj) 
we  may  be  prepared  against  wolves  with  their  own  heads  and 
^^matos"  and  "  privy  paws"  yet  we  deprecate  them  when  they 
appear  with  a  bishop^s  :  they  are  then  an  over-match  for  us. 
The  ancients  could  not  readily  run  into  such  errors:  yet 
something  of  a  kind  not  very  dissimilar  may  be  objected  to 
Virgil, 

Yenit  Apollo, 
*  Qalle !  quid  insanis  1 '  inquit 

When  the  poet  says,  ''  Cynthius  aurem  vellit  et  admonuit,"  we 
are  aware  that  it  is  merely  a  form  of  phraseology :  but  amonfi 
those  who,  in  Virgil's  age,  believed  in  Apollo,  not  one  believed 
that  he  held  a  conversation  with  Gallus.  The  time  for  the8< 
familiarities  of  gods  with  mortals  had  long  been  over, 

Nee  Be  oontingi  patiuntor  lumine  claro. 

There  was  only  one  of  them  who  could  stil  alight  withoa 
suspicion  among  the  poets.  Phoebus  had  become  a  mockery,; 
by-word :  but  there  never  will  be  a  time  probably  when  Lov 
shall  lose  his  personality,  or  be  wished  out  of  the  way  if  he  ha 
crept  into  a  poem.  But  the  poem  must  be  a  little  temple  o 
his  own,  admitting  no  other  occupant  or  agent  b^de  himsel 
and  (at  most)  two  worshipers. 
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To  return  to  this  first  Idyl.  Theocritus  may  be  censured  for 
representing  a  continuity  of  action  in  one  graven  piece,  where 
the  girl  smiles  on  two  young  men  alternately.  But  his  defence 
is  readj.  He  would  induce  the  belief  that,  on  looking  at  the 
perfection  of  the  workmanship,  we  must  necessarily  know  not 
only  what  is  passing,  but  also  what  is  past  and  what  is  to  come. 
We  see  the  two  foxes  in  the  same  spirit,  and  enter  into  their 
minds  and  machinations.  We  swear  to  the  wickedest  of  the 
two  that  we  will  keep  his  secret,  and  that  we  will  help  him  to 
the  uttermost  of  our  power,  when  he  declares  (c^art)  that  he 
will  have  the  boy's  breakfast.  Perhaps  we  might  not  be  so 
steadily  his  partisan,  if  the  boy  himself  were  not  meditating 
an  ill  turn  to  another  creature.  He  is  busy  in  making  a 
little  cage  for  the  cicala.  Do  we  never  see  the  past  and  the 
futore  in  the  pictures  of  Edwin  Landseer  ?  who  exercises  over 
all  the  beasts  of  the  field  and  fowls  of  the  air  an  undivided  and 
onlimited  dominion,  km  voov  €yv&. 

We  shall  abstain,  as  far  as  may  be,  in  this  review,  from 
verbal  criticism,  for  which  the  judicious  editor,  after  many 
other  great  scholars,  has  left  but  little  room :  but  w6  can  not 
CODS^  with  him  to  omit  the  hundred  and  twentieth  verse, 
merely  because  we  find  it  in  the  fifth  Idyl,  nor  because 
he  tells  us  it  is  rejected  in  the  best  editions.  Verses  have  been 
repeated  both  by  Lucretius  and  by  Virgil.  In  the  present 
case  the  sentence,  without  it,  seems  obtruncated,  and  wants 
the  peculiar  rhythm  of  Theocritus,  which  is  complete  and 
perfect  with  it.  In  the  two  last  verses  are  aib€  xifwiipai  Ov 
liri  (rKipTcurriT€.  Speaking  to  the  she-goats  he  could  not  well  say 
04,  which  could  only  be  said  in  speaking  ^  them.  Probably 
the  right  reading  is  a>5e,  although  we  believe  there  is  no 
authority  for  it.  The  repetition  of  that  word  is  graceful  and 
adds  to  the  sense.  ''  Come  hither,  Kissaitha  I  milk  this  one : 
but,  you  others !  do  not  leap  about  Aere,  lest,  &c/'  The  poet 
tells  us  he  will  hereafter  sing  more  sweetly  :  it  is  much  to  say; 
but  he  will  keep  his  promise  :  he  speaks  in  the  character  of 
Thyrsis.  When  the  goatherd  gives  the  cup  to  the  shepherd  he 
vishes  his  mouth  to  be  filled  with  honey,  and  with  the  honey- 
cami! 

Idtl  n.  is  a  monologue,  and  not  bucolic.  Cimsetha,  an 
enchantress,  is  in  love  with  Delphis.  The  poem  is  curious, 
eontaining  a  complete  system  of  incantation  as  practised  by 
the  Gr^s.     Out  of  two  verses,  by  no  means  remarkabU^ 
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Virgil  has  framed  some  of  the  most  beautiful  in  all  his  \ 
Whether  the  Idyl  was  in  this  particular  copied  from  Apoll< 
or  whether  he  in  the  Argonautics  had  it  before  him,  is  i 
tain.     Neither  of  them  is  so  admirable  as, 

Sylvseque  et  Bsava  quierant 

^quora. 

Ab  non  infelix  animi  Phoonissa ;  neque  unquam 

Solvitur  in  somnos,  ocvlUvt  aut  pectore  noctem 

AccipU:  ingeminant  curae,  rursusque  resurgens 

SiBTit  amor. 

The  woods  and  stormy  waves  were  now  at  rest, 

But  not  the  hapless  Dido ;  never  sank 

She  into  sleep,  never  received  she  night 

Into  her  bosom ;  grief  redoubled  grief, 

And  love  sprang  up  more  fierce  the  more  represt. 

Idyl  III.  A  goatherd,  whose  name  is  not  menti 
declares  his  love,  with  prayers  and  expostulations,  praise 
reproaches,  to  Amaryllis.  The  restlessness  of  passion 
was  better  expressed.  The  tenth  and  eleventh  lines  are  c 
by  Virgil,  with  extremely  ill  success. 

Quod  pottU,  puero  tylvettri  ex  arbore  lecta 
Aurea  mala  decem  misi,  eras  altera  mittam. 

How  poor  is  quodpotui !  and  what  a  selection  (lecta)  i 
of  crabs ;  moreover,  these  were  seni  as  a  present  (misi] 
not  offered  in  person.  There  is  not  even  the  action,  sucl 
is,  but  merely  the  flat  relation  of  it.  Instead  of  a  nar 
about  sending  these  precious  crabs,  and  the  promise  of  as 
more  on  the  morrow,  here  in  Theocritus  the  attentive  lovei 
**  Behold !  I  bring  you  ten  apples.  I  gathered  them  i 
from  the  tree  whence  you  desired  me  to  gather  them 
morrow  I  will  bring  you  more.  Look  upon  my  soi 
menting  grief !  I  wish  1  were  a  bee  that  I  might  com 
your  grotto,  penetrating  through  the  ivy  and  fern,  ho 
thick  about  you.''  Springing  up  and  away  from  his  dej 
and  suppUcation,  he  adds  wildly, 

Nvv  eyytay  rov  Eparra :  fiapvs  $€os  rj  pa  Xcaxvas 
MeurBoy  c6)i\a^c,  Zfn/fu»  8e  fuy  rrptipt  fuxrrip.* 

Now  know  I  Love,  a  cruel  Gk)d,  who  drew 
A  lionesses  teat,  and  in  the  forest  grew. 

*  We  bare  given  not  the  editor^s  but  our  own  punctuation :  noi 
0ffos :  for  if  there  were  any  in  that  place,  we  should  have  wiihed  the 
were  fitifvif  Bwv, 
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Virgil  has  amplified  the  passage  to  no  purpose. 

Nunc  Bcio  quid  sit  amor :  duris  in  cotibua  ilium 
IsmaroB  aut  Rhodope  aut  extremi  Gbramantes 
Kec  generii  nostri  puerum  nee  wnguinit  edunt. 

Where  is  the  difference  of  meaning  here  between  ^enns  and 
9anguu  ?  And  why  all  this  bustle  about  Ismarus  and  Rhodope 
and  the  Garamantes  P  A  lioness  in  an  oak-forest  stands  in 
place  of  them  all^  and  much  better.  Love  being  the  deity^  not 
the  passion,  qui  would  have  been  better  than  quidy  both  in 
propriety  and  in  sound.     There  follows^ 

Alter  ab  undecimo  jam  tum  me  ceperat  amius. 

This  is  among  the  most  faulty  expressions  in  Yirgil.  The 
words  jam  turn  me  sound  woodenly  :  and  me  ceperat  annus  is 
acarcely  latin.  Perhaps  the  poet  wrote  mihiy  abbreviated  to 
m;  miki  ceperat  annus.  There  has  been  a  doubt  regarding 
the  exact  meaning  :  but  this  should  raise  none.  The  meaning 
is,  "  I  was  entering  my  thirteenth  year.''  Unus  ab  undecimo 
would  be  the  twelfth :  of  course  alter  ab  undecimo  must  be  the 
thirteenth.  Yirgil  is  little  more  happy  in  his  translations  from 
Theocritus  than  he  is  in  those  from  Homer.  It  is  probable 
that  ihey  were  only  school  exercises^  too  many  and  (in  his 
opinion)  too  good  to  be  thrown  away.  J.  C.  Scaliger,  zealous 
for  the  great  Roman  poet,  gives  him  the  preference  over  Homer 
in  every  instance  where  he  has  copied  him.  .  But  in  fact  there 
18  nowhere  a  sentence,  and  only  a  single  terse  anywhere,  in 
which  he  rises  to  an  equality  with  his  master.  He  says  of 
Kune, 

Ingrediturque  solo  et  caput  inter  sidera  condit. 

The  noblest  verse  in  the  latin  language. 

Idyl  IV.  Battus  and  Corydon.*  The  greater  part  is 
tedious;  but  at  verse  thirty-eight  begias  a  tender  grief  of 
Battus  on  the  death  of  his  Amaryllis :  Corydon  attempts  to 
console  him.     *'  You  must  be  of  good  courage,  my  dear  Battus  1 

*  The  close  of  Terse  thirty-one  is  printed  S,  re  Zaicw9os\  in  other  editions 
k  loKvrBos.  Perhaps  both  are  wrong.  The  first  syllable  of  IokwBos  is  short, 
which  is  against  the  latter  reading;  and  re  would  be  long  before  Z,  which  is 
against  the  former.  Might  not  a  shepherd  who  uses  the  Doric  dialect  have 
and  AomirOos.  We  have  heard  of  a  coin  inscribed  Aaievy$twy.  In  Virgil  we 
read  nemoroga  Z<icyntho»:  but  it  seems  impossible  that  he  should  have 
written  the  word  with  a  Z. 
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Things  may  go  better  with  you  another  day/'  To  which 
natural  and  brief  reflection  we  believe  all  editions  have  added 
two  verses  as  spoken  by  Corydon.  Nevertheless,  we  suspect 
that  Theocritus  gave  the  following  one  to  Battus,  and  that  he 
says  in  reply,  or  ratlier  in  refutation,  "  There  are  hopes  in  the 
living,  but  the  dead  leave  us  none/'  Then  says  Corydon, 
*'The  skies  are  sometimes  serene  and  sometimes  rainy." 
Battus  is  comforted ;  he  adds  but  Oapcfu) ;  for  he  perceives  on 
a  sudden  that  the  calves  are  nibbling  the  olives.  Good  Battus 
has  forgotten  at  once  all  his  wishes  and  regrets  for  Amaryllis, 
and  would  rather  have  a  stout  cudgel.  His  animosity  soon 
subsides,  however,  and  he  asks  Corydon  an  odd  question  about 
an  old  shepherd,  wliich  Corydon  answers  to  his  satisfaction 
and  delight. 

Idyl  V.  Comatas,  a  goatherd,  and  Lacon,  a  shepherd, 
accuse  one  another  of  thievery.  They  carry  on  their  recrimi- 
nations with  much  spirit ;  but  the  beauty  of  the  verses  could 
alone  make  the  contest  tolerable.  After  the  fortieth  arc 
several  which  Virgil  has  imitated,  with  little  honor  to  his 
selection.  Theocritus,  always  harmonious,  is  invariably  the 
most  so  in  description.  This  is,  however,  too  long  continued 
in  many  places :  out  here  we  might  wish  it  had  begun  earlier 
and  lasted  longer.     Lacon  says. 

Sweeter  beneath  this  olive  will  you  sing, 
By  the  grove-side  and  by  the  running  spring, 
Where  grows  the  grass  in  bedded  tufts,  and  where 
The  shrill  cicala  shakes  the  slumberous  air. 

Tliis  is  somewhat  bolder  than  the  original  will  warrant, 
but  not  quite  so  bold  as  Virgil's  "  rumjmnt  arbusta  cicadas." 
It  is  followed  by  what  may  be  well  in  character  with  two 
shepherds  of  Sibaris,  but  what  has  neither  pleasantry  nor 
novelty  to  recommend  it :  and  the  answer  would  have  come 
with  much  better  grace  uninterrupted.  Comatas,  after  re^ 
minding  Lacon  of  a  very  untoward  action  in  which  both  were 
implicated,  thus  replies : 

I  will  not  thither :  cypresses  are  here, 
Oaka,  and  two  springs  that  gurgle  cool  and  clear. 
And  bees  are  flying  for  their  hives,  and  through 
The  shady  branches  birds  their  talk  pursue. 

They  both  keep  their  places,  and  look  out  for  an  arbitiator 
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to  decide  on  the  merit  of  their  songs.     Morson,  a  woodman, 
is  splitting  a  tree  near  them ;  and  they  call  him.     There  is 
something  very  dramatic  in  their  appeal,  and  in  the  objurgation 
that  follows.     The  contest  is   carried  on  in    extemporary 
verses,  two  at  a  time.     After  several,  Comatas  says,  "  All  my 
sh&igoats,  excepting  two,  are  bearers  of  twins :  nevertheless, 
a  girl  who  sees  me  among  them  says,  '  Unfortunate  creature ! 
do  you  milk  them  all  yourseK !  * "    Lacon,  as  the  words  now 
stand,  replies,  "  Pheu!  pheu!"  an  exclamation  which  among 
the  tragedians  expresses  grief  and  anguish,  but  which  here 
signifies  Psha,  psha.      Now  it  is  evident  that  Comatas  had 
tempted  to  make  Lacon  jealous,  by  telling  him  how  sorry 
the  girl  was  that  he  should  milk  the  goats  himself  without 
anybody  to  help  him.     Lacon  in  return  is  ready  to  show  that 
he  also  had  his  good  fortune.     There  is  reason  therefor  to 
suspect  that  the  name  AaKoav  should  be  Aa^v;   because 
from  all  that  precedes  we  may  suppose  that  Lacon  was  never 
possessed  of  such  wealth,  and  that  Comatas  would  have  turned 
nim  into  ridicule  if  he  had  boasted  of  it.     '^  Psha  I  psha  I  you 
are  a   grand  personage  with  your  twin-bearing  goats,   no 
doubt!  but  you  milk  them  yourself:  now  Damon  is  richer 
than  you  are:  he  fills  pretty  nearly  twenty  hampers  with  cheeses." 
This    seems   indubitable  from    the    following    speech  of 
Lacon.      Not  to   be  teased   any  more  after  he  had   been 
taunted  by  Comatas,  that  Clearista,  although  he  was  a  goat- 
herd, threw  apples  at  him,  and  began  to  sing  the  moment 
he  drove  his  nerd  by  her,  Lacon,  out  of  patience  at  last, 
says,    ''Cratidas   makes   me  wild   with  that  beautiful  hair 
about  the  neck.^'     There  could  have  been  no  room  for  this 
if  he  had  spoken  of  liimself,  however  insatiable.     For,  in  a 
later  verse,  Cratidas  seems  already  to  have  made  room  for 
another. 

Finding  Damon  here  in  Theocritus,  we  may  account  for  his 
appearance  in  Virgil.  No  greek  letters  are  more  easily  mis- 
taken one  for  the  other  than  the  capital  A  for  A,  and  the  small 
K  for  fjL.  In  the  one  hundred  and  fifth  verse,  Comatas  boasts 
of  possessing  a  cup  sculptured  by  Praxiteles.  This  is  no  very 
grave  absurdity  in  such  a  braggart :  it  suits  the  character : 
Virgil,  who  had  none  to  support  for  his  shepherd,  makes  him 
state  that  liis  is  only  ^^  divim  opus  Alcimedontis/' 

14^ 
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It  may  be  remarked,  in  conclusion,  that  no  other  Idyl 
contains  so  many  pauses  after  the  fourth  foot,  which 
Hermann  calls  bucolic :  nearly  half  of  the  verses  have  this 
cadence. 

Idyl  YI.  This  is  dramatic,  and  is  addressed  to  Aratos. 
The  shepherds  Damsetas  and  Daphnis  had  driven  their  flocks 
into  one  place,  and,  sitting  by  a  fountain,  began  a  song  about 
Polyphemus  and  Galatea.  Daphnis  acts  the  character  of 
Galatea,  Damaetas  of  Polyphemus.  The  various  devices  of 
the  gigantic  shepherd  to  make  her  jealous,  and  his  confidence 
of  success  in  putting  them  into  practice,  are  very  amusing. 
His  slyness  in  giving  a  secret  sign  to  set  the  dog  at  her,  and 
the  dog  knowing  that  he  loved  her  in  his  heart,  and  pushing 
his  nose  against  her  thigh  instead  of  biting  her,  are  such 
touches  of  true  poetry  as  are  seldom  to  be  found  in  pastorals. 
In  the  midst  of  these  our  poet  has  been  thought  to  have 
conmiitted  one  anachronism.  But  where  Galatea  is  said  to 
have  mistaken  the  game,  when 

^€uy€t  ^(Acorra  km  ol  ^(Acovra  9tuK(n 
Koi  roy  diro  ypofifms  KiPti  KiOoy, 

.  .  Seekfl  him  who  loves  not»  him  who  lovee,  avoids :    ' 
And  makes  £EJse  moves, 

she  herself  is  not  represented  as  the  speaker,  nor  is  Polyphemus, 
but  Daphnis.  It  is  only  at  the  next  speech  that  either  of  the 
characters  comes  forth  in  person :  here  Damsetas  is  the  Poly- 
phemus, and  acts  his  part  admirably. 

Idyl  VII,  The  last  was  difi'erent  in  its  form  and  character 
fipom  the  five  preceding :  the  present  is  more  different  stiL 
The  poet,  on  his  road  to  Alexandria  with  Eucritus  and  Amyntas, 
meets  Phrasidamus  and  Antigenes,  and  is  invited  to  accompany 
them  to  the  festival  of  Ceres,  called  Thalysia.  He  falls  in  with 
Lycidas  of  Cidon,  and  they  relate  their  love-stories.  This  Idyl 
closes  with  a  description  of  summer  just  declining  into  autunuL 
The  invocation  to  the  Nymphs  is  in  the  spirit  of  Pindar. 

Idyl  YIU.^    The  subject  is  a  contest  in  singing  between 

*  The  two  first  lines  are  the  least  pleasant  to  the  ear  of  any  in  this 
melodious  poet. 

Ao^iSt  «»  x«P*<  I  I'  Ti . , .  trvyrprrrro  fiovKokio  \  v  ti 
MaXa  v^ijmv  its  ^\  v  ri,  &c. 

'Cis  ^arrt  is  found  in  all  editions;  but  Pierson  has  suggested  Aiofarrf. 
Biophantus  was  a  friend  of  Theocritus,  addressed  in  Idyl  yxT. 
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Menalcas  and  Daphnis,  for  a  pipe.     Here  are  some  verses  of 
exquisite  simplicity^  which  Virgil  has  most  clumsily  translated. 

Ego  banc  vitulum,  ne  forU  recuses,  &a 
De  grege  non  ausim  quidquam  deponere  tecum, 
Est  mihi  namque  domi  pater,  est  tn/ufto  noverca. 
Bisque  die  numerant  ambo  ^pecut . .  alter  et  hcedoi. 

It  is  evident  that  Virgil  means  by  pecus  the  sheep  only;  pecora 
at  this  day  means  an  ewe  in  italian.  Virgil's  Menalcas  had  no 
objection  to  the  robbery,  but  was  afraid  of  the  chastisement. 

The  Menalcas  of  Theocritus  says,  "  I  will  never  lay  what 
belongs  to  my  father;  but  I  have  a  pipe  which  I  made  myself;'' 
and  according  to  his  account  of  it,  it  was  no  ordinary  piece  of 
workmanship.  Damsetas,  it  appears,  had  made  exactly  such 
another,  quite  as  good,  and  the  cane  of  wliich  it  was  made  cut 
his  finger  in  making  it.  They  carry  on  the  contest  in  such 
sweet  hexameters  and  pentameters  as  never  were  heard  before 
or  since :  but  they  finish  with  hexameters  alone.  The  prize  is 
awarded  to  Daphnis  by  the  goatherd  who  is  arbitrator.  He 
must  have  been  a  goatherd  of  uncommonly  fine  discernment : 
the  match  seems  equal:  perhaps  the  two  following  verses 
tamed  the  balance. 

AAA'  Ifwo  ra  irerpa  raJft  eurofMi,  ayvas  *x^^  ''^f 
^wofia  ixa\*  €<ropuVf  ra»  SurcAoy  is  £Aa. 

Of  these,  as  of  those  above,  we  can  only  give  the  meaning : 
be  who  can  give  a  representation  of  them,  can  give  a  repre- 
sentation of  the  sea-breezes. 

It  never  was  my  wish  to  have  possest 
The  land  of  Pelops  and  his  golden  store; 

But  only,  as  I  hold  you  to  my  breast, 
Glance  at  our  sheep  and  our  Sicilian  shore. 

Idyl  IX.  Again  Menalcas  and  Daphnis ;  but  they  must 
both  have  taken  cold. 

Idyl  X.  Milo  and  Battus  are  reapers.  Milo  asks  Battus 
what  ails  him,  that  he  can  neither  draw  a  straight  furrow  nor 
reap  like  liis  neighbours.  For  simplicity  none  of  the  pastorals 
is  more  delightful,  and  it  abounds  in  rustic  irony. 

Idyl  XI.  is  addrest  to  Nikias  of  Miletus,  and  appears  to 
have  been  written  in  Sicily,  by  the  words  6  KvicXo^f  6  wop  y\\iiv. 
It  describes  the  love  of  Polyphemus  for  Galatea,  his  appeal  to 
her,  his  promises  (to  the  extent  of  eleven  kids  and  four  beax- 


230  THE   LAST  FRUIT   OFF   AN    OLD   TREE. 

cubs),  and  his  boast  that,  if  he  can  not  have  her,  he  can  find 
another  perhaps  more  beautiful;  for  that  many  are  ready 
enough  to  play  with  him,  challenging  him  to  that  effect,  and 
giggling  (ictxAtCoi^O  when  he  listens  to  them,  Virgil's 
imitation  of  this  Idyl  is  extremely,  and  more  than  usually, 
feeble.  The  last  verse  however  of  Theocritus  is  somewhat 
flat.* 

Idyl  XII.  We  now  arrive  at  the  first  of  those  Idyls  of 
which  the  genuineness  has  been  so  pertinaciously  disputed.t 
And  why  ?  Because  forsooth  it  pleased  the  author  to  compose 
it  in  the  ionic  dialect.  Did  Burns,  who  wrot€  mostly  in  the 
Scottish,  write  nothing  in  the  english?  With  how  much 
better  reason  has  the  competitor  of  Apollonius  and  Callimachus 
deserted  the  doric  occasionally !  Meleager,  and  other  writers 
of  inscriptions,  mix  frequently  ionic  forms  with  doric.  In 
fact,  the  most  accurate  explorers  must  come  at  last  to  the 
conclusion,  that  even  in  the  pastoral  portion  of  these  Idyls, 
scarcely  a  single  one  is  composed  throughout  of  unmingled 
doric.  The  ear  that  is  accustomed  to  the  exuberant  flow  of 
Theocritus,  will  never  reject  as  spurious  this  melodious  and 
graceful  poem.  Here,  and  particularly  toward  the  conclusion, 
as  very  often  elsewhere,  he  writes  in  the  style  and  spirit  of 
Pindar,  while  he  celebrates  the  loves  extolled  by  Plato. 

Idyl  XIII.  is  addrest  to  Nikias,  as  the  eleventh  was.  It  is 
not  a  dialogue :  it  is  a  narrative  of  the  loss  of  Hylas.  The 
same  story  is  related  by  Propertius  in  the  most  beautiful  of 
his  elegies. 

Idyl  XIV.  is  entitled  Cynisca's  Love,  and  is  a  dialogue 
between  her  husband  ^scliines  and  his  friend  Thyonichus. 
Cyuisca  had  taken  a  fancy  to  Lucos.  At  an  entertainmoit 
given  by  ^schines,  a  very  miscliievous  guest,  one  Apis,  sings 
about  a  wolf  (Avkos),  who  was  quite  charming,      ^schines  I 

"  He  lived  more  pleatantly  than  if  he  had  given  gold  far  iL" 
This  ia  barely  sense ;  nor  can  it  be  improved  without  a  bold  substitaUoiii 

Such  terminations  are  occasionally  to  be  found  in  our  poet;  forexampl*' 
Idyl  1.  iWa  fuix^v  /jloi.    Idyl  2.  6<rffoy  C7»  9tiv.     Idyl  3.  ii  ^iXcc it  /m,  ad^ 
three  lines  further  on,  owtn*  fx^  t^^"*  ^^' 

f  The  title  of  this  is  Ailes,  which  among  the  Thessalians  was  what> 
according  to  the  poet  in  v.  13,  ttawvflKos  was  among  the  Spartans  :  the  one 
rapa  TO  rov  ipwfAtvov  titredtuf,  the  other  from  uffimu'  row  ipttra  rm  aytari^n- 
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lad  some  reason  for  jealousy  before.  Hearing  Cynisea 
it  the  name  of  Lucos,  he  can  endure  it  no  longer,  and 
her  a  slap  in  the  face,  then  another,  and  so  forth,  until 
ms  out  of  the  house,  and  takes  refuge  with  her  Lucos 
id  night.  All  this  the  husband  relates  to  Thyonichus ; 
le  verses  from  the  thirty-fourth  to  thirty-eighth,  OaKirf 
,  are  very  laughable.  Thyonichus  advises  that  so  able  a 
should  enter  the  service  of  Ptolemy. 
TL  XV.  The  Syracusan  Gossips.  Never  was  there  so 
or  so  delightful  a  description  of  such  characters.  There 
ttle  diversity,  quite  enough,  between  Praxinoe  and  Gorgo, 
Qoe  is  fond  of  dress ;  conceited,  ignorant,  rash,  abusive 
!r  remarks  on  her  husband,  ambitious  to  display  her 
edge  as  well  as  her  finery,  and  talking  absurdly  on  what 
es  about  her  at  the  festival  of  Adonis.  Gorgo  is  desirous 
inuating  her  habits  of  industry.  There  are  five  speakers : 
»,  Praxinoe,  Eunoe,  an  old  woman  and  a  traveller,  beside 
^ng  girl,  who  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  party  or  the 
Tie.  "  Gor^o :  DonH  talk  in  this  way  against  your 
nd  while  your  baby  is  by.  See  how  he  is  looking  at  you. 
noe:  Sprightly,  my  pretty  Zopyrion !  I  am  not  talking 
pa.  Gor :  By  Proserpine !  he  understands  you.  Papa 
ewel  of  a  papa.'*  After  a  good  deal  of  tattle,  they  are 
g  out  for  the  fair,  and  the  cliild  shows  a  strong  desire  to 
the  party.  "  Gor:  I  can't  take  you,  darling!  There's 
goblin  on  the  other  side  of  the  door ;  and  there's  a  biting 
Ay,  ay,  cry  to  your  heart's  content.  Do  you  think  I 
have  you  lamed  for  life  ?  CJome,  come ;  let  us  be  off.'* 
iter  is  irrepressible  at  their  mishaps  and  exclamations  in 
owd.  This  poem,  consisting  of  one  hundred  and  forty- 
erses,  is  the  longest  in  Theocritus,  excepting  the  heroics 
ercules.  The  comic  is  varied  and  relieved  by  the  song 
^rl  on  Adonis.  She  notices  everything  she  sees,  and 
bes  it  as  it  appears  to  her.  After  an  invocation  to 
\,  she  has  a  compliment  for  Berenice,  not  without  an  eye 
J  candied  flowers  and  white  pastry,  and  the  pretty  little 
:s  containing  mossy  gardens  and  waxwork  Adonisses, 
ny  Loves  flying  over, 

n»Twvrax,  irrtftvytty  trtipotfifuot  hQav*  oir^  l^w. 

Like  the  young  nightmgalesy  some  nestling  close, 
Some  plying  the  fresh  wing  from  bough  to  bough. 
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Idyl  XVI.    The  Graces.     Here  Hiero  is  reminded  how 
becoming  is  liberality  in  the  rich  and  powerful ;  and  here  i« 
sometimes  a  plaintive  undersong  in  the  praise.    The  attributes 
of  the  Graces  were  manifold;   the  poet  has  them  in  viet 
principally  as  the  distributors  of  just  rewards.      We  have 
noticed  the  resemblance  he  often  bears  to  Pindar :  nowhere  is 
it  so  striking  as  in  this  and  the  next.    The  best  of  Pindai^s 
odes  is  not  more  energetic  throughout:  none  of  them  surpasses 
these  two  in  the  chief  qualities  of  that  admirable  poet; 
rejection  of  what  is  light  and  minute^  disdain  of  what  is 
trivial,  and  selection  of  those  blocks  from  the  quarry  which 
will  bear  strong  strokes  of  the  hammer  and  retain  all  the 
marks  of  the  chisel.     Of  what  we  understand  by  sublimity 
he  has  little;  but  he  moves  in  the  calm  majesty  of  an  elevated 
mind.     Of  all  poets  he  least  resembles  those  among  us  whom 
it  is  the  fashion  most  to  admire  at  the  present  day.     The 
verses  of  this  address  to  Hiero  by  Theocritus,  from  the  thirty- 
fourth  to  the  forty-seventh,  are  as  sonorous  and  elevated  as 
the  best  of  Homer's;   and  so  are  those  beginning  at  the 
ninety-eighth  verse  to  the  end. 

Idyl  XVII.  This  has  nothing  of  the  Idyl  in  it,  but  is  8 
noble  eulogy  on  Ptolemy  Philadelphus,  son  of  Ptolemy  Lagus 
and  Berenice.  Warton  is  among  the  many  who  would  deduct 
it  from  the  works  of  our  poet.  It  is  grander  even  than  the 
last  on  Hiero,  in  which  he  appears  resolved  to  surpass  all  that 
Pindar  has  written  on  the  earlier  king  of  that  name.  It  is 
only  in  versification  that  it  difi'ers  from  him :  in  comprehen- 
siveness, power,  and  majesty,  and  in  the  maimer  of  treating  the 
subject,  the  same  spirit  seems  to  have  guided  the  same  hand. 

Idyl  XVIII.    The  Epithalamium  of  Helen.     There  were 

two  species  of  epithalamium :  the  KoiiirjuKov,  such  as  this,  and 

such  likewise  as  that  of  Catullus,   sung  as  the   bride  was 

conducted  to  her  chamber;  and  the  €y€fyriKov,  sung  as  she 

arose  in  the  morning.    The  poet,  in  the  first  verses,  introduces 

twelve  Spartan  girls  crowned  with  hyacinths,  who  sing  and 

dance  about  Menelaiis.     ''And  so  you  are  somewhat  heavy 

in  the  knees,  sweet  spouse !  rather  fond  of  sleep,  are  you  ? 

You  ought  to  have  gone  to  sleep  at  the  proper  time,  and 

have  let  a  young  maiden  play  with  other  youn^  maidens  at 

her  mother's  until  long  after  daybreak.''     Then  follow  the 

praises  of  Helen,  wishes  for  her  prosperity,  and  promises  to 

return  at  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 

1 
\ 


V 
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Idyl  XIX.  Kariocleptes,  or  the  Hive-stealer,  contains  but 
eight  verses.  It  is  the  story  of  Cupid  stung  by  a  bee:  the 
first  and  last  bee  that  ever  stung  all  the  fingers  (AajcrvXa 
vavT^  {m€w^€v)  of  both  hands  :  for  it  is  not  \€ipos  but  x€ip&v. 
Having  said  in  the  first  verse  that  the  bee  stung  him^  as  he 
was  plundering  the  hive^  we  may  easily  suspect  in  what  part 
the  wound  was  inflicted;  and,  among  the  extremely  few 
things  we  could  wish  altered  or  omitted  in  Theocritus,  are  the 
words 

cur/xxoc  x«fl»''* 
AaicrvXa  ra^  vwtw^tv,    'O  If  JiXy^§ 

All  the  needful  and  all  the  ornamental  would  be  comprised  in 

Idyl  XX.  The  Oxherd.  He  complains  of  Eunica,  who 
holds  his  love  in  derision  and  finds  fault  with  his  features, 
speech,  and  manners.  From  plain  downright  contemptuous- 
ness  she  bursts  forth  into  irony. 

&s  aypia  ireu(r8cif 
'XIs  Tftv^pov  XoAccff,  its  Kom\a  ^/uera  ^pcurZtts,  &C. 

How  rustic  is  your  play ! 
How  coarse  your  language !  &c. 

He  entertains  a  very  different  opinion  of  himself,  boasts  that 
every  girl  upon  the  hills  is  in  love  with  him,  and  is  sure  that 
only  a  town-lady  (which  he  thinks  is  the  same  thing  as  a  lady 
(fthe  town)  could  have  so  little  taste.  ITiere  is  simplicity  in 
this  Idyl,  but  it  is  the  worst  of  the  author. 

Idyl  XXI.  The  Fisherman.  Two  fishermen  were  lying 
stretched  on  seaweed  in  a  wattled  hut,  and  resting  their  heads 
against  the  wall  composed  of  twigs  and  leaves.  Around  them 
were  spred  all  the  implements  of  their  trade,  which  are 
specified  in  very  beautiful  verse.  They  arose  before  dawn, 
and  one  said  to  the  other,  "  They  speak  unwisely  who  tell  us 
that  the  nights  are  shorter  in  summer  when  the  days  are 
longer;  for  within  the  space  of  this  very  night  I  have  dreamt 
innumerable  dreams.  Have  you  ever  learnt  to  interpret 
th^m  ?  '*  He  then  relates  how  he  dreamt  of  having  caught 
a  golden  fish,  how  afraid  he  was  that  it  might  be  the  favorite 
fish  of  Neptune  or  Amphitrite.  His  fears  subsided,  and  he 
swore  to  himself  that  he  would  give  up  the  sea  for  ever  and 
be  a  king.     ^'  I  am  now  afraid  of  having  sworn  any  such 
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oath/'  said  he.  "  Never  fear,"  replied  the  other  :  "  the  oflly 
danger  is,  of  dying  with  hunger  in  the  midst  of  such  golden 
dreams.^' 

Idyl  XXII.  This  is  the  first  heroic  poem  in  Theocritus: 
it  is  in  two  parts.  First  is  described  th3  fight  of  Polideukes  and 
Amycus:  secondly,  of  Castor  and  Lynceus.  Of  Amycus 
the  poet  says  that  "his  monstrous  chest  was  spAerieal:' 
i(r(l>a(,p<jDTo. 

Omitting  this,  we  may  perhaps  give  some  idea  of  the  scene. 

In  solitude  both  wandered,  far  away 
From  those  they  sail'd  with.     On  the  hills  above, 
Beneath  a  rooky  steep,  a  fount  they  saw 
Full  of  clear  water ;  and  below  were  more 
That  bubbled  from  the  bottom,  silvery, 
Crystalline.    In  the  banks  around  grew  pineit, 
PoplarS)  and  cypresses,  and  planes,  and  flowers 
Sweet-smelling ;  pleasant  work  for  hairy  bees 
Born  in  the  meadows  at  the  close  of  spring. 
There,  in  the  sunshine,  sat  a  savage  man, 
Horrid  to  see ;  broken  were  both  his  ears 
With  cestuses,  his  shoulders  were  like  rocks 
Polisht  by  some  vast  river's  ceaseless  whirl. 

Apollonius  and  Valerius  Flaccus  have  described  the  fight 
of  Amycus  and  Polideukes:  both  poets  are  clever,  Valerius 
more  than  usually  :  Theocritus  is  masterly. 

Idyl  XXIII.  Dyseros,  or  the  Unhappy  Lover.  The  sub- 
ject of  tliis  is  the  same  as  the  Corydon  of  Virgil :  but  here  the 
statue  of  Cupid  falls  on  and  crushes  the  inflexible. 

Idyl  XXIV.  Heracliskos,  or  the  Infant  Hercules.  There 
are  critics  of  so  weak  a  sight  in  poetry  as  to  ascribe  this 
magnificent  and  wonderful  work  to  Bion  or  Moschus.  Her- 
cules is  cradled  in  Amphitryon's  shield.  The  description  of 
the  serpents,  of  the  supernatural  light  in  the  chamber,  and 
the  prophecy  of  Tiresias,  are  equal  to  Pindar  and  Homer. 

Idyl  XXV.  Hercules  the  Lion-killer.  This  will  bear 
no  comparison  with  the  preceding.  The  story  is  told  by 
Hercules  himself,  and  the  poet  has  taken  good  care  that  it 
should  not  be  beyond  his  capacity. 

Idyl  XXVI.  The  Death  of  Pentheus.  Little  can  be  said 
for  this  also ;  only  that  the  style  is  the  pure  antique. 

Idyl  XXVII.  Daphnis  and  the  Shepherdess,  has  been 
translated  by  Dryden.  He  has  given  the  Shepherdess  a 
muslin  gown  bespangled.      This  easy  and  vigorous  poet  too 
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^ften  turns  the  country  into  the  town,  smells  of  the  ginshop, 
^d  staggers  toward  the  brothel.  He  was  quite  at  home  with 
Juvenal,  imitating  his  scholastic  strut,  deep  frown,  and  loud 
declamation :  no  other  has  done  such  justice  to  Lucretius,  to 
Virgil,  to  Horace,  and  to  Ovid :  none  is  so  dissimilar  to 
Theocritus.  Wherever  he  finds  a  stain,  he  enlarges  its  cir- 
cumference, and  renders  it  vivid  and  indelible.  In  this  lively 
poem  we  wish  the  sixty-fifth  and  sixty-sixth  verses  were 
omitted. 

Idyl  XXVIII.  Neither  this  nor  any  one  of  the  following 
can  be  called  an  Idyl.  The  meter  is  the  pentameter  chori- 
ambic,  like  Catullus's  "  Alphene  immemor,  &r" 

Idyl  XXIX.  Expostulation  against  Inconstancy.  The 
meter  is  the  dactylic  pentameter,  in  which  every  foot  is  a 
dactyl,  excepting  the  first,  which  is  properly  a  trochee :  this 
however  may  be  converted  to  a  spondee  or  an  iambic,  enjoying 
the  same  licence  as  the  phaleucian.  In  the  twentieth  verse 
there  is  a  false  quantity,  where  /cc  is  short  before  C 

Idyl  XXX.  The  Death  of  Adonis.  Venus  orders  the 
Loves  to  catch  the  guilty  boar  and  bring  him  before  her. 
They  do  so :  he  makes  his  defence  against  the  accusation, 
which  is,  that  he  only  wished  to  kiss  the  thigh  of  Adonis ; 
and  he  offers  his  tusk  in  atonement,  and,  if  the  tusk  is 
insufficient,  his  cheek.  Venus  pitied  him,  and  he  was  set  at 
hberty.  Out  of  gratitude  and  remorse,  he  went  to  a  fire  and 
burnt  his  teeth  down  to  the  sockets.  Let  those  who  would 
pillage  Theocritus  of  his  valuables,  show  the  same  contrition : 
we  then  promise  them  this  poem,  to  do  what  they  will  with. 

The  Inscriptions,  which  follow,  are  all  of  extreme  simplicity 
and  propriety.  These  are  followed  by  the  poems  of  Bion 
and  Moschus.  Bion  was  a  native  of  Smyrna,  Moschus  (his 
scholar)  of  Syracuse.  They  are  called  authors  of  Idyls,  but 
there  is  nothing  of  idyl  or  pastoral  in  their  works.  The  worst 
of  them,  as  is  often  the  case,  is  the  most  admired.  Bion  tells 
us  that  the  boar  bit  the  thigh  of  Adonis  with  his  ttisi  ;  the 
wAite  thigh  with  the  white  tush;  and  that  Adonis  grieved 
Venus  by  breathing  Boftly  while  the  blood  was  running.  Such 
faults  as  these  are  rarely  to  be  detected  in  greek  poetry,  but 
frequently  on  the  revival  of  Pastoral  in  Italy. 

Chaucer  was  bom  before  that  epidemic  broke  out  which 
soon  spred  over  Europe,  and  infected  the  english  poetry  as 
badly  as  any.    The  thoughts  of  our  poets  in  the  Elizabethan 


230  TJIE    LAST    FRUIT    OFF    A.\    OLD    TREE. 

age  often  look  the  stronger  because  they  are  complicated  and 
twisted.     We  have  the  boldness  t^  confess  that  we  are  no 
admirers  of  the  Elizabethan  atyle,     Shakspeare  stood   alone 
in  a  fresh  and  vigorous  and  vast  creation  :  yet  even  his  first- 
born were  foul  offenders,  bearing  on  their  brows  the  curse  of 
a  fallen  state.     Elsewhere,  in  every  quarter,  we  are  at  once 
slumberous  and   restless  under  the  heaviness  of  musk   and 
benzoin,  and  sigh  for  the  unattainable  insipidity  of  fresh  air. 
We  are  regaled  with  dishes  in  which  no  condiment  is  for- 
gotten, nor  indeed  any  thing  but  simply  the  meat ;  and  we 
are  ushered  into  chambers  where  the  tapestry  is  all  composed 
of  dwarfs  and  giants,  and  the  floor  all  covered  with  blood. 
Thomson,  in  the  Seasons,  has  given  us  many  beautiful  de- 
scriptions of  inanimate  nature ;  but  the  moment  any  one  speaks 
in  them  the  charm  is  broken.      The  figures  he  introduces  are 
fantastical.     The  Hassan  of  Collins  is  excellent :  he  however 
is  surpassed  by  Bums  and  Scott :  and  Wordsworth,  in  his 
Michael,  is  nowise  inferior  to  them.     Among  the  modems 
no  poet,  it  appears  to  us,  has  written  an  Idyl  so  perfect,  so 
pure  and  simple  in  expression,  yet  so  rich  in  thought  and 
imagery,  as  the   Godiva  of  Alfred  Tennyson.     Wordsworth, 
like  Thomson,  is  deficient  in  the  delineation  of  character,  even 
of  the  mstic,  in  which  Scott  and  Bums  are  almost  equal.     But 
some  beautiful  Idyls  might  be  extracted  from  the  JSjpcursion, 
which  would  easily  split  into  lamina,  and  the  residue  migh^ 
with  little  loss,  be  blown  away.     Few  are  suspicious  that  they 
may  be  led  astray  and  get  benighted  by  following  simplicil^ 
too  far.     If  there  are  pleasant  fruits  growing  on  the  groundi 
must  we  therefor  cast  aside,  as  unwholesome,  those  which 
have  required  the  praning-knife  to  correct  and  the  ladder  to 
reach  them?     Beautiful  thoughts  are  seldom  disdainful  of 
sonorous  epithets  :  we  find  them  continually  in  the  Pastorals 
of  Theocritus :  sometimes  we  see,  coming  rather  obtrusively, 
the  wanton  and  indelicate;    but  never  (what  poetry  mo«fc 
abhors)  the  mean  and  abject.     Widely  different  from  our 
homestead  poets,  the  Syracusan  is  remarkable  for  a  facility 
that  never  draggles,  for  a  spirit  that  never  flags^  and  for  a 
variety  that  never  is  exhausted.     His  reflections  are  frequent, 
but  seasonable ;  soon  over,  like  the  shadows  of  spring  clouds 
on  flowery  meadows,  and  not  hanging  heavily  upnon  the  scene, 
*nor  depressing  the  vivacity  of  the  blythe  antagonists. 


THE   POEMS   OF   CATULLUS.  237 


THE  POEMS  OF  CATULLUS. 


BoE&iKo's  first  edition  of  Catullus  came  out  nearly  half  a 
century  before  his  last  edition.  When  he  returned  to  his 
undertakings  he  found  many  things^  he  tells  us^  to  be  struck 
out,  many  to  be  altered  and  set  right.  We  believe  we  shall 
be  able  to  show  that  several  are  stil  remaining  in  these 
predicaments. 

They  who  in  our  days  have  traced  the  progress  of  poetry, 
have  pursued  it  generally  not  as  poets  or  philosophers,  but  as 
hasty  observers  or  cold  chronologists.  If  we  take  our  stand 
on  the  Roman  world,  just  before  the  subversion  of  its  free 
institutions,  we  shall  be  in  a  position  to  look  backward  on 
Greece,  and  forward  on  Italy  and  England :  and  we  shall  be 
little  disposed  to  pick  up  and  run  away  with  the  stale 
comments  left  by  those  who  went  before  us;  but  rather 
to  loiter  a  little  on  the  way,  and  to  indulge,  perhaps  too  com- 
placently, in  the  freshness  of  our  own  peculiar  opinions  and 
favorite  speculations. 

The  last  poet  who  flourished  at  Rome,  before  the  extinction 
of  the  republic  by  the  arms  of  Julius  Csesar,  was  Catullus;  and 
the  last  record  we  possess  of  him  is  about  the  defamatory 
verses  which  he  composed  on  that  imperishable  name.  Cicero, 
to  whom  he  has  expressed  his  gratitude  for  defending  him  in 
a  law-suit,  commends  on  this  occasion  the  equanimity  of 
Caesar,  who  listened  to  the  reading  of  them  in  his  bath  before 
dinner.  There  is  no  reason  to  believe  that  the  poet  long 
survived  his  father's  guest,  the  Dictator :  but  his  decease  was 
unnoticed  in  those  times  of  agitation  and  dismay ;  nor  is  the 
date  of  it  to  be  ascertained.  It  has  usually  been  placed  at  the 
age  of  forty-six,  four  years  after  Caesar's.  Nothing  is  more 
absurd  than  the  supposition  of  Martial,  which  however  is  but 
a  poetical  one. 

Si  fonan  tener  ausus  eet  Catullus 
Hagno  mittere  Pauerem  MaronL 

(It  is  scarcely  worth  a  remark  by  the  way,  that  siforsoxi  is  not  ^ 
latin ;  siforit  would  be :  si  and  an  can  have  nothing  to  do 
with  each  other.)     But  allowing  that  Virgil  had  written  \^ 
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Ceiris  and  Cukx,  two  poems  inferior  to  several  in  the  Eton 
school-exercises,  he  could  not  have  published  his  first  Eclogues 
in  the  lifetime  of  CatuUus :  and  if  he  had,  the  whole  of  them 
are  not  worth  a  single  phaleucian  or  scazon  of  the  vigorous 
and  impassioned  Veronese. 

But  Virgil  is  not  to  be  depreciated  by  us,  as  he  too  often 
has  been  of  late,  both  in  this  country  and  abroad;  nor  is  he  at 
all  so  when  we  deUver  our  opinion  that  his  pastorals  are 
almost  as  inferior  to  those  of  Theocritus  as  Pope's  are  to  his. 
Even  in  these,  there  not  only  are  melodious  verses,  but 
■  harmonious  sentences,  appropriate  images,  and  tender  thoughts. 
Once  or  twice  we  find  beauties  beyond  any  in  Theocritus  :  for 
example^ 

Ite,  capeU» ! 
Nod  ego  vo8  posthac  viridi  projectus  in  antro 
DumosA  pendere  procul  de  rupe  Tidebo. 

Yet  in*  other  places  he  is  quite  as  harsh  as  if  he  had  been  ever 
so  negligent.     One  instance  is. 

Nunc  victi,  tristes,  quoniam  Fore  omnia  veraat^ 
Ho8  iUi  (quod  nee  bene  vertat)  mittimus  hsedoa^ 

But  now  we  must  stoop, 

To  the  woret  in  the  troop. 
And  must  do  whatsoeyer  that  vagabond  wills : 

I  wish  the  old  goat 

Had  a  horn  in  his  throat, 
And  the  kids  and  ourselves  were  again  on  the  hills. 

Supposing  the  first  of  the  Eclogues  to  have  appeared  seven 
years  after  the  death  of  Catullus,  and  this  poet  to  have 
composed  his  earliest  works  in  the  lifetime  of  Lucretius,  we 
can  not  but  ponder  on  the  change  of  the  latin  language  in  so 
short  a  space  of  time.  Lucretius  was  by  birth  a  Aoman,  and 
wrote  in  Rome ;  yet  who  would  not  say  unhesitatingly,  that 
there  is  more  of  what  Cicero  calls  urbane  in  the  two  provincials, 
Virgil  and  Catullus,  than  in  the  authoritative  and  stately  man 
who  leads  Memmius  from  the  camp  into  the  gardens  of 
Epicurus.  He  complains  of  poverty  in  the  latin  tongue;  but 
his  complaint  is  only  on  its  insufiiciency  in  philosophical 
terms,  wnich  Cicero  also  felt  twenty  years  later,  and  called  in 
greek  auxiliaries.  But  in  reality  the  language  never  exhibited 
such  a  profusion  of  richness  as  in  the  comedies  of  Plautus, 
•  whose  style  is  the  just  admiration  of  the  Roman  orator. 

Cicero  bears  about  him  many  little  keepsakes  received  from 
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this  quarter,  particularly  the  diminutives.  His  fondness  for 
them  borders  on  extravagance.  Could  you  believe  that  the 
language  contains  in  its  whole  compass  a  hundred  of  these  ? 
could  you  believe  that  an  orator  and  philosopher  was  likely  to 
employ  a  quarter  of  the  number  ?  Yet  in  the  various  works 
of  Cicero  we  have  counted  and  written  down  above  a  hundred 
and  sixty.  Catullus  himself  has  employed  them  much  more 
sparingly  than  Cicero,  or  than  Plautus,  and  always  with 
propriety  and  effect.  The  playful  Ovid  never  indulges  in 
them,  nor  does  Propertius,  nor  does  Tibullus.  Nobody  is 
willing  to  suspect  that  Virgil  has  ever  done  it;  but  he  has 
done  it  once  in 

Oacula  libavit  natse. 

Perhaps  they  had  been  turned  into  ridicule,  for  the  misappli- 
cation of  them  by  some  forgotten  poet  in  the  commencement 
of  the  Augustan  age.  Quintihan  might  have  given  us 
information  on  this :  it  lay  in  his  road.  But  whether  they 
died  by  a  natural  death  or  a  violent  one,  they  did  not  appear 
again  as  a  plague  until  after  the  deluge  of  the  Dark  Ages ; 
and  then  they  increased  and  multiplied  in  the  slime  of  those 
tepid  shallows  from  which  Italy  m  few  places  has  even  yet 
emerged.     In  the  lines  of  Hadrian, 

Animula,  yagiila,  blandula, 

they  have  been  greatly  admired,  and  very  undeservedly.  Pope 
has  made  sad  work  of  these.  Whatever  they  are,  they  did  not 
merit  such  an  experimentum  crucis  at  his  hands. 

In  Catullus  no  reader  of  a  poetical  mind  would  desire  one 
diminutive  less.  In  Politian  and  such  people  they  buzz  about 
our  ears  insufferably ;  and  we  would  waft  every  one  of  them 
away,  with  little  heed  or  concern  if  we  brush  off  together  with 
ihem  all  the  squashy  insipidities  they  alight  on. 

The  imitators  of  Catullus  have  indeed  been  peculiarly 
unsuccessful.  Numerous  as  they  are,  scarcely  five  pieces 
worth  remembrance  can  be  found  among  them.  There  are 
persons  who  have  a  knowledge  of  latinity,  there  are  others  who 
nave  a  knowledge  of  poetry,  but  it  is  not  always  that  the  same 
judge  decides  with  equal  wisdom  in  both  courts.  Some 
hendeoasyllabics  of  the  late  Serjeant  Lens,  an  excellent  man, 
a  first-rate  scholar,  and  a  graceful  poet,  have  been  rather 
Quduly  praised;   to  us  they  appear  monotonous  and  redun* 
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dant.  We  will  transcribe  only  the  first  two  for  particular  notice 
and  illustration. 

Orates  iiundiiB  tuis  dolisque 

Vinclis  jam  refero  lubens  solutiB. 

Never  were  words  more  perplext  and  involved.  He  who 
brings  them  forward  as  classical^  is  unaware  that  they  are 
closely  copied  from  a  beautiful  little  poem  of  Metastasio^  which 
J.  J.  "Bousseau  has  translated  admirably. 

Qrazie  agli  inganni  tuoi 
Alftn  respiro,  0  Nice  I 

How  much  better  is  the  single  word  inganni  than  the  useless 
and  improper  insidiis,  which  renders  dolis  quite  unnecessary. 
A  better  Ime  would  be 

Yincla  projicio  libens  soluta. 

Or, 

Tandem  projicio  soluta  vincla. 

In  fact^  it  would  be  a  very  difficult  matter  to  suggest  a  worse. 
The  most-part  of  the  verses  may  be  transposed  in  any  way 
whatsoever :  each  seems  to  be  independent  of  the  rest :  they 
are  good^  upright^  sound  verses  enough^  but  never  a  sentence 
of  them  conciliates  the  ear.  The  same  objection  is  justly 
made  to  nearly  all  the  modern  heudecasyllabics.  Serjeant 
Lens  has  also  given  us  too  many  lines  for  one  phaleudan 
piece:  the  meter  will  admit  but  few  advantageously:  it  is 
the  very  best  for  short  poems.  This  might  be  broKcn  into 
three  or  four^  and  ahnost  in  any  place  ind^erently.  Like  the 
seta  equina,  by  pushing  out  a  head  and  a  tail^  each  would  go 
on  as  well  as  ever. 

In  how  few  authors  of  heudecasyllabics  is  there  one  fine 
cadence !     Such^  for  instance^  as  those  in  Catullus : 


And  those^ 


Soles  occidere  et  redire  possunt, 
Kobis  quum  semel  occidit  brevie  lux 
Nox  est  perpetua  una  dormienda. 

Quamvis  Candida  millies  puella 
Euntem  revocet,  manusque  collo 
Ambas  injiciens  roget  morari 


And  twenty  more.      In   the  former  of    these  quotatioitfi 
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Catuflus  had  before  him  the  best  passage  in  Moschus,  which 
niay  be  thus  translated ; 

Ah !  when  the  mallow  in  the  croft  dies  down. 
Or  the  pale  parsley  or  the  crisped  anise, 
Again  they  grow,  another  year  they  flourish ; 
But  we,  the  great,  the  valiant,  and  the  wise. 
Once  covered  over  in  the  hollow  earth. 
Sleep  a  long,  dreamless,  unawakening  sleep. 

The  original  verses  are  as  hannonious  as  abnost  Any  in  the 
language.  But  the  epithet  which  the  poet  has  prefixed 
to  parsley  is  very  undistinguishing.  Greek  poets  more 
frequently  than  Latin,  gave  those  rather  which  suited  the 
meter  than  those  which  conveyed  a  peculiar  representation. 
Neither  the  x^^9^>  appUed  to  parsley,  is  in  any  of  its  senses 
very  appropriate,  nor  are  the  cu^oXes  and  ovXov  to  anise,  but 
rather  to  burrage. 

Catullus  has  had  innumerable  imitators  in  the  phaleucian, 
but  the  only  dexterity  displayed  by  them,  in  general,  is 
in  catching  a  verse  and  sending  it  back  again  like  a  shuttle- 
cock. Until  our  own  times,  there  is  little  thought,  little 
imagination,  no  passion,  no  tenderness,  in  the  modem  latin 
poets.  Casimir  shows  most  genius  and  most  facility:  but 
Gasimir,  in  his  best  poem,  writes 

Sonora  huxi  filia  iuiiUi. 

Was  ever  allegory  treated  with  such  indignitv!  What 
becomes  of  this  tight-laced  daughter  of  a  box-tree  r  She  was 
hanged.  Where?  On  a  high  poplar.  Wherefor?  That 
she  might  be  the  more  easily  come  at  by  the  poet.  Pontanus 
too  has  been  praised  of  late:  but  throughout  his  thick 
volume  there  is  scarcely  a  glimpse  of  poetry.  There  are 
certain  eyes  which,  seeing  objects  at  a  distance,  take  snow  for 
sunshine. 

Two  verses  of  Joannes  Secundus,  almost  the  only  two  he 
has  written  worth  remembering,  outvalue  all  we  have  imported 
from  the  latter  ages.  They  would  have  been  quoted,  even 
from  Catullus  himself,  as  among  his  best. 

Non  est  suaviolum  dare,  lux  mea,  sed  dare  tantom 
Est  desiderium  flebile  suaviolL 

The  six  of  Bembo  on  Venice  are  admirable  also.    And 
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there  are  two  from  two  French  authors,  each  worth  two 
Pontanuses.     The  first  is  on  the  Irish. 

Qena  roHone  furem  et  mentem  pasta  chimseris. 

The  second  (but  this  is  stolen  from  Manilius)  on  Franklin,  his 
discoveries  in  electricity,  and  his  energy  in  the  liberation  of 
his  coimtry. 

Eripuit  coelo  fulmen  Boeptrumque  tyranno. 

Another  has  been  frequently  quoted  from  a  prize  poem  by 
Canning.  Such  as  it  is,  it  also  is  stolen ;  and  with  much  injury 
(as  stolen  things  often  are)  from  the  Nutricia  of  PolitiaDi 
among  whosepoems  one  only,  that  on  the  death  of  Ovid,  has 
any  merit,  liis  being  the  only  one  which  is  without  metrical 
faults,  and  the  rest  abounding  in  them,  a  reasonable  doubt 
may  arise  whether  he  could  have  written  it:  he  who  has 
written  by  the  dozen  such  as  the  following : 

ImpediB  aznplexn, 

intending  impedis  for  a  dactyl : 

Quando  expSdiret  mBeris  hexametro, 

for  a  pentameter : 

Mutare  domi-num  dSm-us  haso  neecit  suum, 

for  an  iambic : 

-     Lucreti  fuit  boo,  et  EuripIdiSi 

for  a  phaleucian :  and  in  whom  we  find  Plularchus  short  in  th« 
first  syllable ;  JBis-ve  semelve  ;  and  Vaticani  long  in  the  second 
syllable  twice. 

Milton  has  been  thought  like  Politiau  in  his  hexameters 
and  pentameters.  In  his  Elegies  he  is  Ovidian;  but  he 
is  rather  the  fag  than  the  playfellow  of  Ovid.  Ainong  his 
latin  poems  the  sc^izon  De  Hominis  ArcAetypo  is  the  best.  In 
those  of  the  modems  there  is  rarely  more  than  one  thing 
missing ;  namely,  the  poetry ;  which  some  critics  seem  to  have 
held  for  a  matter  of  importance.  If  we  may  hazard  a 
conjecture,  they  are  in  the  right.  Robert  Smith  is  the  only 
one  who  has  ascended  into  the  higher  regions.  But  even  the 
best  scholars,  since  they  receive  most  of  their  opinions  from 
tradition,  and  stunted  and  distorted  in  the  crevices  of  t 
quadrangle,  will  be  slowly  brought  to  conclude  that  his  podby 
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is  better  (and  better  it  surely  is)  than  the  greater  part  of  that 
which  dazzles  them  from  the  luminaries  of  the  Augustan  age. 
In  vigour  and  harmony  of  diction,  in  the  selection  of  topics,  in 
the  rejection  of  little  ornaments,  in  the  total  suppression 
of  playful  prettinesses/  in  solidity  and  magnitude  of  tnought, 
sustained  and  elevated  by  the  purest  spirit  of  poetry,  we  find 
nothing  in  the  Augustan  age  of  the  same  continuity,  the 
same  extent.  We  refer  to  the  poem  entitled  Platonia  Prin- 
eijna,  in  which  there  are  a  hundred  and  eleven  such  verses  as 
are  scarcely  anywhere  together  in  all  the  realms  of  poetry. 

The  alcaic  ode  of  the  same  writer.  Mare  Liberum,  is  not 
without  slight  blemishes.     For  instance,  at  the  beginning, 

Primo  Creator  spiritus  halitu 
Caliginosi  regna  silontii 
Turbavit 

In  latinity  there  is  no  distinction  between  spiritus  and  halitus; 
and,  if  theology  has  made  one,  the  halitus  can  never  be  said 
to  proceed  from  the  spiritus.  In  the  second  verse  the  lyric 
meter  requires  silent]  for  silent^.  Gavilers  may  also  object  to 
the  elision  of  qua  at  the  conclusion. 

Et  rara  quli  ingentes  Amazon 
Rumpit  aquas,  Tiolentua  amnia 

It  has  never  been  elided  unless  at  the  close  of  a  polysyllable ; 
as,  among  innumerable  instances, 

ObliquA  invidia  stlmulisque  agitabat  amaria. 

This  fact  is  the  more  remarkable,  since  qua  and  pra  are 
elided ;  or,  speaking  more  properly,  coalesce. 

Et  tibi  pm  invidlA  Nereides  increpitarent.    PitOPEBTnTB. 
Q^^B  omnia  bella  devoratis.    Catullus. 
Qua  imbelles  dant  prselia  cervi  : 
QtME  Asia  circum.    Vibgil. 

But  what  ode  in  any  language  is  more  animated  or  more 
miblime  ? 

In  reading  the  Classics  we  pass  over  false  quantities,  and 
defer  to  time  an  authority  we  refuse  to  reason.  But  never 
can  time  acquit  Horace  of  giving  us  false  measure  in  palus 
apiaque  remis,  nor  in  quomodo.  Whether  you  divide  or  unite 
the  component  parts  of  quomodo,  quo  and  modo,  the  case  is  the 
nine.     And  as  palus  is  paludis  in  the  genitive  case,  saluf 
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salutis,  no  doubt  can  exist  of  its  quantity.  Modem  latin 
poets,  nevertheless,  have  written  saluber.  Thomas  Warton,  a 
good  scholar,  and  if  once  fairly  out  of  latinity,  no  bad  poet, 
writes  in  a  phaleucian 

SaltiberrimiB  et  herbia. 

There  is  also  a  strange  false  quantity  in  one  of  the  most 
accurate  and  profound  grammarians.  Menage.  He  wrote  an 
inscription,  in  one  latin  hexameter,  for  Mazarines  college,  then 
recenuy  erected. 

Has  PhcDbo  et  Miuds  Mazarinus  conseorat  sedes. 

Every  vowel  is  long  before  z.  He  knew  it,  but  it  escaped  his 
observation,  as  things  we  know  often  do.  We  return  from 
one  learned  man  to  another,  more  immediately  the  object  of 
our  attention,  on  whom  the  same  appellation  was  conferred. 

Catullus  has  been  called  the  learned :  and  critics  have  been 
curious  in  searching  after  the  origin  of  this  designation. 
Certainly  both  Virgil  and  Ovid  had  greatly  more  of  archseology, 
and  borrowed  a  great  deal  more  of  the  Greeks.  But  Catullus 
was,  what  Horace  claims  for  himself,  the  first  who  imported 
into  latin  poetry  any  vast  variety  of  their  meters.  Evidently 
he  translated  from  the  greek  his  galliambic  on  Atys,  The 
proof  is,  that 

Tympanum  tubam  Cybeles 

would  be  opposite  to,  and  inconsistent  with,  the  meter.  ,  He 
must  have  written  I^panum,  finding  tvttovov  before  him.  But 
as,  while  he  was  in  the  army,  he  was  stationed  some  time  in 
Bithynia  and  Phrygia,  perhaps  he  had  acquired  the  language 
spoken  in  the  highlands  of  those  countriea :  in  the  lowlands  it 
was  greek.  No  doubt,  his  curiosity  led  him  to  the  temple  of 
(>bele ;  and  there  he  heard  the  ancieut  hymns  in  celebration 
01  that  goddess.  Nothing  breathes  such  an  air  of  antiquitjr  as 
his  galliambic,  which  must  surely  have  been  translated  mto 
greek  from  the  phrygian.  Joseph  Warton,  in  the  intem- 
perance of  admiration,  prefers  it  not  only  to  every  work 
of  Catullus,  but  to  every  one  in  the  language.  There  is  indeed 
a  gravity  and  solemnity  in  it,  a  fitness  and  propriety  in  eveiy 
pjJt,  unequalled  and  unrivalled.  Poetry  can  however  rise 
higher  than  these  ^^templa  serena,^'  and  has  risen  higher 
with  Catullus,     No  human  works  are  so  perfect  as  some 
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)f  his,  but  many  are  incomparably  greater.  Among  the  works 
)f  the  moderns,  the  fables  of  La  Fontaine  come  nearest 
to  perfection ;  but  are  there  none  grander  and  higher  ? 

This  intemperance  of  admiration  has  been  less  excusable  in 
some  living  critics  of  modem  latin  poetry.  Yet  when  we 
consider  how  Erasmus,  a  singularly  wise  and  learned  man,  has 
ared  in  his  judgment  on  poetry,  saying,  while  he  speaks 
jf  Sidonius  Apollinaris,  "  Let  us  listen  to  our  Pindar,^^  we 
ire  disposed  to  be  gentle  and  lenient  even  in  regard  to  one 
who  has  declared  his  opinion,  that  the  elegies  of  Sannazar 
''may  compete  with  Tibullus.^'*  If  they  may,  it  can  only  be 
in  the  number  of  feet;  and  there  they  are  quite  on  an  equality, 
[n  another  part  of  the  volume  which  contains  so  curious  a 
lecision,  some  verses  are  quoted  from  the  Paradise  Regained 
18  "perhaps  the  most  musical  the  author  ever  produced.^'  Let 
IS  pause  a  few  moments  on  tliis  assertion,  and  examine  the 
verses  referred  to.  It  wiU  not  be  without  its  use  to  exhibit 
bheir  real  character,  because,  in  coming  closer  to  the  examina- 
doa  of  Catullus,  we  shall  likewise  be  obliged  to  confess  that, 
el^ant  and  graceful  as  he  is,  to  a  degree  above  all  other 
poets  in  the  more  elaborate  of  his  compositions,  he  too  is  by 
no  means  exempt  from  blemishes  in  his  versification.  But  in 
Milton  they  are  flatnesses;  in  Catullus  they  are  asperities: 
which  is  the  contrary  of  what  might  have  been  expected  from 
the  characters  of  the  men. 

There  is  many  a  critic  who  talks  of  harmony,  and  whose  ear 
seems  to  have  been  fashioned  out  of  the  ctdlus  of  his  foot. 
"Quotus  enim  quisque  est,"  as  Cicero  says,  ^'qui  teneat 
artem  numerorum  atque  modorum  \"  The  great  orator  him- 
self, consummate  master  of  the  science,  runs  from  rhetorical 
into  poetical  measure  at  this  very  place. 

Numerorum  atque  modorum 

b  the  same  in  time  and  modulation  as  the  verses  in  Horace, 

liiserarum  est  neque  amori 
Dare  ludum  neque  dulci  &a 

Well;  but  what  ''are  perhaps  the  most  musical  verses 
Milton  has  ever  produced?'^   They  are  these  (si  diis  placet !) : 

•  Mr.  Hallam,  ia  the  first  volume  of  his  ItUroduetum  to  the  LiUnUwre 
^MurcpCf^  597* 
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Such  forces  met  not,  nor  so  wide  a  camp, 

When  Agrican  with  all  his  northern  powers 

Besieged  Albracca,  as  ivmances  tdl, 

The  city  of  Gallaphroney/remi  tJience  to  frin 

2%efaire8t  of  her  aex  Angelica 

Hit  daughter,  sought  by  many  prowett  hnipkU^ 

Both  Paynim  and  the  peers  of  Charlemagne. 

There  is  a  sad  liiatus  in  "  Albracca  as/'  On  the  whole  how- 
ever, the  verses,  thus  unluckily  hit  upon  for  harmony,  arc 
fluent;  too  fluent;  they  are  feeble  in  the  extreme,  and  httk 
better  than  prose,  either  in  thought  or  expression :  stil,  it  is 
better  to  praise  accidentally  in  the  wrong  place  than  to  censure 
universally.  The  passage  which  is  before  them  leads  us  to 
that  magnificent  view  of  the  cities  and  empires,  the  potentates 
and  armies,  in  all  their  strength  and  glory,  with  which  the 
Tempter  would  have  beguiled  our  Redeemer.  These  appear 
to  have  left  no  impression  on  the  critic,  who  much  prefers  what 
every  schoolboy  can  comprehend,  and  what  many  undergra- 
duates could  have  composed.  But  it  is  somewhat,  no  doubt, 
to  praise  that  which  nobody  ever  praised  before,  and  to  pass 
over  that  which  suspends  by  its  grandour  the  footstep  of 
all  others. 

There  is  prodigious  and  desperate  vigour  in  the  Tempter's 
reply  to  our  Saviour's  reproof : 

All  hope  is  lost 
Of  my  reception  into  grace :  what  worse  ? 
For  when  no  hope  is  left,  is  left  no  fear. 
li  there  be  worse,  the  expectation  more 
Of  worse  torments  me  than  the  feeling  can. 
I  would  be  at  the  woi'st :  worst  is  my  port,* 
My  harbour,  and  my  ultimate  repose ; 
The  end  I  would  attain,  my  final  good. 

Yet  Milton,  in  this  Paradise  Regained,  seems  to  be  subject 
to  strange  hallucinations  of  the  ear;  he  who  before  had  greatly 
excelled  all  poets  of  all  ages  in  the  science  and  display  of  har^ 
monv.  And  if  in  his  last  poem  we  exhibit  his  deficiencies, 
surely  we  never  shaU  be  accused  of  disrespect  or  irreverence  to 
this  immortal  man.  .  It  may  be  doubted  whether  the  Creator 
ever  created  one  altogether  so  great ;  taking  into  our  view  at 
once  (as  much  indeed  as  can  at  once  be  taken  into  it)  his 
manly  virtues,  his  superhuman  genius,  his  zeal  for  truth,  for 

*  A  daring  critio  might  suggest  fort  for  port,  since  harbVMir  makes  that 
word  unnecessary.  •  •       .     . 
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piety,  true  freedom,  his  eloquence  in  displaying  it,  Ids 
mpt  of  personal  power,  his  glory  and  exultation  in  his 
ir/s. 

arton  and  Johnson  are  of  opinion  that  Milton  is  defective 
5  sense  of  harmony.  But  Warton  had  lost  his  ear  by 
I  it  down  on  low  and  swampy  places,  on  ballads  and 
its;  and  Johnson  was  a  deaf  adder  coiled  up  in  the 
3les  of  party  prejudices.  He  was  acute  and  judicious,  he 
onest  and  generous,  he  was  forbearing  and  humane ;  but 
is  cold  where  he  was  overshadowed.  The  poefs  peculiar 
ence,  above  all  others,  was  in  his  exquisite  perception  of 
m,  and  in  the  boundless  variety  he  has  given  it,  both  bx 
and  prose.  Virgil  comes  nearest  to  him  in  his  assiduous 
of  it,  and  in  his  complete  success.  With  the  poetical 
oratorical,  the  harmony  is  usually  in  proportion  to  the 
y  of  passion.  But  the  numbers  may  be  transferred: 
:he  heroic  has  been  carried  into  the  Georgics.  There  are 
pomps  and  vanities  in  that  fine  poem,  which  we  would 
uish  unreluctantly  for  one  touch  of  nature ;  such  as 

It  tristifl  arator 
Moerentem  abjungens  fratema  morto  juvencum. 

In  Borrow  goes  the  ploughman,  and  leads  ofif 
Unyoked  from  his  dead  mate  the  sorrowing  steer. 

however  the  poet  is  not  seconded  by  the  language.  The 
hman  can  not  be  going  on  while  he  is  in  the  act  of  sepa-^ 
I  the  dead  ox  from  its  partner,  as  the  words  U  and 
{/ens  signify. 

e  shall  presently  show  that  Catullus  was  the  first  amons 
k>mans  in  whose  heroic  verse  there  is  nothing  harsh  and 
lant.  But  it  is  not  necessary  to  turn  to  the  grander 
Y  of  Milton  for  verses  more  harmonious  than  those 
3ed;  we  find  them  even  in  the  midst  of  his  prose. 
;her  he  is  to  be  censured  for  giving  way  to  his  genius,  in 
compositions,  is  remote  from  the  question  now  before  us. 
vhat  magnificence  of  thought  is  here !  how  totally  free  is 
(pression  from  the  encumbrances  of  amplification,  from  the 
lies  and  cushions  of  swollen  feebleness ! 

When  Qod  commands  to  take  the  trumpet 
And  blow  a  shriller  and  a  louder  blast, 
It  rests  not  in  Man's  wiU  what  he  shall  do, 
Or  what  he  shall  fQrbev. .        .  .    .  > 
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This  sentence  in  the  Treatise  on  Frelaty  is  printed  in  prose :  it 
sounds  like  inspiration.  ''It  rested  not  in  Milton's  will'*  to 
crack  his  organ-pipe^  for  the  sake  of  splitting  and  attenuatmg 
the  gush  of  harmony. 

We  will  now  give  the  reason  for  the/ailing  stcknesi  with 
which  several  of  his  verses  are  stricken.  He  was  too  fond  of 
showing  what  he  had  red  :  and  the  things  he  has  taken  from 
others  are  always  much  worse  than  his  own.  Habituated  to 
italian  poetry,  he  knew  that  the  verses  are  rarely  composed  of 
pure  iambics,  or  of  iambics  mixed  with  spondees,  but  contain  a 
great  variety  of  feet,  or  rather  of  subdivisions.  When  he 
wrote  such  a  line  as 

In  ihS  bosSm  of  bliss  and  light  of  light, 

he  thought  he  had  sufficient  authority  in  Dante^  Petrarca, 
Ariosto^  and  Tasso,  who  wrote 

Quests  Belyft  selvaggia.    Dante. 
Tra  le  van6  speranze.    Pbtraboa. 
Con  1&  gentiS  di  Francia.    Ariosto. 
Cantd  r  arm!  pietoae.    Tasso. 

And  there  is  no  verse  whatsoever  in  any  of  his  poems  for  the 
meter  of  which  he  has  not  an  italian  prototype. 

The  critic  who  knows  any  thing  of  poetry,  and  is  resolved  to 
select  a  passage  from  the  Paradise  Regained,  will  prefer  this 
other  far  above  the  rest ;  and  may  compare  it,  without  fear  of 
ridicule  or  reprehension,  to  the  noblest  in  the  nobler  poem. 

And  either  tropic  now 
'Qan  thunder,  and  both  ends  of  heaven  :  the  clouds^ 
From  many  a  horrid  rift,  abortive  poured 
Fierce  rain  with  lightning  mixt,  water  with  fire, 
In  ruin  reconciled :  nor  slept  the  winds 
Within  their  stony  caves,  but  rushed  abroad 
From  the  four  hinges  of  the  world,  and  feU 
On  the  vext  wilderness,  whose  taUest  pines, 
Though  rooted  deep  as  high,  and  sturdiest  oaks^ 
Bowed  theu*  stiff  necks,  loaden  with  stormy  blasts 
Or  torn  up  sheer,    m  wast  thou  shrouded  then, 
0  patient  son  of  Qod !  yet  only  stoodst 
Unshaken  1    Kor  yet  stayed  the  terrour  there : 
Infernal  ghosts  and  hellish  furies  round 
Environed  thee :  some  howled,  some  yelled,  some  shrieked. 
Some  bent  at  thee  their  fieiy  darts ;  while  thou 
S«Ut  unappall'd  in  calm  And  siQless  peaoe.*' 
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No  such  poetry  as  this  has  been  written  since^  and  little  at 
anj  time  before.  But  Homer  would  not  have  attributed  to 
the  pine  what  belongs  to  the  oaL  The  tallest  pines  have 
superficial  roots ;  they  certainly  are  never  "  deep  as  high  :'*  oaks 
are  said  to  be;  and  if  the  saying  is  not  phytologicaUy  true^  it 
is  poetically;  although  the  oak  itself  does  not  quite  send 

radicem  ad  Tartara. 

There  is  another  small  oversight, 

Tet  only  ttoodtt 
Unshaken. 

Below  we  find 

ScUst  unappalled.* 

But  what  verses  are  the  following  ! 

And  made  him  bow  to  the  gods  of  his  wives.  .  • 
Cast  wanton  eyes  on  the  daughters  of  men.  . .  ' 

After  forty  days'  fasting  had  remained. . . 
And  with  these  words  his  temptation  pursued.  • . 
Kot  difficult  if  thou  hearken  to  me. 

It  is  pleasanter  to  quote  such  a  description  as  no  poet^  not 
even  Milton  himself,  ever  gave  before,  of  Morning, 

Who  with  her  radiant  finger  stiUed  the  roar 
Of  thunder,  chased  the  clouds  and  laid  the  winds 
And  grisly  spectres,  which  the  Fiend  had  raised 
To  tempt  the  son  of  God  with  terrors  dire." 

In  Catullus  we  see  morning  in  another  aspect ;  not  per- 
sonified :  and  a  more  beautiful  description,  a  sentence  on  the 
whole  more  harmonious,  or  one  in  wMch  every  verse  is  better 

*  But  Milton's  most  extraordinary  oversight  is  in  VAUegro, 

Hence  loathed  Melancholy  I 
Of  Cerberus  and  blackest  Midnight  bom." 

Unquestionably  he  meant  to  have  written  Erebus  instead  of  Cerbercu^ 
whom  no  imagination  could  represent  as  the  sire  of  a  goddess.  Midnighi 
k  scarcely  to  be  converted  into  one,  or  indeed  into  any  allegorical  person- 
^e :  and  the  word  "  blacheit "  is  far  from  aiding  it.  Milton  ii  singularly 
imfortunate  in  aUegoiy;  but  nowhere  more  so  than  here.  The  daughtcor 
of  Cerberus  takes  the  veil,  takes  the 

Sable  stole  of  Oypnu  lawn, 
and  becomes,  now  her  fsither  is  out  of  the  way, 

A  nun  devout  and  pure. 
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adapted  to  its  peculiar  office^  is  neitlier  to  be  foond  nor 
conceiyed. 

Heio  qualifl  flatu  placiduxu  mare  matuUxio 
Horrificana  zephyrus  proclivas  incitat  undaa, 
Aiirorft  exoriente  vagi  sub  lumina  soils, 
QusB  tarde  primum  dementi  flamine  pulsse 
Frqcedunt,  leni  resonant  plangore  oachinni. 
Poet,  vento  crescente,  magis  magis  increbescunt, 
Purpure4que  procul  nantes  a  luce  refulgent" 

Our  translation  is  very  inadequate  : 

Aa,  by  the  Zephyr  wakened,  underneath 
The  sun's  expansive  gaze  the  waves  move  on 
Slowly  and  placidly,  with  gentle  plash 
Against  each  other,  and  light  laugh ;  but  soon, 
The  breezes  freshening,  rough  and  huge  they  swell* 
Afar  refulgent  in  the  crimson  east 

What  a  fall  is  there  from  these  lofty  cliffs^  dashing  back  the 
waves  against  the  winds  that  sent  them ;  what  a  fall  is  thereto 
the  ''  wracks  and  flaws  ^^  which  Milton  tells  us 

Are  to  the  main  as  inconsiderable 

And  harmless,  if  not  wholesome,  as  a  meexe. 

In  the  lines  below,  from  the  same  poem,  the  good  and  bad 
are  strangely  mingled  :  the  poet  keeping  in  his  verse,  however, 
the  firmness  and  majesty  of  liis  marcn. 

So  saying,  he  caught  him  up,  and,  wihtnU  wvng 
Of  kippogrif,  bore  through  the  air  sublime, 
Over  the  wilderness— anc{  o*er  the  plain : 
TiU  underneath  them  fair  Jerusalem, 
The  holy  city,  lifted  high  her  towers. 
And  higher  yet  the  glorious  temple — rear*d 
Her  pUCf  far  ofif  appearing  like  a  mount 
Of  alabaster,  topt  with  golden  spirea. 

Splendid  as  this  description  is,  it  bears  no  resemblance 
whatsoever  to  the  temple  of  Jerusalem.  It  is  like  one  of  those 
fancies  in  which  the  earlier  painters  of  Florence,  Pisa,  Laocaii 
and  Siena,  were  fond  of  indulging ;  not  for  similitude,  but  for 
effect.  The  poets  of  Greece  and  Bome  allowed  themselves  no 
such  latitude.  The  Palace  of  the  Sun,  depicted  so  gorgeoosl; 
by  Ovid,  where  imj^gination  might  wander  unrestricted,  con- 
tains nowhere  an  inappropriate  decoration. 

No  two  poets  are.  more  dissimilar  in  thought  and  feeling 
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than  Milton  and  Gatullus ;  yet  we  have  chosen  to  place  them 
in  juxtaposition^  because  the  latin  language  in  the  time  of, 
Catullus  was  nearly  in  the  same  state  as  the  engli^h  in  the  time 
of  Milton.  Each  had  attained  its  full  perfection,  and  yet  the 
vestiges  of  antiquity  were  preserved  in  each.  Virgil  and  Pro- 
pertius  were,  in  regard  to  the  one  poet,  what  Dryden  and 
Waller  were  in  regard  to  the  other.  They  removed  the 
archseisms ;  but  the  herbage  grew  up  rarer  and  slenderer  after 
those  extirpations.  If  so  consummate  a  master  of  versification 
as  Milton  is  convicted  of  faults  so  numerous  and  so  grave  in 
it,  pardon  will  the  more  easily  be  granted  to  Catullus.  Another 
iefect  is  likewise  common  to  both ;  namely  the  disposition  or 
ordinance  of  parts.  It  would  be  difficult  to  find  in  any  other 
:wo  poets,  however  low  their  station  in  that  capacity,  two  such 
dgnal  examples  of  disproportion  as  are  exliibited  in  The  Nup- 
'iah  qfPeleus  and  Thetis  and  in  The  Masque  of  Conim.  The 
3etter  part  of  the  former  is  the  description  of  a  tapestry ;  the 
}etter  part  of  the  latter  are  tliree  undramatic  soliloquies.  In 
)ther  respects,  the  oversights  of  Catullus  are  fewer  :  and  in 
Domus  there  is  occasional  extravagance  of  expression  such  as 
^e  never  find  in  Catullus,  or  in  the  playful  Ovid,  or  in  any  the 
east  correct  of  the  ancients.     For  example,  we  read  of 

The    yirgirt  iales, 
That,  like  to  ridi  an(f  /Axious  gems,  inlay 
The  unadorned  bosom  of  the  deep. 

Bow  unadorned,  if  inlaid  with  rich  and  various  gems  ?    This  is 
I  pendant  to  be  placed  exactly  opposite  : 

The  ailken  vest  Prmce  Yortigem  had  on, 
Which  from  a  naked  Pict  his  grandsire  won. 

»Ve  come  presently  to 

The  sounds  and  moM, 

hunds  are  parts  of  seas.     Comus,  on  the  borders  of  North 
Vales,  talks  of 

A  green  mantling  vine, 
That  crawls  along  the  side  of  yon  smaU  hiU ; 

nd  of 

Plucking  ripe  olusters. 

jion  we    hear  of    " stabled  wolves"      What  wolves  can 
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those  be  P    The  faults  we  find  in  the  poet  we  have  undertaken 
to  review  we  shall  at  the  same  time  freely  show. 
Cakmen  I.  Jd  Comelium  Nepotem.     In  verse  4,  we  read 

Jam  turn  cvm  ausus  ea. 

"We  believe  the  poet,  and  all  the  writers  of  his  age,  wrote 
quum,  Quoi  for  cut  grew  obsolete  much  earlier,  but  was 
always  thus  spelt  by  Catullus.  The  best  authors  at  all  times 
wrote  the  adverb  quum. 

Carmen  II.  Ad  Passerem  Leslies.  In  verse  8  we  read 
'^  a^?quiescat /'  the  poet  wrote  "  a/;?quiescat/'  which  sounds 
fuller. 

Carmen  III.  Luctus  in  Morte  Pass&ris.  This  poem,  and 
the  preceding,  seem  to  have  been  admired,  both  by  the  ancients 
and  the  moderns,  above  all  the  rest.  Beautiful  indeed  they  are. 
Grammarians  may  find  fault  with  the  hiatus  in 

0  factum  male/  0  miselle  passer  ! 

poets  will  not. 

We  shall  now,  before  we  go  farther,  notice  the  meter.  Be- 
gularly  the  phaleucian  verse  is  composed  of  four  trochees  and 
one  dactyl :  so  is  the  sapphic,  but  in  another  order.  The 
phaleucian  employs  the  dactyl  in  the  second  place ;  the  sappWc 
employs  it  in  the  third.  But  the  latin  poets  are  fonder  of  » 
spondee  in  the  first.  Catullus  frequently  admits  an  iambic; 
as  in 

Meaa  esse  aliquid  putare  nugaa. 
TuA  nunc  operA  meeo  pueUse.  &c. 

Carmen  IV.  Dedicatio  Phaselu  This  is  a  senarian,  and 
composed  of  pure  iambics.  Nothing  can  surpass  its  elegance. 
The  following  bears  a  near  resemblance  to  it  in  the  beginning, 
and  may  be  offered  as  a  kind  of  paraphrase. 

The  veasel  which  Ues  here  at  last 
Had  once  stout  ribs  and  topping  mast, 
And,  whatever  wind  there  might  prevail, 
Was  ready  for  a  row  or  saiL 
It  now  lies  idle  on  its  side, 
Forgetful  o'er  the  waves  to  gUde. 
And  yet  there  have  been  days  of  yore 
When  pretty  maids  their  posies  bore 
To  crown  its  prow,  its  deck  to  trim. 
And  freight  it  with  a  world  of  whim. 
A  thousand  etories  it  could  telli 
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But  it  loves  secrecy  too  welL 

Come  closer,  my  sweet  girl !  pray  do ! 

There  may  be  stU  one  left  for  you. 

Carmen  V.  Ad  Lesbiam.  It  is  difficult  to  vary  our 
expression  of  delight  at  reading  the  three  first  poems  which 
L^bia  and  her  sparrow  have  occasioned.  This  is  the  last  of 
them  that  is  fervid  and  tender.  There  is  love  in  many  of  the 
others^  but  impure  and  turbid,  and  the  object  of  it  soon 
presents  to  us  an  aspect  far  less  attractive. 

Carmen  YI.  Ad  Flavium.  Whoever  thinks  it  worth  his 
while  to  peruse  this  poem,  must  enclose  in  a  parenthesis  the 
words  "  Nequicquam  tacitum.''  Taciturn  is  here  a  participle : 
and  the  words  mean,  "  It  is  in  vain  that  you  try  to  keep  it 
a  secret.''    

Carmen  VII.  A^ain  to  Lesbia.  Here,  as  in  all  his  hen- 
decasyllabics,  not  only  are  the  single  verses  full  of  harmony, 
a  merit  to  which  other  writers  of  them  not  unfrequently  have 
attained,  but  the  sentences  leave  the  ear  no  "  aching  void,"  as 
theirs  do. 

Carmen  VIII.  Ad  seipsum.  Tliis  is  the  first  of  the 
scazons.  The  meter  in  a  long  poem  would  perhaps  be  more 
tedious  than  any.  Catullus,  with  admirable  judgment,  has 
never  exceeded  the  quantity  of  twenty-one  verses  in  it.  No 
poet,  uttering  his  own  sentiments  on  his  own  condition 
in  a  soliloquy,  has  evinced  such  power  in  the  expression 
of  passion,  in  its  sudden  throbs  and  changes,  as  CatuUus  has 
done  here. 

In  Doering's  edition  we  read,  verse  14, 

At  tu  dolebis,  cum  rogaberis  nulld, 
Scelesta!  nocte. 

Ko  such  pause  is  anywhere  else  in  the  poet.  In  ScaL'ger  the 
verses  are. 

At  tu  dolebis,  quum  rogaberis  nulla. 
Scelesta  rere,  quse  tibi  manet  Tita. 

The  punctuation  in  most  foren  books,  however,  and  in  all 
englisb,  is  too  frequent :  so  that  we  have  snatches  and  broken 
bars  of  tune,  but  seldom  tune  entire.  Scaliger's  reading 
is  probably  the  true  one,  by  removing  the  comma  after  rere : 

Scelesta  rere  quae  tibi  manet  yita  I 
(Comider  what  must  be  the  remainder  of  your  life  I) 
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Now  certainly  there  were  many  words  obliterated  in  the 
only  copy  of  our  author.  It  was  found  in  a  cellar,  and  under 
a  wine-barrel.  Thus  the  second  word  in  the  second  line 
appears  to  have  left  no  traces  behind  it ;  otherwise,  words  so 
different  as  nocte  and  rere  could  never  have  been  mistaken. 
Since  the  place  is  open  to  conjecture,  therefor,  and  since  every 
expression  round  about  it  is  energetic,  we  might  suggest 
another  reading: 

At  tu  dolebifl  quum  rogaberis  nutlo^ 
Sceleita !  nvUo.   Quas  tibi  manet  vita  ? 
Quia  nunc  te  adibit  ?  quoi  videberis  bella  ? 
Quern  nunc  amabis  ?  quojus  esse  diceris  ? 
Quern  basiabis  ?  quoi  labella  mordebisi 
At  tu,  Catulle  !  destinatus  obdura. 

Which  we  will  venture  to  translate : 

But  you  shall  grieve  while  none  complains. 
None,  Lesbia !  None.    Think,  what  remains 
For  one  so  fickle,  so  untrue ! 
Henceforth,  0  wretched  Lesbia !  who 
Shall  call  you  dear  1  shaU  call  you  his  1 
Whom  shall  you  love  1  or  who  shall  kiss 
Those  lips  again  f    CatuUus !  thou 
Be  firm,  be  ever  firm,  as  now. 

The  angry  taunt  very  naturally  precedes  the  impatient 
expostulation.  The  repetition  of  nullo  is  surely  not  unex- 
pected. Nullus  was  often  used  absolutely  in  the  best  times 
of  latinity.  "  Ab  nullo  repetere,''  and  *'  nullo  aut  paucissimia 
prsesentibus,"  by  Sallust.  "  Qui  scire  possum  ?  nullu9  plus," 
by  Plautus.  "Vivis  his  incolumibusque,  liber  esse  nuUtu 
potest,*'  by  Cicero. 

It  may  as  well  be  noticed  here  that  bamtre,  basium,  banatw, 
are  woras  unused  by  Virgil,  Propertius,  Horace,  Ovid,  or 
Tibullus.  They  belonged  to  Cisalpine  Gaul  more  especiaUy. 
altho  the  root  has  now  extended  through  all  Italy,  and 
has  quite  supplanted  osculum  and  its  descendants.  BeUw  has 
done  the  same  in  regard  Uiformo8U9,  which  has  lost  its  footing 
in  Italy,  altho  it  retains  it  in  Spain,  slightly  shaken,  in 
i&rmoso.  The  saviari  and  savium  of  Plautus,  Terence,  Cicero, 
and  Catullus,  are  never  found  in  the  poets  of  the  Augustan 
age,  to  the  best  of  our  recollection,  excepting  once  in  Propertius. 

Gaemen  IX.     Ad  Ferannium.    Nothing  was  ever  livelier 
or  more  cordial  than  the  welcome  here  givea  to  yewmius  on 
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his  retnm  from  Spain.  It  is  comprised  in  eleven  verses. 
Our  poets^  on  such  an  occasion^  would  have  spread  out  a 
la^r  table-cloth  with  a  less  exquisite  dessert  upon  it. 

Carmen  X,  Be  Varri  Scorlo,  Instead  of  expatiating  on 
this,  which  contains,  in  truth,  some  rather  coarse  expressions, 
but  is  witty  and  characteristical,  we  will  subjoin  a  paraphrase, 
with  a  few  defalcations. 

Vamis  would  take  me  t'  other  day 

To  see  a  little  girl  he  knew. 
Pretty  and  witty  in  her  way, 

With  impudence  enough  for  two. 

Scarce  are  we  seated,  ere  she  chattera 

(As  pretty  girls  are  wont  to  do) 
About  aU  persons,  places,  matters  .  . 

**  And  pray,  what  has  been  done  for  you  t 

"  Bithynia.  lady ! "  I  replied, 

''  Is  a  fine  province  for  a  pretor. 
For  none  (I  promise  you)  beside, 

And  least  of  aU  am  I  her  debtor." 

**  Sorry  for  that ! "  said  she.    *'  However 

Tou  have  brought  with  you,  I  dare  say. 
Some  litter  bearers :  none  so  clever 

In  any  other  part  as  they. 

"  Bithynia  is  the  very  place , 

For  all  that's  steddy,  tall,  and  strait ; 
It  is  the  nature  of  the  race. 

Could  not  you  lend  me  six  or  eight  1 " 

"  Why,  six  or  eight  of  them  or  so." 

Said  I,  determined  to  be  grand, 
"  My  fortune  is  not  quite  so  low 

But  these  are  stil  at  my  command." 

"  You'll  send  them  1 "    **  Willingly !  "  I  told  her, 

Altho  I  had  not  here  or  there 
One  who  could  carry  on  his  shoulder 

The  leg  of  an  old  broken  chair. 

**  CatuUus !  what  a  charming  hap  is 

Our  meeting  in  this  sort  of  way  t 
I  would  be  carried  to  Serapis 

To-morrow."    "Stay,  fair  lady,  stay  ! 

"You  overvalue  my  intention. 

Yes,  there  are  eight  .  .  there  may  be  nine     • 
I  merely  had  forgot  to  mention 

That  they  are'Cinna's,  and  not  mine* 
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Catullus  lias  added  two  verses  wlneh  we  have  not  traQfllatedj 
because  they  injure  the  poem. 

Sed  tu  insulsa  male  et  molesta  Tivis 
Per  quam  non  licet  esse  negligeniem. 

This,  if  said  at  all,  ought  not  to  be  said  to  the  lady.  The 
reflection  might  be  (but  without  any  benefit  to  the  poetry) 
made  in  the  poet^s  own  person.  Among  the  ancients  however, 
when  we  find  the  events  of  common  life  and  ordinary  people 
turned  into  verse,  as  here  for  instance,  and  in  the  Praxink 
of  Theocritus,  and  in  another  of  his  where  a  young  person 
has  part  of  her  attire  torn,  we  never  are  bored  with  prolixity 
and  platitude,  in  which  a  dull  moral  is  our  best  relief  at  the 
close  of  a  dull  story. 

Carmen  XL*  AdFurium  et  Aurelium.  Eurius  and  Aure- 
lius  were  probably  tlie  comrades  of  Catullus  in  Bithynia.  He 
appears  to  liave  retained  his  friendship  for  them  not  extremely 
long.  Here  he  entrusts  tliem  with  a  message  for  Lesbia, 
which  they  were  fools  if  they  delivered,  altho  there  i« 
abundant  reason  for  believing  that  their  modesty  would  never 
have  restrained  them.     He  may  well  call  these 

Non  bona  dicta. 

But  there  are  worse  in  reserve  for  themselves,  on  taming 
over  the  very  next  page.  The  last  verses  in  the  third  stropltf 
are  printed 

Gkllicum  Rhenom  horribile8(^  ulti- 
Mosque  Britannoa." 

The  enclitic  que  should  be  changed  to  ad,  since  it  could  not 
support  itself  without  the  intervention  of  an  aspirate, 

Qallicum  Rhenum  horribileiB  ad  ulti- 
mosque  Britannos." 

and  the  verse  "  Cscsaris  visens,^^  &c.  placed  in  a  parenUiefls.  I j 
When  the  poet  wrote  these  sapphics,  his  dislike  of  Cesar 
had  not  begun.  Perhaps  it  was  occasioned  long  afterward, 
by  some  inattention  of  the  great  commander  to  the  Valerias 
family  on  his  last  return  from  Transalpine  Gaul.  Here  he 
writes, 

Csesaris  yisens  monimenta  magtii. 

Very  different  from  the  contemptuous  and  scurril  language 
with  which  he  addressed  him  latterly. 
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Cabmen  XII.  Ad  Asinium  PoUionem.  Asinius  PoUio  and 
his  brother  were  striplings  when  this  poem  was  written.  The 
worst,  but  most  admired  of  Yir^il^s  Eclogues,  was  composed 
to  celebrate  the  birth  of  FoUio  s  son,  in  his  consulate.  In 
this  Eclogue,  and  in  this  alone,  his  TersiJScation  fails  him 
utterly.  The  lines  afford  one  another  no  support.  For  in- 
stance, this  sequence. 

Ultima  CamsBi  yenit  jam  cannmis  atas. 
Magnus  ab  integro  ssoclorum  nasoitur  ordo. 
Jam  radit  ei  virgo,  redeunt  Satuniia  regna. 

Toss  them  in  a  bag  and  throw  them  out,  and  they  will  fall  as 
lightly  in  one  place  as  another.  Any  one  of  them  may  come 
fint;  any  one  of  them  may  come  last;  any  one  of  them  may 
come  intermediately;  better  that  any  one  should  never  come 
at  all.  Throughout  the  remainder  of  the  Eclogue,  the  ampulla 
of  Yirgil  is  pi]&er  than  the  worst  of  Statins  or  Lucan. 

In  the  poem  before  us  it  seems  that  Asinius,  for  whose 
infant  the  uniyerse  was  to  change  its  aspect,  for  whom  grapes 
were  to  hang  upon  thorns,  for  whom  the  hardest  oaks  were 
to  exude  honey,  for  whom  the  rams  in  the  meadows  were  to 
dye  their  own  fleeces  with  murex  and  saffron  .  .  this  Asinius 

Ecked  Catullus's  pocket  of  his  handkerchef.  Catullus  tells 
m  he  is  a  blockhead  if  he  is  ignorant  that  there  is  no  wit  in 
such  a  trick,  which  he  says  is  a  very  dirty  one,  and  appeals  to 
the  brother,  calling  him  a  smart  and  clever  lad.  He  declares 
he  does  not  mind  so  much  the  value  of  the  handkerchef,  as 
because  it  was  a  present  sent  to  him  out  of  Spain  by  his  friends 
Fabullus  and  Verannius,  who  united  (it  seems)  their  fiscal 
forces  in  the  investment.  This  is  among  the  lighter  effusions 
of  the  volume,  and  worth  as  little  as  Virgil's  Eclogue,  though 
exempt  from  such  grave  faults. 

Cabmen  XUI.  Ad  FabuUum.  A  pleasant  invitation  to 
dinner. 

Verse  8.    Plenos  Baocnlus  est  anmearum. 

It  is  curious  that  Doering,  so  sedulous  in  collecting  scraps  of 
mmilitudes,  never  thought  of  this  in  Flautus,  where  the  idea 
^nd  expression  too  are  so  alike. 

lia  inaniu  9wnt  appUta  atqua  araneit, 

jAt  us  offer  a  paraphrase : 
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With  me,  FabuUus,  you  shall  dine, 

And  gaudily,  I  promise  you. 
If  you  will  only  bring  the  wine. 

The  dinner,  and  some  beauty  toa 

With  all  your  frolic,  all  your  fun, 

I  have  some  little  of  my  own ; 
And  nothing  else :  the  spiders  run 

Throughout  my  purse,  now  theirs  alone. 

He  goes  on  rather  too  far^  and  promises  his  invited  gaest 
80  sweet  a  perfume,  that  he  shall  pray  the  gods  to  become  all 
nose;  that  is,  we  may  presume,  if  no  one  should  intervene  to 
correct  or  divert  in  part  a  wish  so  engrossing. 

Carmen  XIV.  Ad  Calvum  Zicinium,  The  poet  seems  in 
general  to  have  been  very  inconstant  in  his  friendships  :  but 
there  is  no  evidence  that  he  ever  was  estranged  from  Calvus. 
This  is  the  more  remarkable  as  Calvus  was  a  poet,  the  only 
poet  among  his  friends,  and  wrote  in  the  same  style.  At  the 
close  of  the  poem  here  addressed  to  him,  properly  ending  at 
the  twenty-third  verse,  we  find  four  others  appended.  They 
have  notlnng  at  all  to  do  with  it :  they  are  a  worthless  frag- 
ment :  and  it  is  a  pity  that  the  wine-cask,  which  rotted  off 
and  dislocated  so  many  pieces,  did  not  leak  on  and  obliterate 
this,  and  many  similar,  particularly  the  two  next.  We  should 
then,  it  may  be  argued,  have  known  less  of  the  author's 
character.  So  much  the  better.  Unless,  by  knowing  the 
evil  that  is  in  any  one,  we  can  benefit  him,  or  ourselves,  or 
society,  it  is  desirable  not  to  know  it  at  all. 

Carmen  XVII.  Ad  Coloniam,  Here  are  a  few  beautiful 
verses  in  a  very  indifferent  piece  of  poetry.  We  shall  tran- 
scribe them,  partly  for  their  beauty,  and  partly  to  remove  an 
obscurity. 

Quoi  quum  sit  viridiBsimo  nupta  flore  puelli^ 

Et  puella  tenellulo  delicatior  h»do, 

Aflservanda  nigerrimis  diligentihs  uvis ; 

Ludere  hanc  sinit  ut  lubet,  nee  piU  facit  uni. 

Nee  Be  sublevat  ex  buA  parte ;  sed  velut  alnus 

In  fo68&  Liguri  jacet  suppemata  securi, 

Tantundem  omnia  sentiens  quam  si  nulla  sit  usquam, 

Talis  iste  mens  stupor  nU  Tidet,  nihU  audita 

Ipse  qui  sit>  utrum  sit^  an  non  sit,  id  quoque  nesdt. 

This  is  in  the  spirit  of  Aristophanes,  and  we  may  fimcy  we 
hear  his  voice  in  the  cantilena.  Asservanda  should  be  printed 
adservanda;  and  iuppenuUa,  subpernaia.    Liguri  ia  doubtfoL 
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9  is  the  genitive  case  of  Ligar.  The  Ligurians  may  in 
;  times,  as  in  modern,  have  exercised  their  industry 
their  own  country,  and  the  poorer  of  them  may  have 
3wers  of  wood.  Then  securis  Liguns  would  be  the  right 
etation.  But  there  are  few  countries  in  which  there 
rer  ditches,  or  fewer  alders,  than  in  Liguria :  we,  who 
•avelled  through  the  country  in  all  directions,  do  not 
ber  to  have  seen  a  single  one  of  either.  It  would  be 
farther,  but  going  where  both  might  be  found  readily, 
rent  to  the  Liger,  and  red  "  In  fossil  Ligeri*.*^ 
MiNA  XVIII.,  XIX..  XX.  Ad  Priapum,  The  first  of 
hree  is  a  Dedication  to  the  God  of  Gardens,  In  the 
►Uowing  the  poet  speaks  in  his  own  person.  The  first 
is  only  four  lines.  The  second  is  descriptive,  and 
ates  with  pleasantry. 

0  pueri !  malas  abstinete  rapinas ! 
VicinuB  prope  dives  est,  negligensque  Priapus ; 
Inde  Bumite ;  semita  hseo  deinde  yos  feret  ipsa. 

he  third  are  these  exquisite  verses  : 

Mihi  coroUa  piota  yere  ponitur, 
Mihi  rubens  arista  sole  fervido, 
Mihi  virente  dulcia  uva  pampino, 
Mihique  glauca  duro  oliva  frigore. 
Meis  capella  delicata  pascuia 
In  urbem  adulta  lacte  portat  ubera, 
Meisque  pinguia  agnus  ex  ovilibuB 
Gravem  domum  remittit  aere  dexteram, 
Teneraque  madre  mugiente  yaccula 
Deiliu  profundit  ante  templa  sanguinem. 

will  attempt  to  translate  them. 

In  spring  the  many-coloured  crown, 
The  sheafs  in  summer,  ruddy-brown, 
The  autumn's  twisting  tendrils  green, 
With  nectar-gushing  grapes  between. 
Some  pink,  some  purple,  some  bright  gold^ 
Then  shrivel'd  oUve,  blue  with  cold. 
Are  aU  for  me :  for  me  the  goat 
Comes  with  her  milk  from  hills  remote, 
And  fatted  lamb,  and  calf  pursued 
By  moaning  mother,  sheds  her  blood. 

\  third  verse,  as  printed  in  this  edition  and  most  others, 
brary  to  the  laws  of  met^r  in  the  pure  iambic. 
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Agelliilum  hunOy  nnistra,  tuU  quam  TidflB. 

And  iute  is  inelegant  and  useless.  Scaliger  proposed  'rioB- 
t^a  ante  qnem  vides.^  He  was  near  the  mm,  but  missed  il] 
for  Catullus  would  never  have  written  *'  sinistra.*'  It  is  WJ 
probable  that  he  wrote  the  verse 

Agellulum  hunc  Binuti^  inanU  quern  videa. 
On  the  left  hand,  just  before  you. 

Inante  and  exanie  were  applied  to  time  rather  than  place,  Imi 
not  exclusively. 

Cabmen  XXII.  Ad  Varrum.  This  may  be  advantageoeslj 
contracted  in  a  paraphrase. 

Suffenus,  whom  bo  weU  you  know» 
My  VarruSy  as  a  wit  and  beau, 
Of  smart  address  and  smirking  smile. 
Will  write  you  verses  by  the  mile^ 
Tou  can  not  meet  with  daintier  fare 
Than  titlepsge  and  binding  are; 
But  when  you  once  begin  to  read 
Tou  find  it  sorry  stuff  indeed, 
And  you  are  ready  to  cry  out 
Upon  this  beau,  Akl  vIKai  a  lout/ 
No  man  on  earth  so  proud  as  he 
Of  his  own  precious  poetry. 
Or  knows  such  perfect  bliss  as  when 
He  takes  in  hand  that  nibbled  pen. 

Have  we  not  aU  some  faults  like  these  Y 
Are  we  not  all  Suffenusesl 
In  others  the  defect  we  find, 
But  can  not  see  our  sack  behind. 

Caemen  XXY.  Ad  Thallim.  It  is  hardly  safe  to  steal  > 
laugh  here,  and  vet  it  is  difficult  to  refrain  from  it.  Some  of 
the  verses  must  be  transposed.    Those  which  are  printed 

ThaUe !  turbidA  n^ador  procellA, 
Cum  dt  vid  mulier  aves  ostendit  oscitantea, 
Remitte  pallium  mihi,  meom  quod  inyolAsta^ 

ought  to  be  printed, 

ThaUet  turbidA  rapador  prooelli, 
Remitte  pallium  mihi,  meum,  quod  in^oUbte 
QuMfii  "deviof"  mulier  aves  ostendil  oaeitaatei. 

This  shows  that  Thallus  had  purloined  ORtoIIiu's  duk 
while  he  was  looking  at  a  nest  of  owls;   for  iuoh  an  itoUi 
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eif  and  so  thej  are  called  by  Ovid.  It  is  doubtful  whethei^ 
B  right  reading  is  oscitantes,  '^  opening  their  beaks/'  or 
ineiUes,  which  is  applied  to  birds  that  do  not  sing  j  by 
Jerius  Maximns  to  crows^  by  Livy  to  bir(k  of  omen.  In  the 
5sent  case  we  may  believe  them  to  be  birds  of  augury,  and 
auspicious,  as  the  word  always  signifies,  and  as  was  manifest 
the  disaster  of  Catullus  and  his  cloaJc.  In  the  eleventh 
rse  there  is  a  false  quantity : 

Inusta  turpiter  tibi  flageUa  consmbiUent. 

as  there  not  such  a  word  as  contnbulo  ? 
Cabmen  XXIX.  Ad  Camrem.  This  is  the  poem  by  which 
I  author,  as  Cicero  remarks,  affixes  an  eternal  stigma  on  the 
me  of  Csesar,  but  wliich  the  most  powerful  and  the  best 
npered  man  in  the  world  heard  without  any  expression  of 
ger  or  concern.  The  punctuation  appears  ill-placed  in  the 
teenth  and  seventeenth  verses. 

Quid  esti  ait  sinistra  liberalitas : 

Parum  expatravit    An  parum  heUuatus  eat  t 

We  would  write  them. 

Quid  est  ?  ain  1    Sinistra  liberalitas 
Parum  expatravitl  &c 

'^  Where  is  the  harm  ?   do  you  ask  ?    What  I  has  this  kft- 

nded  hberality  of  his,''  &c. 

Cabmen  XXX.  Ad  Alphenum.    A  poem  of  sobs  and  sighs, 

complaint,  reproach,  tenderness>  sad  reflection,  and  pure 
etry. 

Cabmen  XXXI.  Ad  Sirmionem  Peninsulam.  Never  was  a 
^om  to  home  expressed  so  sensitivdy  and  beautifully  as  here. 

the  thirteenth  Ime  we  find 

Gaudete  Tosqae  Ljdisd  lacAs  und». 

le  "  Lydian  waves  of  the  lake  "  would  be  an  odd  expression, 
though,  according  to  a  groundless  and  somewhat  absurd 
dition, 

Genk  Lyda  jugis  insedit  Etruscis, 

',  no  gena  Lyda  could  ever  have  penetrated  to  these  Alpine 
jions.  One  of  the  Etrurian  nations  did  penetrate  so  far, 
lether  by  conquest  or  expulsion  is  uncertain.  But  Catullus 
re  calls  upon  Sirmio  to  rejoice  in  his  return,  and  he  invites 
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the  waves  of  the  lake  to  laugh.  Whoever  has  seen  this  beau- 
tiful expanse  of  water,  under  its  bright  sun  and  gentle  breezes, 
will  understand  the  poet's  expression ;  he  will  have  seen  the 
waves  laugh  and  dance.    Catullus,  no  doubt,  wrote 

Qaudete  voeque  "ludim"  lactLs  und» ! 
Ye  reveUers  and  dancers  of  the  lake  1 

If  there  was  the  word  luditis,  which  we  know  there  was,  there 
must  also  have  been  India, 

Carmen  XXXIV.  Ad  Dianam,  A  hymn,  of  the  purest 
simplicity. 

UARMEN  XXXV.  Cacilium  invitat.  It  appears  that  Ccecilius, 
like  Catullus,  had  written  a  poem  on  Cybele.  Catullus  invites 
him  to  leave  Como  for  Verona : 

Quamvis  Candida  millies  pueUa 
Euntem  revocet,  manusque  coUo 
Ambas  injiciens  roget  morari. 

"Which  may  be  rendered : 

Although  80  passing  fiedr  a  maid 
Call  twenty  times,  be  not  delayed ; 
Nay,  do  not  be  delayed  although 
Both  arms  around  your  neck  she  throw. 

For  it  appears  she  was  desperately  in  love  with  him  from  the 
time  he  had  written  the  poem.  Catullus  says  it  is  written  so 
beautifolly,  that  he  can  pardon  the  excess  of  her  passion. 

Carmen  XXXIX.  In  Egnatium,  This  is  the  second  time 
he  has  ridiculed  Egnatius,  a  Celtiberian,  and  overfond  of  dis- 
playing his  teeth  by  continually  laughing.  Part  of  the  poem 
IS  destitute  of  merit,  and  indelicate :  the  other  part  may  be 
thus  translated,  or  paraphrased  rather  : 

Egnatius  has  fine  teeth,  and  those 

Eternally  Egnatius  shows. 

Some  criminal  is  being  tried 

For  murder ;  and  they  open  wide ; 

A  widow  wails  her  only  son ; 

Widow  and  him  they  open  on. 

'Tis  a  disease,  I'm  very  sure, 

And  wish  'twere  such  as  you  could  cure. 

My  good  Egnatius  1  for  what's  half 

So  siUy  as  a  silly  laugh  1 

We  can  not  agree  with  Doering  that  we  should  read 

Aut  forcm  Umber  ant  obesus  Etnueus.     Verm  U. 
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Firsts  because  the  parens  and  obesus  convey  the  same  meaning 
without  any  distinction ;  and  secondly^  because  the  distinction 
is  necessary  both  for  the  poet  and  the  fact.  The  Etrurians 
were  a  most  luxurious  people ;  the  Umbrians  a  pastoral  and 
industrious  one.  He  wishes  to  exhibit  a  contrast  between 
these  two  nations^  as  he  has  done  in  the  preceding  verse 
between  what  is  urbane  and  what  is  Sabine.  Therefor  he 
wrote, 

Aut  "  parous  "  Umber  aut  obesuB  HetniscuB. 

Carmen  XL.  Ad  Ravidum.  The  sixth  verse  is  printed  im- 
properly 

Quid  visl  quA  lubet  esse  notus  opta«?" 

Bead 

Quid  yisl  qua  lubet  esse  notus?  optck 

" Optay^  make  your  option. 

Cabmen  XLII.  Ad  Quandam,  We  should  not  notice  this 
"Ad  Quandam"  were  it  not  to  correct  a  mistake  of  Doering. 
"  Bidentem  canis  ore  Gallicani."  His  note  on  this  expression 
is,  "  Epitheton  omans,  pro  quovis  cane  venatico  cujus  rictus 
est  latior."  No,  the  canis  gallicua  is  the  greyhound,  whose 
rictus  is  indeed  much  latior  than  that  of  other  dogs ;  and 
Catullus  always  uses  words  the  most  characteristic  and  expressive. 

Cabmen  XLV.  De  Acme  et  Septimio,  Perhaps  this  poem 
has  been  admired  above  its  merit.  But  there  is  one  exqui- 
sitely fine  passage  in  it,  and  replete  with  that  harmony  which, 
as  we  have  already  had  occasion  to  remark,  Catullus  aione  has 
given  to  the  phaleucian  metre. 

At  Acme  leviter  caput  reflectens, 
Et  dulcis  pueri  ebrios  ocelloe 
Isto  purpureo  ore  saviata, 
"  Sic/*  inquit,  "  mea  vita  Septimille ! 
Huic  uno  domino  usque  seryiamus. 

Cabmen  XL VI.  De  Adventu  Feris.  He  leaves  Phrygia  in 
the  begiiming  of  spring,  and  is  about  to  visit  the  celebrated 
cities  of  maritime  Asia.  What  beauty  and  vigour  of  expres- 
sion is  there  in 

Jam  mens  prsetrepidans  avet  yagari, 
Jam  l»ti  studio  pedes  yigescunt. 

There  is  also  much  tenderness  at  the  close  in  the  short  valedic- 
tion to  his  companions,  who  set  out  together  with  him  in  the 
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expedition,  and  will  return  (whenever  they  do  retom)  by 
various  roads  into  their  native  country. 

Carmen  L.  Ad  Licinium.  On  the  day  [»'eceding  the  eom- 
position  of  this  poem^  he  and  Licinius  had  agreed  to  write  to- 
gether in  different  meters^  and  to  give  verse  for  verse.  Catnlhis 
was  so  delighted  with  the  performances  of  Licinius,  that  be 
could  never  rest^  he  tells  us^  until  he  had  signified  it  by  this 
graceful  little  poem. 

Carmen  LI.  This  is  a  translation  from  Sappho's  ode,  and 
perhaps  is  the  first  that  had  ever  been  attempted  into  latiui 
although  there  is  another  which  precedes  it  in  the  volume. 
Nothing  can  surpass  the  graces  of  this,  and  it  leaves  us  no 
regret  but  that  we  have  not  more  translations  by  him  of  Sappho's 
poetry.  He  has  copied  less  from  the  greek  than  any  latin  poet 
had  done  before  Tibullus. 

The  adonic  at  the  close  of  the  second  strophe  is  lost.  Many 
critics  have  attempted  to  substitute  one.  Li  the  edition  before 
us  we  find, 

Simulte 
Leebia  1  adspexi,  nihil  est  super  ml 

Vocuinort, 

A  worse  can  not  be  devised. 

QtMid  loquar  amau 

would  be  better.    The  ode  ends,  and  always  ended  with 

Lumina  noote. 

Carven  LUI.  De  Quodam  et  Calvo.  Calvus,  as  well  as 
Cicero,  spoke  publicly  against  Vatinius.  It  will  be  reauisite 
to  write  out  the  five  verses  of  which  this  piece  of  Catullus  is 
composed. 

Risi  nescio  quern  modo  in  ooronA 
Qui  quum  mirifioe  Vatiuiana 
Meus  crimina  Calvus  explioasset, 
Admirans  ait  hsBC  manusque  toUena^ 
Du  magni !  aalapvui%m  diflertom  \ 

r^oering's  note  on  the  words  is  this :  "  Vox  nova,  ridicola 
et,  ut  videbatur,  plebda  [Salajmtium).  Catullum  ad  hos  versos 
scribendos  impulit."  He  goes  on  to  put  into  prose  what 
Catullus  had  told  us  in  verse,  and  adds,  *'  Catullus  a  risa  sibi 
temperare  non  potuit."  Good  Herr  Doering  does  not  ie$ 
whelr^a  the  fun.  It  lies  in  the  fact  of  Calvus  bdng  a  veiy 
little  man^  and  in  the  clown  hearing  a  very  l:^tle 
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doquenty  and  crying  out,  ''Heavens  above  I  what  a  clever 
little  cocky  f*  The  word  should  not  be  written  "  salaputium/' 
but ''  salapu^um/'  The  termination  in  um\&^  signification 
of  endearment ;  as  deliciolum  for  delicim :  and  correspondentlj 
ihe  w  in  Greek ;  irMhiov,  for  instance,  and  iraibapiov.  It  can 
fiot  be  salepygium,  as  some  critics  have  proposed,  because  the 
ttdrd  syllable  in  this  word  (supposing  there  were  any  such) 
would,  according  to  its  greek  origin,  be  short.  Perhaps  the 
best  reading  may  be  '' saltpusium/'  from  sal  and  pusius. 
Bostic  terms  are  unhkely  to  be  compounded  with  accuracy. 
In  old  latin  the  word,  or  words,  would  be  sali  (for  salU) 
punum.  But  t  is  equivalent  to  s :  and  the  modem  italian, 
which  is  founded  on  the  most  ancient  latin,  hasj}tUto. 
Cabmen  LIY.    Ad  Ciesarem. 

Fuffitio  aeni  recocto. 

On  tiiis  is  the  note  "  Homo  recoctus  jam  dicitur  qui  in  rebus 
offcndis  diu  multumque  aptatus,  versatus,  exercitatus,  et  quasi 
percoctus,  rerum  naturam  penitus  perspexit/'  &c. 

Surely  these  qualities  are  not  such  as  Catullus  or  Ceesar 
ought  to  be  disDieased  with.  But ''  senex  recoctui^  means  an 
old  dandy  boiled  up  into  youth  again  in  Medea's  caldron.  In 
diis  poem  Catullus  turns  into  ridicule  no  other  than  personal 
peculiarities  and  defects,  first  in  Otho,  then  in  libo,  lastly  in 
Fufl&tias. 

Cabmen  LYII.  In  Mamurram  ei  Casarem.  If  Ceesar  had 
hired  a  poet  to  write  such  wretched  verses  as  these  and  swear 
them  to  Catullus,  he  could  never  in  any  other  way  have  more 
injured  his  credit  as  a  poet.  The  Duo  Casaris  Anti-Catones, 
which  are  remembered  as  having  been  so  bulky,  could  never 
have  fallen  on  Cato  so  fatally  as  this  Anti-Catullus  on 
Catullus. 

Cabmen  LXI.  De  NuptiU  Julia  et  Manlii.  Never  was 
there,  and  never  will  there  be  probably,  a  nuptial  song  of 
equal  beauty.  But  in  verse  129  there  is  a  false  quantity  as 
now  printed,  and  quite  unnoticed  by  the  editor. 

Desertum  domini  aadiens. 

The  meter  does  not  admit  a  spondee  for  the  second  foot :  it 
must  be  a  trochee;  and  this  is  obtained  by  the  true  reading; 
**  Jkeiivasi." 
Cabmen  LXII.    Another  nuptial  song,  and  properly  «el 
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Epithalamium,  in  heroic  verse,  and  very  masterly.  It  seems 
incredible  however  that  the  last  lines,  beginning 

At  ia  ne  pugna, 

were  written  by  Catullus.  They  are  trivial :  and  beside,  the 
young  singing  men  never  have  sung  so  long  together  in  the 
former  parts  assigned  to  them.  The  longest  of  these  consists 
of  nine  verses,  with  the  choral 

Hymeiif  0  Hymensee  1 

and  the  last  would  contain  eleven  with  it,  even  after  rejecting 
these  seven  which  intervene,  and  which,  if  admitted,  would 
double  the  usual  quantity.  We  would  throw  them  out  because 
there  is  no  room  for  them,  and  because  they  are  trash. 

Carmen  LXILI.  This  has  ever  been,  and  ever  will  be,  the 
admiration  of  all  who  can  distinguish  the  grades  of  poetry. 

The  thirty-ninth  verse  is  printed, 

Piger  his  labantei  languore  oculos  sopor  operit. 

The  meter  will  not  allow  it.  We  must  read,  ^'  labant^  lan- 
guore," although  the  construction  may  be  somewhat  less 
obvious.  The  words  are  in  the  ablative  absolute,  "Sleep 
covers  their  eyes,  a  languor  dropping  over  them." 

Yerse  64  should  be  printed  "gymnasj,"  not  gymnasii. 
The  seventy-fifth  and  seventy-sixth  Unes  must  be  reversed,  and 
instead  of 


read 


Geminas  *'  Deorum  "  ad  aur^  nova  nuncia  reforens 
Ibi  juncta  juga  resolvens  Cybele  leonibus 
Lsevumque  pecoris  hostem  stimulanSi 

Ibi  juncta  juga  resolvens  Cybele  leonibus, 

Qeminas  *'  eorum  "  ad  auras  nova  nuncia  referens,  &c. 


Carmen  LXIV.  Nuptia  Pelei  et  Thetidis.  Among  many 
excellences  of  the  highest  order,  there  are  several  faults  and 
inconsistencies  in  this  heroic  poem. 

Verse  15.    Ill&que  haudque  ali&,  &c. 

It  is  incredible  that  Catullus  should  have  written  "  haud^." 

Verse  37.    Pharsaliam  coeunt,  Pharsalia  rura  frequentant 

No  objection  can  be  raised  against  this  reading.  '^  Pharsaliam" 
is  a  tnsyllable.  The  i  sometimes  coalesces  with  another  vowel, 
as  a  and  o  do.     In  Virgil  we  find 


THE  POEMS   OF   CATULLUS.  267 

Stellto  et  lucifugia. 
Aured  composuit  epondA. 
Vu&  e&demque  viA. 
Uno  eodemque  igni 
Perque  sarea  scuta. 

Verses  58  and  the  folio  wing  are  out  of  their  order.  They 
stand  thus : 

Rura  colit  nemo :  mollescunt  colla  juYencis : 
Non  humilis  curvis  purgatur  yinea  rastris : 
Kon  glebam  prono  convellit  vomere  taurus : 
Non  £bJx  attenuat  frondatorum  arboris  umbram  : 
Squalida  desertis  robigo  infertur  aratris. 

The  proper  and  natural  series  is,  together  with  the  right 
punctuation, 

Rura  colit  nemo :  mollescunt  colla  juvends, 
Non  glebam  prono  convellit  vomere  taxirus ; 
Squalida  desertis  robigo  infertur  aratris. 
Non  humilis  curvis  purgatur  yinea  rastris, 
Non  falx  attenuat  frondatorum  arboris  imibram. 

Because  here  the  first,  the  second,  and  the  third,  refer  to  the 
same  labour,  that  of  ploughing :  the  fourth  and  fifth  to  the 
same  also,  that  of  cultivating  the  two  kinds  of  vineyard.  In 
one  kind  the  grapes  are  cut  low,  and  fastened  on  poles  with 
bands  of  withy,  and  raked  between:  in  the  other  they 
are  trained  against  trees  :  formerly  the  tree  preferred  was  the 
dm;  at  present  it  is  the  maple,  particularly  in  Tuscany. 
The  branches  are  lopt  and  thinned  when  the  vines  are  pruned, 
to  let  in  sun  and  air.  By  ignorance  of  such  customs  in 
agriculture,  many  things  in  the  classics  are  mistaken.  Few 
people  know  the  meaning  of  the  words  in  Horace, 

Cum  duplice  ficu. 

Most  fancy  it  must  be  the  purple  fig  and  the  yellow.  But 
there  is  also  a  green  one.  The  Italians,  to  dry  their  figs  the 
more  expeditiously,  cut  them  open  and  expose  them  on  the 
pavement  before  their  cottages.  They  then  stick  two  together, 
and  this  is  duplex  Jkus. 

We  now  come  to  graver  faults  (and  faults  certainly  the 
poet's)  than  a  mere  transposition  of  verses.  In  the  palace  of 
Peleus  there  is  a  piece  of  tapestry  which  takes  up  the  best 
part  of  the  poem. 

Hsec  yestis  f/ritcii  hominum  yariata  ftgaria, 
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exhibits  the  story  of  Theseus  and  Ariadne.  Their  adventures 
could  not  have  happened  five-and-twenty  years  before  these 
nuptials.  Of  the  Argo,  which  carried  Peleus  when  Thetis  fell 
in  love  with  him,  the  poet  says,  as  others  do, 

nia  rudem  corsu  prima  imbuit  Amphitrltoi. 

But,  in  the  progress  of  sixty  lines,  we  find  that  vessels  had 
been  sailing  to  Crete  every  year,  with  the  Athenian  youths 
devoted  to  the  Minotaur.  Castor  and  Pollux  sailed  in  the 
Argo  with  Peleus ;  and  Helen,  we  know,  was  their  sister : 
she  was  about  the  same  age  as  Achilles,  and  Theseus  had  run 
away  with  her  before  Paris  had.  But  equal  inconsistencies 
are  to  be  detected  in  the  ^neid,  a  poem  extolled,  century 
after  century,  for  propriety  and  exactness.  An  anaohronism 
quite  as  strange  as  this  of  Catullus,  is  in  the  verses  on 
Acragas,  Agrigentum. 

Arduus  inde  Acragas  ostentat  maxima  longo 
Moenia,  magnanimum  ^pumdam  generator  equorom. 

Whether  the  city  itself  was  built  in  the  age  of  JBneas  is  not 
the  question ;  but  certainly  the  breed  of  horses  was  introduced 
by  the  Carthagenians,  and  improved  by  Hiero  and  Gelon. 
The  breed  of  the  iland  is  small,  as  it  is  in  all  mountainous 
countries,  where  the  horses  are  never  found  adapted  to  cha- 
riots, any  more  than  chariots  are  adapted  to  surfaces  so 
uneven. 

Verse  83,  for  "Funera  Cecropiae,''  &c.,  we  must  read 
^^  Ptibis  Cecropise/' 

Verse  119.     "  Quse  misera,''  &c.,  is  supposititious. 

Verse  178.    Idommeot-ne  petam  montes  1  at  gurgite  lato,  &e. 

Idomeneus  was  unborn  in  the  earlier  days  of  Theseus.  Pro- 
bably the  verses  were  written, 

Idam  ideone  petam  1    Montes  (ah  gurgite  yasto 
Discemens  !)  ponti  tniculentum  dividit  squor. 

Verse  191.  Nothing  was  ever  grander  or  more  awfiil  than 
the  adjuration  of  Ariadne  to  the  Eumenides. 

Qoare  facta  vvrtm  multantes  Tindica  poenA 
EumenideB !  quaram  anguineo  redimha  capillo 
Frons  expiranta  prceporiat  pectorii  trot, 
Hac,  huo  adventate  I 
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Verse  199.    Doering  explains^ 

Yob  oolite  pati  noBtrum  vaneicere  luctum, 

'^ Impunitum  m&aere.**  What?  her  grief ?  Does  she  pray  that 
her  grief  may  not  remain  unpunished?  No,  she  implores  that 
the  prayers  that  arise  from  it  may  not  be  in  Tain. 

Yene  212.    Namque  feront  olim  [daasi  oum  moonia  DiY»] 
Linquentem,  natum,  yentiB  eoncredaret  JSgous, 
Talia  complexom  juYeni  mandata  dediase. 

The  mould  of  the  barrel  has  been  doing  sad  mischief  Hiere. 
We  must  read 

Kamque  feront^  nattun  yentis  quom  credent  .ASgeos. 
Yer8e,250.    At  parte  ex  allA 

This  scene  is  the  subject  of  a  noble  picture  by  Titian,  now 
in  the  British  Gallery.  It  has  also  been  deeply  studied  by 
Nicolas  Foussin.  But  there  is  a  beauty  which  no  painting 
can  attain  in 

PUmgebcmt  alii  proceris  tympana  palmiB, 
AvA  teretiienmet  HnwUua  ofn  cUbaM, 

Soon  follows  that  exquisite  description  of  morning  on  the 
sea-side,  already  transcribed^  and  placed  by  the  side  (^Milton's 
personification. 

Yerse  340.    Nascetur  TobiB  expers  terroris  Achillea, 
Mostibus  ?iaud  ttrgo  ted  forti  pectore  nottu. 
Qui  perssspe  vagi  yictor  oertamine  cursfUi 
Flammea  prsevertet  oeleris  yestigia  cerri. 

It  is  impossible  that  Catullus,  or  any  poet  whatever,  can 
have  written  the  second  of  these.  Some  stupid  critic  must 
have  done  it,  who  fancied  that  the  "expers  terroris''  was 
not  clearly  and  sufiBciently  proven  by  urging  the  car  over  the 
field  of  battle,  and  had  little  or  nothing  to  ao  in  outstripping 
the  stag. 

Verse  329.     Barely  have  the  Fates  sung  so  sweetly  as  in 
these  to  Feleus. 

Advexiiet  tibi  jam  portaiiB  optata  maritis 
HesperuB,  adyeniet  fiausto  cum  sidere  coigux, 
Qu89  tibi  flexanimo  mentem  perfundat  amore 
Languidulosque  paret  tecum  coDJungere  BomnoB, 
Lseyia  BubstemenB  robuato  brachia  coUo. 

Cabmen  LXY.    Ad  Hortahm.    He  makes  his  excuse  tA 


y 
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Hortalus  for  delaying  a  compliance  with  his  wishes  for  some 
verses.  This  delay  he  tells  him  was  occasioned  by  the  death 
of  his  brother,  to  whom  he  was  most  affectionately  attached, 
and  whose  loss  he  laments  in  several  of  his  poems.  In  this 
he  breaks  forth  into  a  very  pathetic  appeal  to  him : 

Alloquarl  audiero  nunquam  tua  £Eu;ta  loquenteml 

Niinquain  ego  te,  vitft  frater  amabilior, 
Adspiciam  posthac  !    At  certe  semper  amabo. 

Semper  msesta  tu&  carmina  morte  canam. 

The  two  following  lines  are  surely  supposititious.  Thinking 
with  such  intense  anguish  of  his  brother's  death,  he  could  find 
no  room  for  so  frigid  a  conceit  as  that  about  the  Daulian  bird 
and  Itylus.  This  is  almost  as  much  out  of  place,  though  not 
so  bad  in  itself,  as  the  distich  which  heads  the  epistle  of  Dido 
to  JBneaa  in  Ovid. 

Sic,  ubi  Fata  Yocant,  udis  abjectus  in  herbis 
Ad  Tada  Moeandri  concinit  <Ubui  dor. 

As  if  the  Fates  were  busied  in  "  calling  white  swans  V  Ovid 
never  composed  any  such  trash.  The  epistle  in  fact  begins 
with  a  verse  of  consummate  beauty,  tenderness,  and  gravity. 

Verse  21.    Quod  miserss  oblitse  molli  sub  veste  locatum, 
Dum  adventu  matris  prosilit,  excutitur. 

These  require  another  punctuation. 

Quod  misersB  (oblitse  molli  sub  yeste  looatum). 

The  Germans,  to  whom  we  owe  so  much  in  every  branch  of 
learning,  are  not  always  fortunate  in  their  punctuation :  and 
perhaps  never  was  any  thing  so  subversive  of  harmony  as  that 
which  Heyne  has  given  us  in  a  passage  of  Tibullus. 

Blanditiis  vult  esse  locum  Venus  ipsa. 

Who  could  ever  doubt  this  fact  ?  that  even  Venus  herself  will 
admit  of  blandishments !  But  Tibullus  laid  down  no  such 
truism.     Heyne  writes  it  thus,  and  proceeds, 

querelis 
Supplicibus,  miseris  fletibus,  ilia  favet 

The  tender  and  harmonious  poet  wrote  not  "  Blanditiis ''  but 
"  Blanditis. 

Blanditis  Tult  esse  locum  Venus  ipsa  querelis; 
Supplicibufl^  miaeriB,  flentibus,  ilia  fiivet. 
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Here  the  "UaDditiae''  are  quite  out  of  the  question;  but  the 
"blandiUs    querela"    are   complaints   softly   expressed    and 
coasinglif  preferred. 
To  return  to  Catullus.     The  following  couplet  is, 

Atque  illud  prono  prseceps  agitur  decursu ; 
Huic  manat  tristi  consoiuB  ore  rubor. 

Manat  can  hardly  be  applicable  to  rubor.     We  would  prefer, 

Hmc  foanet  in  tristi  conscius  ore  rubor 

the  opposite  to  "  agitur  "  decursu. 

They  whose  ears  have  been  accustomed  to  the  Ovidian 
d^iac  verse,  and  have  been  taught  at  school  that  every 
pentameter  should  close  with  a  dissyllable,  will  be  apt  to  find 
those  of  Catullus  harsh  and  negligent.  But  let  them  only 
read  over,  twice  or  thrice,  the  twelve  first  verses  of  this  poem, 
and  their  ear  will  be  cured  of  its  infirmity.  By  degrees  they 
may  be  led  to  doubt  whether  the  worst  of  all  Ovid's  conceits 
is  not  his  determination  to  give  every  alternate  verse  this 
syllabic  uniformi^. 

Cabmen  LXVL  De  Comd  Berenices.  This  is  imitated  from 
a  poem  of  Callimachus,  now  lost.  Probably  it  was  an  early 
exercise  of  our  poet,  corrected  afterward,  but  insufficiently.  The 
sixth  verse,  however,  is  exquisite  in  its  cadence. 

Ut  Triviam  furtim  sub  Latmia  saxa  relegans 
JhUcis  amor  gyro  devoccU  aerio. 
Verse  27.    Anne  bonum  oblita  es  facinus,  quo  regium  adopta  es 
Conjugium,  quod  non  fortior  ausit  alts, 

Berenice  is  said  to  have  displayed  great  courage  in  battle.  To 
render  the  second  verse  intelligible,  we  must  admit  alis  for 
alius,  as  alid  is  used  for  aliud  in  Lucretius.  Moreover,  we 
must  give/ortiar  the  expression  of  strength,  not  of  courage,  as 
forte  throughout  Italy  at  the  present  time  expresses  never 
courage,  always  strength.  The  sense  of  the  passage  then  is, 
"  Have  you  forgotten  the  great  action  by  which  you  won  your 
husband  P  an  action  which  one  much  stronger  than  yourself 
would  not  have  attempted."  For  it  would  be  nonsense  to  say, 
"You  have  performed  a  brave  action  which  a  braver  person 
would  not  have  dared."  In  the  sense  of  Catullus  are  those 
passages  of  Sallust  and  Virgil, 

Neque  a  "  fortiaumiB  "  inifirmimmo  generi  reeiBti  posse. 
*'Forti"fidisequo. 
Yerae  65.    YirsiniB,  €t  wm  oontingens  nomjiM  Leonis  Lamina. 
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Namque  may  be  the  true  reading.  The  editor  has  adduced 
two  examples  from  Flautos  to  show  the  probability  of  it,  but 
fails. 

Quando  hssc  innata  est  nam  tibL    Pen.  u.  5, 13. 
Qiiid  tibi  ex  fillo  nam  »gre  est.    Bacch.  v.  L  20. 

He  seems  unaware  that  nam,  in  the  first,  is  only  a  part  of 
quid-nam,  the  quid  being  separated ;  quando-nam,  the  same  for 
ecquando  {ede  quando)  "  tell  me  when/^  quianam,  &c. :  but 
namque  is  not  in  the  like  condition,  and  m  this  place  it  is 
awkward.  The  nam  added  to  the  above  words  is  always  Bn 
interrogative.  ' 

Carmen  LXVII.    Ad  Januam,  8fc. 

Verse  81.    Atqiii  non  solum  se  didt  cognitum  habere 
Brixia,  Gjcnsse  supposita  speculsB, 
Flavut  quam  moUi  percvrrit  Jlumine  Mdct, 
Brizia  Veronss  mater  amata  mese. 

Why  should  the  sensible  Marchese  Scipione  Maffei  have 
taken  it  into  his  head  that  the  last  couplet  is  spurious?  What 
a  beautiful  verse  is  that  in  italics  I 

Cabmen  LXYIU.  Ad  Manlium.  A  rambling  poem  quite 
unworthy  of  the  author.  The  verses  from  the  beginning  of  the 
twenty-sixth  to  the  close  of  the  thirtieth  appertain  to  some 
other  piece,  and  break  the  context.  Doering  has  given  a 
strange  interpretation  to 

YeronsB  turpe  Catullo,  &c 

The  true  meaning  is  much  more  obvious  and  much  less 
delicate.  In  the  sixty-third  we  must  read  '^At"  for  "Ac:" 
this  helps  the  continuity.  After  the  seventy-third,  we  must 
omit,  as  belonging  to  another  place,  all,  imtil  we  come  to 
verse  143.  Here  we  catch  the  thread  again.  The  interme- 
diate lines  belong  to  Iwo  other  poems ;  both  perhaps  addressed 
to  Manlius ;  one  relating  to  the  death  of  the  poet's  brother, 
the  other  on  a  very  different  subject :  we  mean  the  fragment 
just  now  indicated, 

Quare  quod  scribis,  Verona  turpe  Cattillo,  &a 
Verse  145.    Sed  furtiva  dedit  mir&  munuscula  nocte!» 
Ipsius  ex  ipso  demta  viri  gremio. 

The  verses  are  thus  worded  and  punctuated  in  Doering^s 
edition  and  others,  but  improperly.  "  Mird  noctc'*  is  non- 
sense.    We  must  read  the  lines  thus : 


Or  thus : 
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Sed  furtiva  dedit  miri  muniucula  nocte 
Ipsius  ex  ipso,  &c. 

Sed  furtiva  dedit  medid  munuscula  noote 
Ipsius  ex  ipso  demta  viri  gremio. 
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Verse  147.    Quare  illud  satis  est,  si  nobis  is  datur  unus, 
Quern  lapide  ilia  diem  candidiore  notat, 

Doering  thus  interpreta ; 

Quare  jam  iUud  mihi  satis  est,  si  ilia  yel  iMi«m  diem,  quern  meeum  vixU, 
Qt  diem  faustum  felicemque  albo  lapide  insigniat. 

That  the  verses  have  no  such  meaning  is  evident  from  the 
preceding : 

Quss  tamen  etsi  uno  non  est  contenta  Catullo 
Kara  verecimd^e  furta  foremus  herse. 

This  abolishes  the  idea  of  one  single  day  contenting  him, 
contented  as  he  professes  himself  to  be  with  little  aberrations 
and  infidelities.     Scaliger  has  it : 

Quare  illud  satis  est,  si  nobis  id  datur  wiit : 
Quod  lapide  iUa  dies  candidiore  notat. 

And  it  appears  to  us  that  Scaliger  has  given  the  first  line 
correctly ;  out  not  the  punctuation.     We  should  prefer, 

Quare  illud  satis  e^t,  si  nobis  id  datur  unis 

Quo  lapide  ilia  diem  candidiore  not^ 
"  Quo,"  ob  quod. 

Verses  69,  70.    Trito  fulgontem  in  limine  plantam 
Innisa  argutd  constitit  in  ioUd, 

Tlie  slipper  could  not  be  arguta  while  she  was  standing  in 
it.  Scaliger  reads  "  constitwi^  sole&.^'  The  one  is  not  sense : 
the  other  is  neither  sense  nor  latin,  unless  the  construction  is 
eonslituU  plantam  ;  and  then  all  the  other  words  are  in  disarray. 
The  meaning  is,  "  she  placed  her  foot  against  the  door,  and, 
without  speaking y  rapped  it  with  her  sounding  sUpper  :"  then 
the  words  would  be  "argutA  conticuit  sole&/' 

Verse  78.    Nil  mihi  tarn  yalde  placeat,  Rhamnusia  virgo, 
Qttocf  temere  invitis  suscipiatur  heris. 

In  Scaliger  it  is : 

Quto  temere,  &a 
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The  true  reading  is  neither,  but 

Quiuu  tU  temere. 

Such  elisions  are  found  in  this  very  poem  and  the  preceding: 

Ne  amplius  a  misero. 

and. 

Qui  ipse  sui  gnatu 

Carmen  LXXI.  Ad  Firronem,  Doering  thinks,  as  others 
have  done,  that  the  poem  is  against  Firro,  On  the  contraryi 
it  is  a  facetious  consolation  to  him  on  the  punishment  of  lus 
rival. 

Mirifice  est  a  te  nactus  utmmque  malum, 

means  only  ''/or  his  offence  against  you.^*     We  have  a  little 
more  to  add  on  this  in  CXV. 

Cajlmbn  LXXV.  Ad  Zesiiam.  Here  are  eight  verses, 
the  rhythm  of  which  plunges  from  the  ear  into  the  heart.  Our 
attempt  to  render  them  in  English  is  feeble  and  vain. 

None  could  ever  aay  that  ahe, 

Lesbia !  was  so  loved  by  me. 

Never  all  the  world  around 

Faith  so  true  as  mine  was  found : 

If  no  longer  it  endures 

(Would  it  did  !)  the  fault  is  yours. 

I  can  never  think  again 

WeU  of  you  :  I  try  in  vain : 

But . .  be  false  . .  do  what  you  will  •  • 

Lesbia  1  I  must  love  you  stiL 

Carmen  LXXVI.  Ad  aei^sum.  They  whose  ears  retain 
only  the  sound  of  the  hexameters  and  pentameters  they  recited 
ana  wrote  at  school,  are  very  unlikely  to  be  greatly  pleased 
with  the  versification  of  this  poem,  i  et  perhaps  one  of  equal 
earnestness  and  energy  was  never  written  in  elegiac  jn^* 
Sentences  must  be  red  at  once,  and  not  merely  distichs;  then 
a  fresh  harmony  will  spring  up  exuberantly  in  every  part  of  i^ 
into  which  many  discordant  verses  will  smk  and  lose  them- 
selves, to  produce  a  part  of  the  effect.  It  is,  however,  dificolt 
to  restrain  a  smile  at  such  expressions  as  these  from  such 
a  man. 


Si  vitam  puriter  ^gi, 
0  Dii  I  reddite  ml  hoc  pro  pietate  mat  t 
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Gasmen  LXXXV.    D^  Amore  mo» 

Odi  et  amo.    (^tfore  id  faeiam,  fortaue  rtqiUrit : 
Nescio,  fed  fieri  sentio  et  ejLcrudoCr 

The  words  in  italics  are  flat  and  prosaic:  the  thought  is 
beautiful^  and  similar  to  that  expressed  in  LXXY* 

I  loTO  and  hate.  Ah !  nerer  ask  why  so ! 
I  hate  and  lore . .  and  that  is  all  I  know* 
I  see  'tis  folly,  but  I  feel  'tia  woe. 

Cabmen  XCII.    Le  Lesbia.    The  fourth  verse  is  printed, 

Quo  signol  quasi  non  totidem  mo»  depreoor  Oil 
Auidue, 

Max  and  amdue  can  not  stand  together*  Jacobs  has  given  a 
good  emendation. 

Quasi  non  totidem  mala  depreoor  ill^  fte; 

Cabmen  XCIII.  In  Ccesarem,  Nothing  can  be  imagined 
more  contemptuous  than  the  indifference  he  here  afiects 
toward  a  name  destined  in  all  after  ages  to  be  the  principal 
jewel  in  the  highest  crowns :  and,  thinking  of  Caesar's  genius, 
it  is  difficult  to  see  without  derision  the  greatest  of  those  who 
assume  it  CatuUus  must  have  often  seen,  and  we  have 
reason  to  believe  he  personally  knew,  the  conqueror  of  Gaul 
when  he  wrote  this  epigranu 

I  care  not,  Csesar,  what  you  are, 

Nor  know  if  you  be  brown  or  fair. 

•  

Cabmen  XCV.  Be  Smymd  Cintue  Poeta»  There  is  nothing 
of  this  poem,  in  which  Cinna^s  Smyrna  is  extolled,  worth 
notice,  excepting  the  last  line ;  and  that  indeed  not  for  what 
we  read  in  it,  but  for  what  we  have  lost. 

Parra  mei  mihi  sunt  cordi  monumenta  .  •  •"* 

The  word  "monttmenta*'  is  spelt  improperly:  it  is  "monf- 
menta.^'  The  last  word  in  the  verse  is  wanting :  yet  we  have 
seen  quoted,  and  prefixed  to  volumes  of  poetry : 

Parva  mei  mihi  sunt  cordi  monumenta  laboria. 

But  Catullus  is  not  speaking  of  himself:  he  is  speaking 
of  Cinna:  and  the  proper  word  comes  spontuieously 
"  sodaUs.'' 
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Carmen  XCIX.     Ad  Juventium^ 

Multis  diluta  labella 
Qnttifl  absUrtisH  omnihw  ariiculis. 

How  few  will  this  verse  please !  but  how  greatly  those  few ! 

Carmen*  CI.  Inferia  ad  Fratris  Tumtilum,  In  these  vewes 
there  is  a  sorrowful  but  a  quiet  solemnity,  which  we  rarely  find 
in  poets  on  similar  occasions.  The  grave  and  firm  voice, 
which  has  uttered  the  third,  breaks  down  in  the  fourth. 

Hultas  per  gentes  et  multa  per  scqiiora  vectus 

Adveni  has  miseras,  frater,  ad  inferias, 
Ut  te  postremo  donarem  munere  mortis 

Et  mvilum  nequidquam  alloquerer  cinerem. 

Unusual  as  is  the  cadence,  the  csesura,  who  would  wish 
it  other  than  it  is  ?  If  there  were  authority  for  it,  we  would 
read^  in  the  sixth^  instead  of 

Heu  miser  indigne  frater  ademte  mihi  J 
Heu  nimiSy  &c. 

Because  just  above  we  have, 

Adveni  has  misercu,  frater,  ad  inferias. 

Carmen  ex.  AdAnfilenam,  Doering  says,  "  Utrum  poete 
an  scribarum  socardia  tribuenda  sit,  qua  ultimi  hujus  carminis 
versus  laborant,  obscuritas,  pro  suo  quisque  statuat  arbitrio. 
Tolli  quidem  potest  hsec  obscuritas,  sea  emendandi  genere 
Uberrima,"  We  are  not  quite  so  sure  of  that :  we  are  only 
sure  that  we  find  no  obscurity  at  all  .in  them.  The  word 
/actum  is  understood,  and  would  be  inelegant  if  it  could  have 
found  for  itself  a  place  in  the  verse. 

Carmen  CXV.  It  is  requisite  to  transcribe  the  verses  here 
to  show  that  Doering  is  mistaken  in  two  places ;  he  was,  at 
LXXI.,  in  one  only. 

Prata  arva^  ingentes  sylvas  saltusque  paludeeque 

Usque  ad  Hyperboreos  et  mare  ad  Oceanum. 
Omuia  magna  hsoc  sunt,  tamen  ipse  est  maximut  uUor, 

He  quotes  LXXI.,  forgetting  that  that  poem  is  addressed  to 
Virro,  and  this  to  Mamurra,  under  his  old  nickname  :  MamuRi} 
whatever  else  he  might  be,  was  no  ^tiaximua  ullar  here.  The 
context  will  show  what  the  word  should  be.  Mamurra,  by  bi< 
own  account,  is  possessor  of  meadow  ground  and  arabls  gtoruA 
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jf  woods,  forests,  and  marshes,  from  the  Hyperboreans  to  the 
Atlantic.  "  These  are  great  things,"  says  Catullus,  "  but  he 
himself  is  great  beyond  them  all :"  "  ipse  est  maximus,  ultra  :" 
sc.  Hyperboreas  et  Oceanum. 

In  how  different  a  style,  how  artificially,  with  what  infinite 
fuss  and  fury,  has  Horace  addressed  Virgil  on  the  death  of 
Quintilius  Varus.  Melpomene  is  called  from  a  distance,  and 
several  more  persons  equally  shadowy  are  brought  forward; 
and  then  Virgil  is  honestly  told  that,  if  he  could  sing  and  play 
more  blandly  than  the  Thracian  Orpheus,  he  never  could  re- 
animate an  empty  image  which  Mercury  had  drawn  off  among 
his  "  black  flock.'' 

In  selecting  a  poet  for  examination,  it  is  usual  either  to 
extol  him  to  the  skies,  or  to  tear  him  to  pieces  and  trample  on 
him.  Editors  in  general  do  the  former :  critics  on  editors 
more  usually  the  latter.  But  one  poet  is  not  to  be  raised  by 
casting  another  under  him.  Catullus  is  made  no  richer  by  an 
attempt  to  transfer  to  him  what  belongs  to  Horace,  nor  Horace 
by  what  belongs  to  Catullus.  Catullus  has  greatly  more  than 
he ;  but  he  also  has  much ;  and  let  him  keep  it*  We  are  not 
at  liberty  to  indulge  in  frowardiiess  and  caprice,  snatching  a 
decoration  from  one  and  tossing  it  over  to  another.  We  will 
now  sum  up  what  we  have  collected  from  the  mass  of  materials 
which  has  been  brought  before  us,  laying  down  some  general 
rules  and  observations. 

There  are  four  things  requisite  to  constitute  might,  majesty, 
and  dominion,  in  a  poet :  these  are  creativeness,  constructive- 
ness,  the  sublime,  the  pathetic.  A  poet  of  the  first  order  must 
have  formed,  or  taken  to  himself  and  modified,  some  great 
subject.  He  must  be  creative  and  constructive.  Creativeness 
may  work  upon  old  materials  :  a  new  world  may  spring  from 
an  old  one.  Shakspeare  found  Hamlet  and  Ophelia;  he  found 
OtheUo  and  Desdemona :  nevertheless  he,  the  only  universal 
poet,  carried  this,  and  all  the  other  qualifications,  far  beyond 
the  reach  of  competitors.  He  was  creative  and  constructive^ 
he  was  sublime  and  pathetic,  and  he  has  also  in  his  humanity 
condescended  to  the  familiar  and  the  comic.  There  is  nothing 
less  pleasant  than  the  smile  of  Milton ;  but  at  one  time  Momus, 
at  another  the  Graces,  hang  upon  the  neck  of  Shakspeare* 
Poets  whose  subjects  do  not  restrict  them,  and  whose  ordinary 
gait  displays  no  indication  of  either  greave  or  buskin^  \£  tJx^;^ 
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want  the  facetious  and  humorous,  and  are  not  c]%ative,  nor 
sublime,  nor  pathetic,  must  be  ranked  by  sound  judges  in  the 
secondary  order,  and  not  among  the  foremost  even  there. 

Cowper,  and  Byron,  and  Southey,  with  much  and  deep  tea- 
demess,  are  richly  humorous.  Wordsworth,  grave,  elevated, 
observant,  and  phUosophical,  is  equidistant  from  humour  and 
from  passion.  Always  contemplative,  never  creative,  he 
delights  the  sedentary  and  tranqiiilizes  the  excited.  No  tear 
ever  fell,  no  smile  ever  glanced,  on  his  pages.  With  him  ywi 
are  beyond  the  danger  of  any  turbulent  emotion,  at  terror,  or 
valour,  or  magnanimity,  or  generosity.  Nothing  is  there  about 
him  like  Bums's  Scois  wha  ha'e  tci'  JFallace  bhd,  or  Campbell's 
Battles  of  Copenhagen  atid  Hohenlinden,  or  those  exquisite 
works  which,  in  Hemans,  rise  up  like  golden  spires  among 
broader  but  lower  structiwes,  Ivan  and  CasaUanca.  Bjton, 
often  impressive  and  powerful,  never  reaches  the  heroic  and  the 

Eathetic  of  these  two  poems ;  and  he  wants  the  freshness  and 
ealthiness  we  admire  in  Bums.  But  an  indomitable  fire  of 
poetry,  the  more  vivid  for  the  gloom  about  it,  bursts  through 
the  crusts  and  crevices  of  an  unsound  and  hollow  mind.  Ue 
never  chatters  with  chilliness,  nor  falls  overstrained  into 
languor ;  nor  do  metaphysics  ever  muddy  his  impetuous  and 
precipitate  stream.  It  spreads  its  ravages  in  some  places,  but 
it  is  limpid  and  sparkling  everywhere.  If  no  story  is  well  tdd 
by  him,  no  character  well  delineated,  if  all  resemble  one  another 
by  their  beards  and  Turkish  dresses,  there  is  however  the  first 
and  the  second  and  the  third  requisite  of  eloquence,  whether  in 
prose  or  poetry,  vigour.  But  no  lar^e  poem  of  our  days  is  so 
animated,  or  so  truly  of  the  heroic  cast,  as  Marmiou.  Southej's 
Roderick  has  less  nerve  and  animation  :  but  what  other  livmg 
poet  has  attempted,  or  shown  the  ability,  to  erect  a  stmctnie 
so  symmetrical  and  so  stately  ?  It  is  not  enough  to  heap  de- 
scription on  description,  to  cast  reflection  over  reflection  :  tiicie 
must  be  development  of  character  in  the  development  of  stoiT; 
there  must  be  action,  there  must  be  passion ;  the  end  and  the 
means  must  alike  be  great. 

The  poet  whom  we  mentioned  last  is  more  studiouit  of 
classical  models  than  the  others,  especially  in  his  Imcriptimu^ 
Interest  is  always  excited  by  him,  enthusiasm  not  always..  H 
his  elegant  prose  and  harmonious  verse  are  insufficient  to 
excite  it,  turn  to  his  virtues,  to  his  manhness  in  defence  of 
truths  to  the  ardour  and  constancy  of  his  friendshipsj  to  his 
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lisinterestedness,  to  his  generosity,  to  his  rejection  of  title  and 
office,  and  consequently  of  wealth  and  influence.  He  has 
labored  to  raise  up  merit  in  whatever  path  of  literature  he  found 
it ;  and  poetry  in  particular  has  never  had  so  intelligent,  so 
impartial,  and  so  merciful  a  judge.  Alas  !  it  is  the  will  of 
Grod  to  deprive  him  of  those  faculties  wliich  he  exercised  with 
luch  discretion,  such  meekness,  and  such  humanity. 

We  digress ;  not  too  far,  but  too  long :  we  must  return  to 
the  ancients,  and  more  especially  to  the  author  whose  volume 
lies  open  before  us. 

There  is  little  of  the  creative,  little  of  the  constructive,  in 
liim :  that  is,  he  has  conceived  no  new  varieties  of  character ; 
lie  has  built  up  no  edifice  in  the  intellectual  world ;  but  he 
ilways  is  shrewd  and  brilliant ;  he  often  is  pathetic ;  and  he 
sometimes  is  sublime.  Without  the  sublime,  we  have  said 
before,  there  can  be  no  poet  of  the  first  order :  but  the  pathetic 
may  exist  in  the  secondary;  for  tears  are  more  easily  drawn 
forth  than  soub  are  raised.  So  easily  are  they  on  some  occa- 
sions, that  the  poetical  power  needs  scarcely  be  brought  into 
action ;  while  on  others  the  pathetic  is  the  very  summit  of 
sublimity.  We  have  an  example  of  it  in  the  Ariadne  of 
Catullus:  we  have  another  in  the  Priam  of  Homer.  All 
the  heroes  and  gods,  debating  and  fighting,  vanish  before  the 
father  of  Hector  in  the  tent  of  AchiUes,  and  before  the  storm 
of  conflicting  passions  his  sorrows  and  prayers  excite.  But 
neither  in  the  spirited  and  energetic  Catullus,  nor  in  the  mas- 
culine and  scornful  and  stern  Lucretius,  no,  nor  in  Homer,  is 
there  anything  so  impassioned,  and  therefor  so  subUme,  as  the 
last  hour  of  Dido  in  the  ^neid.  Admirably  as  two  Greek 
poets  have  represented  the  tenderness,  the  anguish,  the  terrific 
wrath  and  vengeance  of  Medea,  all  the  works  they  ever  wrote 
Dontain  not  the  poetry  which  Yirgil  has  condensed  into  about 
a  hundred  verses :  omitting,  as  we  must,  those  which  drop 
like  icicles  from  the  rigid  lips  of  ^neas ;  and  also  the  similies 
which,  here  as  everywhere,  sadly  interfere  with  passion.  In 
this  place  Virgil  fought  his  battle  of  Actium,  winch  left  him 
poetical  supremacy  m  the  Boman  world,  whatever  mutinies 
and  conspiracies  may  have  arisen  against  him  in  Germany  or 
elsewhere. 

The  Ariadne  of  Catullus  has  greatly  the  advantage  over  the 
Medea  of  ApoUonius :  for  what  man  is  much  interested  b^ 
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such  a  termagant  ?  We  have  no  sympathies  with  a  woman 
whose  potency  is  superhuman.  In  general,  it  may  be  appre- 
fieaded,  we  like  women  little  the  better  for  excelling  us  CfWi 
moderately  in  our  own  acquirements  and  capacities.  But  whit 
energy  springs  from  her^  weaknesses !  what  poetry  is  the  fnrit 
of  her  passions !  once  perhaps  in  a  thousand  years  bursting 
forth  mth  imperishable  splendour  on  its  golden  bough.  If 
there  are  fine  things  in  the  Argonautics  of  ApoUonius,  there 
are  finer  stil  in  those  of  Catullus.  In  relation  to  Virgil,  he 
stands  as  Correggio  in  relation  to  Baflfael :  a  richer  colourist,  a 
less  accurate  draftsman;  less  capable  of  executing  grand 
designs,  more  exquisite  in  the  working-out  of  smaller.  Vii^ 
is  depreciated  by  the  arrogance  of  self-sufiicient  poets,  nurtured 
on  coarse  fare,  and  dizzy  with  home-brewed  flattery.  Others, 
who  have  studied  more  attentively  the  ancient  models,  are 
abler  to  show  his  relative  station,  and  readier  to  venerate  his 
powers.  Although  we  find  him  incapable  of  contriving,  and 
more  incapable  of  executing,  so  magnificent  a  work  as  the 
Iliad,  yet  there  are  places  in  his  compared  with  which  the 
grandest  in  that  grand  poem  lose  much  of  their  elevation. 
Never  was  there  such  a  whirlwind  of  passions  as  Virgil  raised 
on  those  African  shores,  amid  those  rising  citadels  and  depart- 
ing sails.  AVhen  the  vigorous  verses  of  Lucretius  are  extolled, 
no  true  poet,  no  sane  critic,  will  assent  that  the  seven  or  eight 
examples  of  the  best  are  equivalent  to  this  one :  even  in  force 
of  expression,  here  he  falls  short  of  Virgil. 

When  we  drink  a  large  draught  of  refreshing  beverage,  it  is 
only  a  small  portion  that  afl'ects  the  palate.  In  reading  the 
best  poetry,  moved  and  excited  as  we  may  be,  we  can  take  in 
no  more  than  a  part  of  it.  Passages  of  equal  beauty  are  unable 
to  raise  enthusiasm.  Let  a  work  in  poetry  or  prose,  indicating 
the  highest  power  of  genius,  be  discoursed  on ;  probably  no  two 
persons  in  a  large  company  will  recite  the  same  portion  as 
Raving  struck  them  the  most  forcibly.  But  when  several 
passages  are  pointed  out  and  red  emphatically,  each  listener 
will  to  a  certain  extent  doubt  a  little  his  own  judgment  in  this 
one  particular,  and  hate  you  heartily  for  shaking  it.  Po^ 
ought  never  to  be  vext,  discomposed,  or  disappointed^  when 
the  better  is  overlookt,  and  the  inferior  is  commended.  Mudi 
may  be  assigned  to  the  observer's  point  of  vision  being  more 
on  a  level  with  the  object.  And  this  reflection  also  will  con- 
sole the  artist,  when  really  bad  ones  are  called  more  simple 
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and  natural^  while  in  fact  they  are  only  more  ordinary  and 
common.  In  a  palace  we  must  look  to  the  elevation  and  pro-, 
portions;  wheras  a  low  grotto  may  assume  any  form  and 
almost  any  deformity.  Rudeness  is  here  no  blemish ;  a  shell 
reversed  is  no  false  ornament ;  moss  and  fern  may  be 
stack  with  the  root  outward ;  a  crystal  may  sparkle  at  the  top 
or  at  the  bottom ;  dry  sticks  and  fragmentary  petrifactions  find 
everywhere  their  proper  place ;  and  loose  soil  and  plashy  water 
show  just  what  nature  delights  in.  Ladies  and  gentlemen  who 
at  first  were  about  to  turn  back,  take  one  another  by  the  hand, 
duck  their  heads,  enter  it  together,  and  exclaim,  ".  What  a 
charming  grotto  I" 

In  poetry,  as  in  architecture,  the  Rustic  Order  is  proper 
only  for  the  lower  story. 

They  who  have  listened,  patiently  and  supinely,  to  the 
catarrhal  songsters  of  goose-grazed  commons,  will  be  loth  and 
ill-fitted  to  mount  up  with  Catullus  to  the  highest  steeps  in 
the  forests  of  Ida,  and  will  shudder  at  the  music  of  the  Cory- 
bantes  in  the  temple  of  the  Great  Mother  of  the  Gods4 
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Scarcely  on  any  author,  of  whatever  age  or  country,  has 
there  so  much  been  written,  spoken,  and  thought,  by  both 
sexes,  as  on  the  subject  of  this  criticism,  Petrarca. 

The  compilation  by  Mr.  Campbell  is  chiefly  drawn  together 

from  the  french*     It  contains  no  criticism  on  the  poetry  of  his 

author,  beyond  a  hasty  remark  or  two  in  places  which  least 

reqxdre  it.     He  might  have  read  Sismondi  and  Ginguene  more 

profitably;  the  author  of  the  Introduction  to  the  Literature 

cf  Burope  had  already  done  so ;  but  neither  has  he  thrown 

any  fresh  light  on  the  character  or  the  writings  of  Petrarca,  or, 

in  addition  to  what  had  already  been  performed  by  those  two 

judicious  men,  furnished  us  with  a  remark  in  any  way  worth 

notice*    The  readers  of  italian,  if  they  are  suspicious,  may 

even  suspect  that  Mr.  Campbell  knows  not  very  much  of  the 

language.     Among  the  many  apparent  causes  for  this  suspi^ 

cion,  we  shall  notice  only  two.     Instead  of  Friuli,  he  writes 

the  French  word  Frioul;  and,  instead  of  the  Marca  di  Ancona, 

the  Marshes.     In  Italian^  a  marsh  is  jpalude  or  pac{u(«  ; 
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whereas  marca  is  the  origin  of  marchese :   the  one  a  confine; 
the  other  a  defender  of  a  confine,  or  lord  of  such  a  territory. 

Whoever  is  desirous  of  knowing  all  about  Petrarca,  will 
consult  Muratori  and  De  Sade :  whoever  has  been  waiting  for 
a  compendious  and  sound  judgment  on  his  works  at  lai^,  will 
listen  attentively  to  Ginguene :  whoever  can  be  gratified  by  t 
rapid  glance  at  his  works  and  character,  will  be  directed  by 
tlie  clear-sighted  follower  of  truth,  Sismondi :  and  whoever 
reads  only  english,  and  is  contented  to  fare  on  a  small  porticm 
of  recocted  criticism  in  a  long  excursion,  may  be  accommodated 
by  Mrs.  Dobson,  Mr.  Hallam,  and  Mr.  Campbell. 

It  may  seem  fastidious  and  aflPected  to  write,  as  I  have  done^ 
his  italian  name  in  preference  te  his  english  one ;  but  I  think 
it  better  to  call  him  as  he  called  himself,  as  Laura  called  hinir 
as  lie  was  called  by  Colonna  and  Rienzi  and  Boccaccio,  and  in 
short  by  all  Italy :  for  I  pretend  to  no  vernacular  familiarity 
with  a  person  of  his  distinction,  and  should  almost  be  as  ready  to 
abbreviate  Francesco  inte  Frank,  as  Petrarca  inte  Petrarch. 
Beside,  the  one  appellation  is  euphonious,  the  other  quite  the 
reverse. 

We  Englishmen  take  strange  liberties  with  italian  names. 
Perhaps  the  human  voice  can  articulate  no  sweeter  series  of 
sounds  than  the  syllables  which  constitute  Livorno :  certainly 
the  same  remark  is  inapplicable  to  Leghorn.  However,  we  are 
not  liable  to  censure  for  this  depravation :  it  originated  with 
the  Genoese,  the  ancient  masters  of  the  tewn,  whose  language 
is  extremely  barbarous,  not  unlike  the  Provensal  of  the 
Troubadours.  With  them  the  letter  g,  pronounced  hard,  as 
it  always  was  among  the  Greeks  and  Eomans,  is  common  for 
V :  thus  lagoro  for  lavoro, 

I  hope  to  be  pardoned  my  short  excursion,  which  waa 
only  made  to  bring  my  fellow-labourers  home  from  afield.  At 
last  we  are  beginning  to  call  people  and  things  by  their  right 
names.  We  pay  a  Httle  more  respect  to  Cicero  than  we  did 
formerly,  calling  him  no  longer  by  the  appellation  of  Tulh: 
we  never  say  Laurence,  or  Lad  de  Medici,  but  Lorenzo.  Oa 
the  same  principle,  I  beg  permission  to  say  Petrarca  and 
Boccaccio,  instead  of  Petrarch  and  Boccace.  These  errors 
were  fallen  into  by  following  french  translations :  and  we  atopi 
and  recovered  our  footing  only  when  we  came  to  Tiie-li^ 
and  Aulu-gelle.  It  was  then  indeed  high  time  to  rest  and  wqie 
our  foreheads.     Yet  we  cannot  shake  o!L  the  illaaioji  that. 
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ffarace  was  one  of  us  at  school,  and  we  continue  the  iBriendly 
lickname,  altho  with  a  whimsical  inconsistency  we  con- 
inue  to  talk  of  the  Horatii  and  Curiatii.  Ovid,  our  earlier 
riend,  sticks  by  us  stil.  The  ear  informs  us  that  Virgil  and 
?indar  and  Homer  and  Hesiod  suffer  no  worse  by  defecation 
han  firuit-trees  do :  the  sounds  indeed  are  more  euphonious 
ban  what  fell  from  the  native  tongue.  The  great  historians, 
he  great  orators,  and  the  great  tragedians  of  Greece,  have 
scaped  unmutilated;  and  among  the  Bomans  it  has  been  the 
pood  fortune,  at  least  as  far  as  w^d  are  concerned,  of  Pater- 
ulus,  Quintus  Curtius,  Tacitus,  Catullus,  Propertius,  and 
.^bullus,  to  remain  intact  by  the  hand  of  (momMclads, 
Jpelliugs,  whether  of  names  or  things,  should  never  be 
aeddled  with,  unless  where  the  ignorant  have  superseded  the 
»med,  or  where  analogy  lias  been  overlooked  by  these.  The 
oortiers  of  Charles  II.  chalked  and  charcoaled  the  orthography 
f  Milton.  It  was  thought  a  scandal  to  have  been  educated 
a  England,  and  a  worse  to  write  as  a  republican  had  written. 
ife  were  the  subjects  of  the  french  king,  and  we  borrowed  at 

ruinous  rate  from  french  authors :  but  not  from  the  best, 
iiloquence  was  extinct ;  a  gulf  of  ignominy  divided  us  from 
he  genius  of  Italy;  the  great  Master  of  the  triple  world  was 
mdiscovered  by  us ;  and  the  loves  of  Petrarca  were  too  pure 
nd  elevated  for  the  sojourners  of  Versailles. 

Francesco  Petrarca,  if  far  from  the  greatest,  yet  cer- 
linly  the  most  celebrated  of  poets,  was  born  in  the  night 
etween  the  nineteenth  and  twentieth  day  of  July,  1304. 
lis  father's  name  was  Petracco,  his  mother^s  Eletta  Canigiani. 
*ctracco  left  Florence  under  the  same  sentence  of  banishment 
s  his  friend  Dante  Alighieri,  and  joined  with  him  and  the 
thcr  exiles  of  the  Bianchi  army  in  the  unsuccessful  attack  on 
lat  city,  the  very  night  when,  on  his  return  to  Arezzo,  he 
»and  a  son  bom  to  him :  it  was  his  first.  To  this  son,  after- 
ard  so  illustrious,  was  given  the  name  of  Francesco  di 
etracco.  In  after  life  the  sound  had  something  in  it  which 
B  thought  ignoble ;  and  he  converted  it  into  Petrarca.  The 
ise  and  virtuous  Gravina,  patron  of  one  who  has  written 
uch  good  poetry,  and  less  of  bad  than  Petrarca,  changed  in 
le  manner  the  name  of  Trapasso  to  Metastasio.  I  can  not 
pnee  with  him  that  the  sound  of  the  hellenized  name  is 
ore    harmonious  :     the  reduplication  of   the    syllable    tag 

painfull  but  I  do  agree  with  Petrarci^  whose  adoijtftd^ 
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form  has  only  one  fault,  which  is,  that  there  is  no  meaning 
in  it* 

When  he  was  seven  months  old  he  was  taken  by  his  mother 
from  Arezzo  to  Incisa,  in  the  Val-d'Arao,  where  the  life  so 
lately  given  was  nearly  lost.     The  infant  was  dropt  into  the 
river,  which  is  always  rapid  in  that  part  of  its  course,  and  was 
then  swollen  by  rain  into  a  torrent.     At  Incisa  he  remained 
with  her  seven  years.     The  father  had  retired  to  Pisa;  and 
now  his  wife  and  Francesco,  and    another   son  born  after, 
named  Gherardo,  joined  him  there.     In  a  short  time  however 
he  took  them  to  Avignon,  where  he  hoped  for  employment 
under  Pope  Clement  V.     In  that  crowded  city  lodgings  and 
provisions  were  so  dear,  that  he  soon  found  it  requisite  to  send 
his  wife  and  children  to  the  small  episcopal  town  of  Carpentras, 
where  be  often  went  to  visit  them.     In  this  place  Francesco 
met  Convenole,  who  had  taught  him  his  letters,  and  who  now 
undertook  to  teach  him  what  he  knew  of  rhetoric  and  logic. 
He  had  attained  his  t^nth  year  when  the  father  took  him  with 
a  party  of  friends  to  the  fountain  of  Vaucluse.     Even  at  that 
early   age   his   enthusiasm  was  excited   by  the    beauty  and 
solitude  of  the  scene.     The  waters  then  flowed  freely :  habita- 
tions there  were  none  but  the  most  rustic :  and  indeed  one 
only  near  the  rivulet.     Such  was  then  Vaucluse ;  and  such  it 
remained  all  his  lifetime,  and  long  after.     The  tender  heart  is 
often  moulded  by  localities.     Perhaps  the  purity  and  single- 
ness of  Petrarca's,  his  communion  with  it  on  one  only  altar, 
his  exclusion  of  all  images  but  one,  result  from  this  early  visit 
to   the   gushing  springs,  the   eddying  torrents,    the    insur- 
mountable rocks,  the  profound  and  inviolate   solitudes,  of 
Vaucluse. 

The  time  was  now  come  when  his  father  saw  the  necessity 
of  beginning  to  educate  him  for  a  profession :  and  he  thought 
the  canon  law  was  Ukely  to  be  the  most  advantageous.  Con- 
sequently, he  was  sent  to  Montpelier,  the  nearest  university, 
where  he  resided  four  years ;  not  engaged,  as  he  ought  to  have 
been,  among  the  jurisconsults,  but  among  the  classics. 
Information  of  this  perversity  soon  reached  Petracco,  who 
hastened  to  the  place,  found  the  noxious  books,  and  threw 
them  into  the  fire :  but,  afl*ected  by  the  lamentations  of  his  son, 
he  recovered  the  Cicero  and  the  Virgil,  and  restored  them  to  him, 
partially  consumed.  At  the  age  of  eighteen  he  was  sent  from 
Montpelier  to  Bologna^  where  he  found  Cino  da  Pistqja^ 
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m  he  applied  himself  in  good  earnest,  not  indeed  for  his 
dge  as  a  jurisconsult,  in  which  he  had  acquired  the 
)  reputation,  but  for  his  celebrity  as  a  poet.  After  two 
ears  he  lost  his  father :  and  the  guardians,  it  is  said, 
nfaithful  to  their  trust.  Probably  there  was  little  for 
X)  administer.  He  now  returned  to  Avignon,  where, 
he  decease  of  Clement  V.,  John  XXII.  occupied  the 
)m.  Here  his  latin  poetry  soon  raised  him  into  notice, 
body  in  Avignon  wrote  so  good ;  but  happily,  both  for 
f  and  many  thousand  sensitive  hearts  in  every  age  and 
,  he  soon  desired  his  verses  to  be  received  and  under- 
by  one  to  whom  the  latin  was  unknown. 

Benedetto  bIa  il  giorno,  e  1  mesa,  e  Tanno ! 
Blest  be  the  day,  and  montb,  and  year  I 

rRA,  daughter  of  Audibert  de  Noves,  was  married  to 
de  Sade;  persons  of  distinction.  She  was  younger  by 
rears  than  Petrarca.  They  met  first  on  Good-Friday,  in 
nvent-church  of  St.  Claire,  at  six  in  the  morning.  That 
be  inspired  such  a  passion,  by  her  beauty  and  her  modesty, 
rs  only  tended  to  strengthen,  and  death  to  sanctify.  The 
e  which  burnt  in  the  breast  of  Petrarca  before  his  Laura, 
have  purified,  one  would  have  thought,  even  the  court 
ignon ;  and  never  was  love  so  ardent  breathed  into  ear 
stc.  The  man  who  excelled  all  others  in  beauty  of  per- 
1  dignity  of  demeanour,  in  genius,  in  tenderness,  in  devo- 
svas  perhaps  the  only  one  who  failed  in  attaining  the 

of  his  desires.     But  cold  as  Laura  was  in  temperament, 
IS  she  was  in  her  sense  of  duty,  she  never  was  insensible 

merits  of  her  lover.     A  light  of  distant  hope  often 
upon  him,  and  tempted  him  onward,  through  surge  after 

over  the  depths  of  passion.  Laura  loved  admiration,  as 
ost  retired  and  most  diffident  of  women  do :  and  the 
ation  of  Petrarca  drew  after  it  the  admiration  of  the 
.  She  also,  what  not  all  women  do,  looked  forward  to 
lory  that  awaited  her,  when  those  courtiers,  and  those 
s,  and  that  city  should  be  no  more,  and  when  of  all 
Q,  the  Madonna  alone  should  be  so  glorified  on  earth, 
•haps  it  is  well  for  those  who  dehght  in  poetry  that  she 
iflexible  and  obdurate ;  for  the  sweetest  song  ceases  when 
athers  have  lined  the  nest.  Incredible  as  it  may  seem, 
rca^  was  capable  of  quitting  her:    he  was  capable  ^i 
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bdievmg  tliat  absence  could  moderate^  or  perhaps  extinguish, 
Iiis  passion.  Generally  the  lover  who  can  tnink  so,  has  idmost 
succeeded ;  but  Petrarca  had  contracted  the  habit  of  ^^xitiiig 
poetry ;  and  now  writing  it  on  Laura,  and  Laura  only,  be 
Drought  the  past  and  the  future  into  a  focus  on  his  breast 
All  magical  powers,  it  is  said,  are  dangerous  to  the  possessor: 
none  is  more  dangerous  than  the  magic  of  the  poet,  who  can 
call  before  him  at  will  the  object  of  bis  wishes ;  but  her  coun- 
tenance and  her  words  remain  her  own,  and  beyond  his 
influence. 

It  is  wonderful  how  extremely  few,  even  of  Italian  scholars, 
and  natives  of  Italy,  have  red  his  letters  or  his  poetry  entirely 
through.  I  am  not  speaking  of  his  latin;  for  it  would 
indeed  be  a  greater  marvel  if  the  most  enterprising  industry 
succeeded  there.  The  thunderbolt  of  war  .  .  '  Scipiades  fol- 
men  belli '  .  .  has  always  left  a  barren  place  behind.  No  poet 
ever  was  fortunate  in  the  description  of  his  exploits ;  and  the 
least  fortunate  of  the  number  is  Petrarca.  ProiMtbly  the  whole 
of  the  poem  contains  no  sentence  or  image  worth  remembering. 
I  say  probably :  for  whosoever  has  hit  upon  what  he  thought 
the  best  of  it,  has  liit  only  upon  what  is  worthless,  or  else  upon 
what  belongs  to  another.  The  few  lines  quoted  and  applauded 
by  Mr.  Campbell,  are  taken  partly  from  Virgil^s  JSWdkf,  and 
partly  from  Ovid's  Metamorphoses,  I  can  not  well  believe 
that  any  man  living  has  red  beyond  five  hundred  lines  of 
Africa:  I  myself,  in  sundry  expeditions,  have  penetrated 
about  thus  far  into  its  immeasurable  sea  of  sand.  But  the 
wonder  is  that  neither  the  poetry  nor  the  letters  of  Petraici 
seem  to  have  been,  even  in  his  own  country,  red  thoroughly 
and  attentively ;  for  surely  his  commentators  ought  to  &ve 
nmde  themselves  masters  of  tliese,  before  they  agitated  the 
question,  some  whether  Laura  really  existed,  and  others 
whether  she  was  flexible  to  the  ardour  of  her  lover.  Spealdosg 
of  his  friends,  Socrates  and  Leelius,  of  whose  first  meeting  with 
him  I  shall  presently  make  mention,  he  says, 

Con  oostor  colsi  '1  glorioso  ramo 
Onde  fone  anzl  tompo  omai  le  tempioy 
In  memoria  di  quella  ch*  i*  tant'  amo ; 
Ma  pur  di  lei  che  il  cuor  di  pensier  m'  omple 
Kon  potei  coglier  mai  ramo  n^  foglie ; 
Si  fur'  le  sue  radici  acerbe  ed  empie. 

I  c^  not  render  these  verses  much  worse  than  thej  aotmQr 
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ith  their  ^  tempo'  and  Uempie'  and  their  'radici  emj^ie^ 
me  venture  to  ofiPer  a  translation : 

They  saw  me  win  the  glorious  bough 
That  shades  my  temples  even  now, 
Whjd  never  bough  nor  leaf  could  take 
From  that  severe  one,  for  whose  nk^ 
So  many  sighs  and  tears  arose  . . 
Unbending  root  of  bitter  woea, 

re  is  a  canzone  to  the  same  purport,  to  be  noticed  in 
ce ;  and  several  of  his  letters  could  also  be  adduced  in 
ce.  We  may  believe  that,  although  he  had  resolved 
lart  from  Avignon  for  a  season,  he  felt  his  love  increasing 
ry  line  he  wrote.  Such  thoughts  and  images  can  not 
med  over  in  the  mind  and  leave  it  perfectly  in  compo- 
Tet  perhaps  when  he  had  completed  the  most 
rioned  sonnet,  the  surges  of  his  love  may  have  subsided 
the  oil  he  had  poured  out  on  his  vanity.  For  love, 
\  a  weakness,  was  not  the  only  weakness  of  Petrarca : 
^hen  he  had  performed  what  he  knew  was  pleasing  in  the 
•  Laura,  he  looked  abroad  for  the  applauses  of  all  around, 
como  Colonna,  who  had  been  at  the  university  of 
na  with  him,  had  come  to  Avignon  soon  after.  It  was 
3olonna  he  usually  spent  his  time;  both  had  alike 
d  the  pleasures  of  the  city,  until  the  day  when  Francesco 
.aura.  To  Giacomo  was  now  given  the  bishopric  of 
es,  in  reward  of  a  memorable  and  admirable  exploit, 
I  the  bravest  that  ever  has  been  performed  in  the  sight 
me  herself.  When  Lewis  of  Bavaria  went  thither  to 
i  John  XVIIL,  Oiacomo  Colonna,  attended  by  four 
a  masks,  red  publicly,  in  the  Piazza  di  San  Marcello, 
all  of  that  emperor's  excommunication  and  dethrone- 
and  challenged  to  single  combat  any  adversary.  None 
ring,  he  rode  onward  to  the  stronghold  of  his  family 
lestrina,  the  ancient  Preneste.  His  reward  was  thw 
bishopric.  When  Petrarca  found  him  at  Lombes,  in 
>use  of  the  bishop  he  found  also  two  persons  of  worth, 
)ecame  the  most  intimate  of  his  friends;  the  one  a 
Q,  Lello  by  name,  which  name  the  poet  latinized  to 
3;  the  other  from  the  borders  of  the  Rhine,  whose 
ation  was  probably  less  tractable,  and  whom  he  called 
es.  Toward  the  close  of  autumn  the  whole  party 
ed  to  Avignon« 
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In  the  bosom  of  Petrarca  love  burnt  again  more  ardently 
than  ever.  It  is  censured  as  the  worst  of  conceits  in  him  that 
he  played  so  often  on  the  name  of  Laura;  and  many  have 
suspected  that  there  could  be  little  passion  in  so  much  allosion. 
A  purer  taste  might  indeed  have  corrected  in  the  poetry  the 
outpourings  of  tenderness  on  the  name ;  but  surely  there  is 
a  true  and  a  pardonable  pleasure  in  cherishing  the  very  somid 
of  what  we  love.  If  it  belongs  to  the  heart,  as  it  does,  it 
belongs  to  poetry,  and  is  not  easily  to  be  cast  aside.  Tht 
shrub  recalling  the  idea  of  Laura  was  planted  by  his  hand; 
often,  that  he  might  nurture  it,  was  the  pen  laid  by;  the 
leaves  were  often  shaken  by  his  sighs,  and  not  unfirequently 
did  they  sparkle  with  his  tears.  B[e  felt  the  comfort  of 
devotion  as  he  bent  before  the  image  of  her  name.  But  he 
now  saw  little  of  her,  and  was  never  at  her  house :  it  was  only 
in  small  parties,  chiefly  of  ladies,  that  they  met.  She  excellea 
them  all  in  grace  of  person  and  in  elegance  of  attire.  Pro- 
bably her  dress  was  not  the  more  indifierent  to  her  on  her 
thinking  whom  she  was  about  to  meet :  yet  she  maintained 
.the  same  reserve :  the  nourisher  of  love,  but  not  of  hope. 

Eestless,  for  ever  restless,  again  went  Petrarca  from 
Avignon,  He  hoped  he  should  excite  a  little  regret  at  his 
departure,  and  a  desire  to  see  him  again  soon,  if  not  exprest 
to  him  before  he  left  the  city,  yet  conveyed  by  letters  or 
reports.  He  proceeded  to  Paris,  thence  to  Cologne,  and  was 
absent  eight  months.  On  his  return,  the  bishop,  whom  he 
expected  to  meet,  was  neither  at  Avignon  nor  at  Lombes. 
His  courage  and  conduct  were  required  at  Borne,  to  keep 
down  the  rivals  of  his  family,  the  Orsini^  Disappointed  in 
his  visit,  and  hopeless  in  his  passion,  the  traveller  now  retired 
to  Vaucluse ;  and  here  he  poured  in  solitude  from  his  inner* 
most  heart  incessant  strains  of  love  and  melancholy. 

At  Paris  he  had  met  with  Dionigi  de'  Ruperti,  an  Augustine 
monk,  bom  at  Borgo  San  Sei)olcro,  near  Plorence,  and 
esteemed  as  one  of  the  most  learned,  eloquent,  philosophical 
and  religious  men  in  France.  To  liim  Petrarca  wrote  eamestlj 
for  counsel ;  but  before  the  answer  came  he  had  seen  Laun* 
A  fever  was  raging  in  the  city,  and  her  life  was  in  danger. 
Benedict  XII.,  to  whom  he  addressed  the  least  inelegant  of 
his  latin  poems,  an  exhortation  to  transfer  the  Boman  See  to 
Bome,  conferred  on  him,  now  in  tlie  thirtieth  year  of  his  age^ 
a  canonry  at  Lombes.    But  the  bishop  was  absent  from  wf 
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Bse,  and  again  at  Borne.    Thither  hastened  Petrarca,  and 
received  at  Capraniccia,  a  castle  of  the  Colonnas^   not 

by  his  diocesan,  but  likewise  by  Stefano  senator  of  fiome^ 
hich  city  they  both  conducted  him.  His  stay  here  wa« 
t ;  he  returned  to  Avignon;  but,  inflamed  with  unquench- 

love,  and  seeking  to  refresh  his  bosom  with  early 
lories,  he  retired  to  Vaucluse.  Here  he  purchased  a  poor 
Eige  and  a  small  meadow ;  hither  he  transferred  his  books ; 

hither  also  that  image  which  he  could  nowhere  leave 
nd.  Summer,  autumn,  winter,  he  spent  among  these 
udes ;  a  fisherman  was  his  only  attendant,  but  occasionally 
w  intimate  friends  came  from  Avignon  to  visit  him.  The 
lop  of  Cavaillon,  Philippe  de  Cabassoles,  in  whose  dioces6 

Vaucluse,  and  who  had  a  villa  not  far  off,  here  formed 
I  him  a  lasting  friendship,  and  was  worthy  of  it.  During 
e  months  the  poet  wrote  the  three  canzoni  on  the  eyes  of 
ra,  which  some  have  called  the  "  Three  Graces,'^  but  which 
imself  called  the  ''Three  Sisters.*'  The  Italians,  the  best^ 
pered  and  the  most  polite  of  nations,  look  rather  for 
ities  than  faults,  and  imagine  them  more  easily.  A 
liant  thought  blinds  them  to  improprieties,  and  they  are 
pable  of  resisting  a  strong  expression.  Enthusiastic 
cism  is  common  in  Italy,  ingenious  is  not  deficient, 
ect  is  yet  to  come. 

ibout  tliis  time  Simone  Memmi  of  Siena,  whom  some 
lout  any  reason  whatsoever  have  called  a  disciple  of 
tto,  was  invited  by  the  pope  to  Avignon,  where  he  painted 
apartment  in  the  pontifical  palace,  just  then  completed., 
rarca  has  celebrated  him,  not  only  in  two  sonnet,  but 
•  in  his  letters,  in  which  he  says,  "  Duos  ego  novi  pictores 
3gios :  Joctium  Florentinum  civem,  cujus  inter  modemos 
a  ingens  est,  et  Simonem  Senensem.'* 
lad  so  great  an  artist  been  the  scholar  of  Giotto,  it  would 
e  added  to  the  reputation  of  even  this  illustrious 
1,  a  triumvir  with  Ghiberti  and  Michel- Anffiolo.  These, 
10  indeed  not  flourishing  together,  may  be  considered 
;he  first  triumvirate  in  the  republic  of  the  arts ;  Raffael, 
xeggio,  and  Titian,  the  second.  There  is  no  resemblance 
3iotto  in  the  manner  of  Simone;  nor  does  Ghiberti  men- 
1  him  as  the  disciple  of  the  Florentine.  No  man  knew 
ter  than  Ghiberti  how  distinct  are  the  Sanese  and  the 
roitine  schools.     Simone  Memmi,  the  first  of  the  mod&TGsik 
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who  gave  roundness  and  beauty  to  the  female  face,  n^lected 
not  the  graceful  air  of  Laura.  Frequently  did  he  repeat  her 
modest  features  in  the  principal  figure  of  his  sacred  compo- 
sitions ;  and  Petrarca  was  alternately  tortured  and  consoled 
Jby  the  possession  of  her  portrait  from  the  hand  of  Memmi. 
It  was  painted  in  the  year  1339,  so  that  she  was  thirty-two 
years  old ;  but,  whether  at  the  desire  of  her  lover,  or  guided 
by  his  own  discretion,  or  that  in  reality  she  retained  the 
charms  of  youth  after  bearing  eight  or  nine  children,  she  is 
represented  youthful,  and  almost  girlish,  whenever  he  intro- 
duces her. 

With  her  picture  now  before  him,  Petrarca  thought  he 
could  reduce  in  number  and  duration  his  visits  to  Avignon, 
and  might  undertake  a  work  sufficient  to  fix  his  attention  and 
occupy  his  retirement.  He  began  to  compose  in  latin  t 
history  of  Rome,  from  its  foundation  to  the  subversion  of 
Jerusalem.  But,  almost  at  the  commencement,  the  exploits 
of  Scipio  Africanus  seized  upon  his  enthusiastic  imagination» 
and  determined  liim  to  abandon  history  for  poetry.  The 
second  Punic  war  was  the  subject  he  chose  for  an  epiCi 
Deficient  as  the  work  is  in  all  the  requisites  of  poetry,  nis 
friends  applauded  it  beyond  measure.  And  indeed  no  small 
measure  of  commendation  is  due  to  it;  for  here  he  had 
restored  in  some  degree  the  plan  and  tone  of  antiquity.  But 
to  such  a  pitch  was  his  vanity  exalted,  that  he  aspired  to 
higher  honors  than  Virgil  had  received  under  the  favor  of 
Augustus,  and  was  ambitious  of  being  crowned  in  the  capitoL 
His  powerful  patrons  removed  every  obstacle ;  and  the  senator 
of  Rome  invited  him  by  letter  to  his  coronation.  A  few  ' 
hours  afterward,  on  the  23rd  of  August  1340,  another  of  the 
same  purport  was  delivered  to  him  from  the  University  of 
Paris.  The  good  king  Robert  of  Naples  had  been  zealous 
in  obtaining  for  him  the  honor  he  solicited :  and  to  Naples  he 
hastened,  ere  he  proceeded  to  Rome. 

It  was  in  later  days  that  kings  began  to  avoid  the.ooB- 
versation  and  familiarity  of  learned  men.  Robert  received 
Francesco  as  became  them  both ;  and,  on  his  departure  &om 
the  court  of  Naples,  presented  to  him  the  gorgeous  robe  in 
which,  four  davs  afterward,  he  was  crowned  in  the  capitoL 
At  the  close  of  his  life  he  lamented  the  glory  he  had  thus 
attained,  and  repined  at  the  malice  it  drew  down  on  bin* 
£ven  in  the  hour  of  triumph  he  was  exposed  to  a  speciBifli 
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of  the  kind.  Most  of  those  among  the  ancient  Bomans  to 
whom  in  their  triumphal  honours  the  laurel  crown  was 
decreed,  were  exposed  to  invectives  and  reproaches  in  their 
ascent.  Fescennine  verses,  rude  and  limping,  interspersed 
with  saucy  trochaic?,  were  generally  their  unpalatable  fare. 
But  Petrarca,  the  elect  of  a  senator  and  a  pope,  was  doomed 
to  worse  treatment.  Not  on  his  advance,  but  on  his  return, 
an  old  woman  emptied  on  his  laurelled  head  one  of  those 
mysterious  vases  which  are  usually  in  administration  at  the 
solemn  hour  of  night.  Charity  would  induce  us  to  hope 
that  her  venerable  age  was  actuated  by  no  malignity.  But 
there  were  strong  surmises  to  the  contrary:  nor  can  I  adduce 
in  her  defence  that  she  had  any  poetic«d  vein,  by  which  I 
might  account  for  this  extraordinary  act  of  incontinence. 
Partaking,  as  was  thought  by  the  physicians,  of  the  old 
woman^s  nature,  the  contents  of  the  vase  were  so  acrimonious 
as  to  occasion  baldness.  Her  cauldron,  instead  of  restoring 
youth,  drew  down  old  age,  or  fixed  immovably  its  odious 
signal.  A  projectile  scarcely  more  fatal,  in  a  day  also  of 
triumph,  was  hurled  by  a  similar  enemy  on  the  head  of 
Pyrrhus.  The  laurel  decreed  in  full  senate  to  Julius  Csesar, 
altho  it  might  conceal  the  calamity  of  baldness,  never 
could  have  prevented  it :  nor  is  it  probable  that  either  his 
skill  or  his  fortune  could  have  warded  off  efficaciously  what 
descended  from  such  a  quarter.  The  Italians,  who  carry 
more  good  humour  about  them  than  any  other  people, 
are  likely  to  have  borne  this  catastrophe  of  their  poet  with 
equanimity,  if  not  hilarity.  Perhaps  even  the  gentle  Laura, 
when  she  heard  of  it,  averted  the  smile  she  could  not  quite 
suppress. 

I  will  not  discuss  the  question,  how  great  or  how  little 
was  the  glory  of  this  coronation ;  a  glory  which  Homer  and 
Dante,  which  Shakspeare  and  Milton,  never  sought,  and  never 
would  have  attained.  Merit  has  rarely  risen  of  itself,  but  a 
pebble  or  a  twig  is  often  quite  sufficient  for  it  to  spring  from 
to  the  highest  ascent.  There  is  usually  some  baseness  before 
there  is  any  elevation.  After  all,  no  man  can  be  made  greater 
by  another,  although  he  may  be  made  monp  conspicuous  by 
title,  dress,  position,  and  acclamation.  The  powerful  can  only 
be  ushers  to  the  truly  great ;  and  in  the  execution  of  this 
office,  they  themselves  approach  to  greatness.  But  Petrarca 
stood  far  above  all  the  other  poets  of  his  age  ;  and,  incoixi^\.^\^ 
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as  were  his  judges^  it  is  much  to  their  praise  that  thejr 
awarded  due  honour  to  the  purifier  both  of  language  and  m 
morals.  With  these  indeed  to  sohcit  the  wife  of  another  may 
seem  inconsistent;  but  such  was  always  the  custom  of  the 
Tuscan  race ;  and  not  always  with  the  same  chastity  as  vas 
enforced  by  Laura.    As  Petrarca  loved  her, 

Id,  Manli !  non  est  turpe,  magis  miMmm  est. 

Love  is  the  purifier  of  the  heart;  its  depths  are  less  turbid 
than  its  shallows.  In  despite  of  precepts  and  arguments,  the 
most  sedate  and  the  most  religious  of  women  think  chaiitaUyi 
and  even  reverentially,  of  the  impassioned  poet.  Constancy  i 
the  antagonist  of  frailty,  exempt  from  the  captivity  and  aliove 
.the  assaults  of  sin. 

There  is  much  resemblance  in  the  character  of  Petrarca  to 
that  of  Abeillard.  Both  were  learned,  both  were  disputatious, 
both  were  handsome,  both  were  vain ;  both  ran  incessanUy 
backward  and  forward  from  celebrity  to  seclusion,  firom  seclu- 
sion to  celebrity ;  both  loved  unhappily ;  but  the  least  for- 
tunate was  the  most  beloved. 

Devoted  as  Petrarca  was  to  the  classics,  and  prone  as  the 
Italian  poets  are  to  follow  and  imitate  them^  he  stands  apaii 
with  Laura ;  and  if  some  of  his  reflections  are  to  be  found  in 
the  sonnets  of  Cino  da  Pistoja,  and  a  few  in  the  more  precious 
reliquary  of  latin  Elegj',  he  seems  disdainful  of  repeating  in 
her  ear  what  has  ever  been  spoken  in  another's.  Although 
a  cloud  of  pure  incense  rises  up  and  veils  the  intensity  of  las 
love,  it  is  such  love  as  animates  all  creatures  upon  earth,  and 
tends  to  the  same  object  in  all.  Throughout  life  we  have  be^ 
accustomed  to  hear  of  the  Platonic :  absurd  as  it  is  everywhoQ, 
it  is  most  so  here.  Nothing  in  the  voluminous  works  of 
Plato  authorizes  us  to  afiix  this  designation  to  simple  friend- 
ship, to  friendship  exempt  from  passion.  On  the  contraijf 
the  philosopher  leaves  us  no  doubt  whatever  that  his  notion 
of  love  is  sensual.*     He  says  expressly  what  species  of  it»  and 


*  A  mysterious  and  indistinct  idea,  not  dissipated  by  the  cloMsi 
of  the  original,  led  the  poetical  mind  of  SheUey  into  the  labyrinth  thil 
encompassed  the  garden  of  Academus.  He  has  given  us  an  acouFato  tad 
graceful  translation  of  the  most  eloquent  of  Plato's  dialogaeiL  Ooo- 
sistently  with  modesty  he  found  it  impossible  to  present  the  whole  to  hii 
readers ;  but  as  the  subject  is  entirely  on  the  nature  of  loye,  th^  will 
iliacover  that  nothing  is  more  unlike  Petrarca'i.    The  triflw,  th«  qpsDblte 
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from  what  bestowers^  should  be  the  reward  of  sages  and 
heroes. 

Dii  meliora  piis  1 

Beside  Sonnets  and  Canzoni  Petrarca  wrote  "Sestine;'' 
so  named  because  each  stanza  contains  six  verses,  and  each 
poem  six  stanzas,  to  the  last  of  which  three  lines  are  added. 
If  the  terza-rima  is  disagreeable  to  the  ear,  what  is  the  sestina, 
in  which  there  are  only  six  rhymes  to  thirty-six  verses,  and  all 
fhese  respond  to  the  same  words !  Cleverness  in  distortion 
can  proceed  no  further.  Petrarca  wearied  the  popes  by  his 
repeated  solicitations  that  they  would  abandon  Avignon  :  he 
never  thought  of  repeating  a  sestina  to  them :  it  would  have 
driven  the  most  obtuse  and  obstinate  out  to  sea ;  and  he  never 
would  have  removed  his  hands  from  under  the  tiara  until  he 
entered  the  port  of  Civita-Vecchia.  While  our  poet  was  thus 
amusing  his  ingenuity  by  the  most  intolerable  scheme  of 
rhyming  that  the  poetry  of  any  language  has  exhibited,  his 
friend  Boccaccio  was  occupied  in  framing  that  very  stanza,  the 
ottava-rima,  which  so  delights  us  in  Berni,  Ariosto,  and  Tasso. 
But  Tasso  is  most  harmonious  when  he  expatiates  most  freely, 
"numerisque  fertur  lege  solutis:''  for  instance,  in  the  Aminta, 
where  he  is  followed  by  Milton  in  his  Lycidca. 

We  left  Petrarca  not  engaged  in  these  studies  of  his.  retire- 
Inent,  but  passing  in  triumph  through  the  capital  of  the  world. 
On  his  way  toward  Avignon,  where  he  was  ambitious  of  dis- 
playing his  fresh  laurels,  he  stayed  a  short  time  at  Parma  with 
Azzo  da  Correggio,  who  had  taken  possession  of  that  city. 
Azzo  was  among  the  most  unprincipled,  ungrateful,  and  mean, 
of  the  numerous  petty  tyrants  who  have  infested  Italy. 
Petrarca's  love  of  liberty  never  quite  outrivalled  his  love  of 
princes  :  for  which  Boccaccio  mildly  expostulates  with  him ; 
and  Sismondi,  as  liberal,  wise,  and  honest  as  Boccaccio,  severely 
reprehends  him.     But  what  other,  loving  as  he  loved,  would 

the  uiueasonable  jokes,  of  what  is  exhibited  in  very  harmonioua  greek, 
and  in  english  nearly  aa  harmonious,  pass  uncensured  and  unnoticed  by 
the  fiucinated  Shelley.  So  bis  gentieness  and  warmth  of  heart  induced 
him  to  look  with  affection  on  the  poetry  of  Petrarca ;  poetry  by  how  many 
degrees  inferior  to  his  own  !  Nevertheless,  with  justice  and  propriety  he 
ranks  Dante  higher  in  the  same  department,  who  indeed  has  described  love 
more  eloquently  than  any  other  poet,  excepting  (who  always  must  be 
•zoepted)  Shakspeare.  Francesca  and  Beatrice  open  all  the  heart,  and  fill 
ft  up  with  tendemesB  and  with  pity. 
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have  urged  incessantly  the  return  to  Italy,  the  abandonment  of 
Avignon  ?  At  times,  beyond  a  doubt,  he  preferred  his  imper- 
fect hopes  to  the  complete  restoration  of  italian  glory ;  but  he 
shook  them  iike  dust  from  his  bosom,  and  Laura  was  less  than 
Some.  Shall  we  refuse  the  name  of  patriot  to  such  a  man? 
No ;  those  alone  will  do  it  who  have  little  to  lose  or  leave. 
Sismondi,  who  never  judges  harshly,  never  hastily,  passes  no 
such  sentence  on  him. 

So  pleased  was  he  with  his  residence  at  Parma,  that  he  pur- 
chased a  house  in  the  city,  where  he  completed  his  poem  of 
''Africa."  He  was  now  about  to  rejoin  at  Lombes  lus  friend 
and  diocesan,  whom  he  saw  in  a  dream,  pale  as  death.  He 
communicated  this  dream  to  several  persons ;  and  twenty-five 
days  afterward  he  received  the  intelligence  of  its  perfect  truth. 
Another  friend,  more  advanced  in  years,  Dionigi  di  Borgo  San 
Sepolcro,  soon  followed.  Before  the  expiration  of  the  year  he 
was  installed  archdeacon  of  Parma.  Soon  after  this  appoint- 
ment, Benedict  XII.  died,  and  Clement  VI.  succeeded.  This 
pontif  was  superior  to  all  his  predecessors  in  gracefulness  of 
manners  and  delicacy  of  taste ;  and  at  his  accession,  the  cor- 
ruptions of  the  papal  couit  became  less  gross  and  offensive.  He 
divided  his  time  between  literature  and  the  ladies :  not  quite  im- 

Eartially.  The  people  of  Borne  began  to  entertain  new  and  higher 
opes  that  their  city  would  again  be  the  residence  of  Christ's 
vicegerent.  To  this  intent  they  delegated  eighteen  of  the  prin- 
cipal citizens,  and  chose  Petrarca,  who  had  received  the  freedom 
of  the  city  on  his  coronation,  to  present  at  once  a  remonstrance 
and  an  invitation.  The  polite  and  wary  pontif  heard  him  com- 
placently, talked  affably  and  familiarly  with  him,  conferred  od^ 
him  the  priory  of  Migliorino ;  but,  being  a  Prenclunan,  thought 
it  gallant  and  patriotic  to  remain  at  Avignon.  Petrarca  was  little 
disposed  to  return  with  the  unsuccessful  delegates.  He  con- 
tinued at  Avignon,  where  his  countryman  Sennuccio  del  Bene, 
who  visited  the  same  society  as  Laura,  and  who  knew  her  per- 
sonally, gave  him  frequent  information  of  her,  though  httle 
hope. 

Youth  has  swifter  wings  than  Love.  He  had  loved  her  six- 
teen years ;  but  all  the  beauty  that  had  left  her  features  had 
settled  on  his  heart,  immovable,  unchangeable,  eternal.  Politics 
could  however  at  all  times  occupy  him ;  not  always  worthily^ 
He  was  induced  by  the  pope  to  undertake  a  mission  to  Naples 
and  to  claim  the  government  of  .that  kingdom  on  tl^  part  d 
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is  Holiness.  The  good  king  Bobert  was  dead,  and  had 
squeathed  the  crown  to  the  elder  of  his  two  grandaughters. 
iovauoa,  at  nine  years  of  age,  was  betrothed  to  her  cousin 
.ndreas  of  Hungary,  wlio  was  three  years  younger.  She  was 
sautiful,  graceful,  gentle,  sensible,  and  fond  of  literature :  he 
as  uncouth,  ferocious,  ignorant,  and  governed  by  a  Hungarian 
lonk  of  the  same  character,  Fra  Rupert.  It  is  deplorable  to 
link  that  Fetrarca  could  ever  have  been  induced  to  accept  an 
ubassy,  of  which  the  purport  was  to  deprive  of  her  inheritance 
1  innocent  and  lovely  girl,  the  grandaughtcr  of  his  friend  and 
enefactoi.  She  received  him  with  cordiahty,  and  immediately 
ipointed  him  her  private  chaplain.  His  departure,  he  s^, 
aa  hastened  by  two  causes ;  first,  by  the  insolence  of  Fra 
.upert,  which  he  has  well  described;  and  secondly,  by  an 
Tocious  sight,  which  also  he  has  commemorated.  He  was 
ivited  to  an  eut«rtainmenfc,  of  which  he  gives  us  to  understand 
i  knew  not  at  all  the  nature.  Suddenly  he  heard  shouts  of 
ly,  and  "  turnimj  hii  head,"  he  beheld  a  youth  of  extraordinary 
rength  and  beauty,  covered  with  dust  and  blood,  expiring  at  his 
et.  He  left  Naples  without  accomplishing  the  dethronement 
'  Giovanna,  or,  what  also  was  entrusted  to  him,  the  liberation 
om  prison  of  some  adherents  of  the  Coionnas;  robbers,  no 
}ubt,  and  assassins,  who  had  made  forays  into  the  Neapolitan 
rritory ;  for  all  persons  of  that  description  were  under  the 
•otection  of  the  Coionnas  or  the  Orsini.  His  failure  was  the 
luse  of  his  return,  and  not  the  ferocity  of  a  monk  and  a 
adiator. 

He  went  to  Parma  on  his  way  back  to  Avignon :  the  roads 
ere  dangerous ;  war  was  raging  in  the  country.  His 
iend  Azzo  had  refused  to  perform  the  promise  he  made  to 
uccliino  Visconti,  by  whose  intervention  he  had  obtained 
is  dominion,  which  he  was  to  retain  for  five  years,  and  then 
sign.  Azzo  he  found  had  taken  refuge  with  Mastiiio  dclla 
:ala,  at  Verona;  and  he  embarked  on  the  Po  for  that  city. 
'\e  friends  hastened  him  forward  to  Avignon ;  some  by  teUing 
im  how  often  the  pope  had  made  inquiries  about  him ;  and 
-hers,  that  Laura  looked  melancholy.  On  his  return  Clement 
leted  him  the  office  of  Apostolic  secretary :  it  was  a  very 
borious  one,  and  was  dechned. 

Laura,  pleased  by  his  return  to  her,  was  for  a  time  less 
gorous.  Within  the  year,  Charles  of  Luxemburg,  soon  after 
ade  raiperor,  went  to  Avignon.     Knowing  the  celebritf  of 
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Laura,  and  finding  her  at  a  ball^  he  went  np  to  her  and  kisMd 
l^er  forehead  and  her  eyes.  ^^  This  sweet  and  strange  actkOi" 
says  her  lover,  "  filled  me  with  envy/*  Surely,  to  him  at  ktst, 
the  sweetness  must  have  been  somewhat  less  than  the  strange- 
ness. She  was  now  indeed  verging  on  her  fortieth  year :  bit 
love  is  forgetful  of  arithmetic.  The  following  summer,  fran- 
cesco  for  the  first  time  visited  his  only  brother  Gherardo,  who 
had  taken  the  monastic  habit  in  the  Chartreuse  of  Montiiea. 
On  his  return  he  went  to  Yaucluse,  where  he  composed  a 
treatise  De  Otio  Reli^/iosarum,  which  he  presented  to  the 
monastery. 

Very  different  thoughts  and  feelings  now  suddenly  borsl 
upon  him.  Among  the  seventeen  who  accompanied  him  in 
the  deputation,  inviting  the  pope  to  Home,  there  was  another 
beside  Fetrarca  chosen  for  his  eloquence.  It  was  Cds 
Sienzi.  The  love  of  letters  and  the  spirit  of  patriotism 
united  them  in  friendship.  This  extraordinary  man,  now 
invested  with  power,  had  driven  the  robbers  and  assassins, 
with  their  patrons  the  Orsini  and  Colonnas  out  of  Borne, 
and  had  established  (what  rarely  are  established  together) 
both  liberty  and  order.  The  dignity  of  tribune  was  coufeiiea 
on  him ;  by  which  title  Fetrarca  addressed  him,  in  a  letter 
of  sound  advice  and  earnest  solicitation.  Now  the  bishop 
of  Lombes  was  dead  he  little  feared  the  indignation  of  the 
other  Colonnas,  but  openly  espoused  and  loudly  pleaded  the 
cause  of  the  resuscitated  commonwealth.  The  cardinal  was 
ptobably  taught  by  him  to  believe  that,  by  his  influence 
with  Bienzi,  he  might  avert  from  his  family  the  disaster 
and  disgrace  into  which  the  mass  of  the  nobiUty  had  fallen. 
*'  No  family  on  earth,^'  says  he,  "  is  dearer  to  me ;  but  the 
republic,  Rome,  Italy,  are  dearer.^' 

He  took  leave  of  the  prelate,  with  amity  on  both  sides 
undiminished :  he  ako  took  leave  of  Laura.  He  could  not 
repress,  he  could  not  conceal,  he  could  not  moderate  his 
gnef,  nor  could  he  utter  one  sad  adieu.  A  look  of  fondness 
and  compassion  followed  his  parting  steps;  and  the  lover 
and  the  beloved  were  separated  for  ever.  He  did  not  think 
it;  else  never  could  he  have  gone;  but  he  thought  a  brief 
absence  might  be  endured  once  more,  rewarded  as  it  would 
be  \iith  an  accession  to  his  glory ;  and,  precluded  from  other 
union  with  him,  in  his  glory  Laura  might  participate. 

Retired^  and  thinking  of  her  duties  and  her  home,  flit 
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Laura ;  not  indifferent  to  the  praises  of  the  most  celebrated 
man  alive  (for  her  heart  in  all  its  regions  was  womanly)  but 
tepidly  tranquil,  or  moved  invisibly,  and  retaining  her  purity 
amidst  the  uncleanly  stream  that  deluged  Avignon.  Wd 
may  imagine  that  she  sometimes  drew  out,  and  unfolded  on 
her  bed,  the  apparel  long  laid  apart  and  carefullv  preserved 
by  her,  in  which  she  first  had  captivated  the  giver  of  her 
immortality ;  we  may  imagine  that  she  sometimes  compared 
with  him  an  illiterate,  coarse,  morose  husband;  and  per- 
haps a  sigh  escaped  her,  and  perhaps  a  tear,  as  she  folded 
up  again  the  cherished  gown  she  wore  on  that  Good 
Friday. 

On  his  arrival  at  Genoa,  Petrarca  heard  of  the  foUies  and 
extravagances  committed  by  Rienzi,  and,  instead  of  pursuing 
his  journey  to  Rome,  turned  off  to  Parma.  Here  he  learnt 
that  the  greater  part  of  the  Roman  nobility,  and  many  of 
the  Colonnas,  had  been  exterminated  by  order  of  the  tribune^ 
Unquestionably  they  had  long  deserved  it ;  but  the  exercise 
of  such  prodigious  power  unsettled  the  intellects  of  Rienzi. 
In  January  the  poet  left  Parma  for  Vienna,  where  on  the  25th 
(1348)  he  felt  the  shock  of  an  earthquake.  In  the  pre- 
ceding month  a  column  of  fire  was  observed  above  the. 
pontifical  palace.  After  these  harbingers  of  calamity  cama 
that  memorable  plague,  to  which  we  owe  the  immortal  work 
of  Boccaccio;  a  work  occupying  the  next  station,  in  con- 
tinental literature,  to  the  Divina  Commedia,  and  displaying 
a  greater  variety  of  powers.  The  pestilence  had  now  pene- 
trated into  the  northern  parts  of  Itdy,  and  into  the  southern 
of  France;  it  had  ravaged  Marseilles;  it  was  raging  in 
Avignon.  Petrarca  sent  messager  after  messager  for  intel- 
ligence. Their  return  was  tardy;  and  only  on  the  19th 
pf  May  was  notice  brought  to  him  that  Laura  had  departed 
on  the  6th  of  April,  at  six  in  the  morning ;  the  very  day, 
the  very  hour,  he  met  her  first.  Beloved  by  all  about  her 
(or  her  gentleness  and  serenity,  she  expired  in  the  midst  of 
i:elatives  and  friends.  But  cUd  never  her  eyes  look  round 
for  one  who  was  away  ?  And  did  not  love,  did  not  glory 
t«ll  liim,  that  in  that  chamber  he  might  at  least  have  died  P 

Other  friends  were  also  taken  from  him.  Two  months 
after  this  event  he  lost  Cardinal  Golonna;  and  then  Sennuccio 
4el  Bene,  the  depository  of  his  thoughts  and  the  interpreter 
pfLaura^s. 
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The  Lord  of  Mantua,  Luigi  Gonzaga,  had  often  invited 
him  to  his  court,  and  he  now  accepted  the  invitation.  From 
this  residence  he  went  to  visit  the  hamlet  of  Pietola,  formerly 
Andes,  the  birthplace  of  Virgil.  At  the  cradle  of  her  illus- 
trious poet  the  glories  of  ancient  Rome  burst  again  upon 
him ;  and,  hearing  that  Charles  of  Luxemburg  was  about  to 
cross  the  Alps,  he  addressed  to  him  an  eloquent  exhortation, 
Be  pacijicandd  Italia,  After  three  years  the  emperor  sent 
him  an  answer.  The  testy  republican  may  condemn  him,  as 
Dante  was  condemned  before,  for  inviting  a  stranger  to 
become  supreme  in  Italy;  but  how  many  evils  would  this 
step  have  ooviated  !  Eecluses,  and  idlers,  and  often  the  most 
vicious,  had  been  elevated  to  the  honours  of  demigods;  and 
incense  had  been  wafted  before  the  altar,  among  the  most 
solemn  rites  of  religion,  to  pilferers  and  impostors.  As  the 
Eoman  empire,  with  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth,  was  sold 
under  the  spear  by  the  Pretorian  legion,  so  now,  with  title- 
deeds  more  defective,  was  the  kingdom  of  Heaven  knocked 
down  to  the  best  bidder.  It  was  not  a  desire  of  office  and 
emolument,  it  was  a  love  of  freedom  and  of  Boman  glory, 
which  turned  the  eyes  of  Petrarca^,  first  in  one  quarter,  then 
in  another,  to  seek  for  the  deliverance  and  regeneration  of 
his  native  land. 

No  preferment,  no  friendship,  stood  before  this  object.  In 
the  beginning  he  exhorted  Rienzi  to  the  prosecution  of  his 
enterprise,  and  augured  its  success.  But  the  vanity  of  the 
tribune,  like  Buonaparte's,  precipitated  his  ruin.  Both  were 
so  improvident  as  to  be  quite  unaware,  that  he  who  continaes 
to  play  at  double  or  quits  must  at  last  lose  all.  Rienzi, 
different  from  that  other,  was  endowed  by  nature  with  manly, 
frank,  and  generous  sentiments.  Meditative  but  communi- 
cative, studious  but  accessible,  he  would  have  followed,  we 
may  well  believe,  the  counsels  of  Petrarca,  had  they  been 
given  him  personally.  Cautious  but  not  suspicious,  severe 
but  not  vindictive,  he  might  perhaps  have  removed  a 
D'Enghien  by  the  axe,  but  never  a  L'Ouverture  by  famine. 
He  would  not  have  banished,  he  would  not  have  treated  with 
insolence  and  indignity,  the  greatest  writer  of  the  age,  from 
a  consciousness  of  inferiority  in  intellect,  as  that  other  did 
in  Madame  de  Stael.  With  that  other,  similarity  of  views 
and  sentiments  was  no  bond  of  union :  he  hated,  he  maligned, 
he  persecuted,  the  wisest  and  bravest  who  would  not  acrre 
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his  pnrposes :  patriotism  was  a  ridicule,  honour  was  an 
iAsult  to  him,  and  veracity  a  reproach.  The  heart  of  Bienzi 
was  not  insane.  Instead  of  ordering  the  murder,  he  would 
have  condemned  to  the  gallows  the  murderer,  of  such  a  man 
as  Hofer.  In  his  impetuous  and  eccentric  course  he  carried 
less  about  him  of  the  middle  ages,  than  the  pestilent  meteor 
that  flamed  forth  in  ours.  Petrarca  had  too  much  wisdom, 
too  much  virtue,  to  praise  or  countenance  him  in  his  pride 
and  insolence ;  but  his  fall  was  regretted  by  him,  and  is  even 
stil  to  be  regretted  by  his  country.  It  is  indeed  among 
the  greatest  calamities  that  have  befallen  the  human  race, 
condemned  for  several  more  centuries  to  lie  in  chains  and 
darkness. 

In  the  year  of  the  jubilee  (1350)  he  went  again  to  Some. 
Passing  through  Florence,  he  there  visited  Boccaccio,  whom 
he  had  met  at  Naples.  What  was  scarcely  an  acquaintance 
grew  rapidly  into  friendship ;  and  this  friendship,  honorable 
to  both,  lasted  throughout  life,  unbroken  and  undiminished. 
Both  were  eloquent,  both  richly  endowed  with  fancy  and 
imagination;  but  Petrarca,  who  had  incomparably  the  least 
of  these  qualities,  had  a  readier  faculty  of  investing  them 
with  verse,  in  wliich  Boccaccio,  fond  as  he  was  of  poetry, 
iU  succeeded.  There  are  stories  in  the  Decameron  which 
require  more  genius  to  conceive  and  execute  than  all  the 
poetry  of  Petrarca,  and  indeed  there  is  in  Boccaccio  more 
variety  of  the  mental  powers  than  in  any  of  his  countrymen, 
greatly  more  deep  feeling,  greatly  more  mastery  over  the 
human  heart,  than  in  any  other  but  Dante.  Honesty,  manli- 
ness, a  mild  and  social  independence,  rendered  him  the  most 
delightful  companion  and  the  sincerest  friend. 

Petrarca,  on  his  road  through  Arezzo,  was  received  with 
all  the  honors  due  to  him,  and  among  the  most  delicate  and 
acceptable  to  a  man  of  his  sensibility  was  the  attendance  of 
the  principal  inhabitants  in  a  body,  who  conducted  him  to 
the  house  in  wliich  he  was  born,  showing  him  that  no 
alteration  had  been  permitted  to  be  made  in  it.  Padua  was 
the  place  to  which  he  was  going :  on  his  arrival  he  found 
that  the  object  of  his  visit,  Giovanni  da  Carrara,  had  been 
murdered :  nevertheless,  he  remained  there  severed  days,  and 
then  proceeded  to  Venice.  Andrea  Dandolo  was  doge ;  and 
war  was  about  to  break  out  between  the  Venetians  and  the 
Crenoese.     Petrarca,  who  always  wished  most  anxio\i&Vj  \Jca 
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conoord  and  union  of  the  Italian  States^  wrote  a  letter  to 
Dandolo^  powerful  in  reasoning  and  eloquence^  dissuading 
him  from  hostilities.  The  poet  on  this  occasion  showed 
himself  more  provident  than  the  greatest  statesman  of  tke 
age.  On  the  6th  of  April,  the  third  anniversary  of  Laura's 
death,  a  message  was  conveyed  to  him  from  the  republic  of 
Plorence,  restoring  his  property  and  his  rights  of  citizen. 
Unquestionably  he  who  brought  the  message  counselled  the 
measure,  and  calculated  the  day:  Boccaccio  again  embraced 
Petrarca. 

It  was  also  proposed  to  establish  a  university  at  Florence, 
and  to  nominate  the  illustrious  poet  its  rector.  Declining 
the  office,  he  returned  to  Vaucluse,  but  soon  began  to  £uiej 
that  his  duty  called  him  to  Avignon.  £x)me  and  all  Italy 
swarmed  with  robbers.  Clement,  from  the  bosom  of  the 
Vicomtesse  de  Turenne,  consulted  with  the  cardinals  '<mi  the 
means  of  restoring  security  to  his  dominions.  Petrarca  too 
was  consulted,  and,  in  the  most  elaborate  and  most  eloquent 
of  his  writings,  he  recommended  the  humiliation  of  the 
nobles,  the  restoration  of  the  republic,  and  the  enactment  of 
equal  laws. 

The  people  of  Eome  however  had  taken  up  arms  again, 
and  had  elected  for  their  chief  magistrate  Giovanni  CerronL 
The  privileges  of  the  popedom  were  left  untouched  and 
unquestioned ;  not  a  drop  of  blood  was  shed ;  property  was 
secure;  tranquility  was  established.  Clement,  whose  nealth 
was  declining,  acquiesced.  Petrarca,  disappointed  before,  was 
reserved  and  silent.  But  his  justice,  his  humanity,  his  grati- 
tude, were  called  into  action  elsewhere. 

Ten  years  had  elapsed  since  liis  mission  to  the  court  of 
Naples.  The  king  Andreas  had  been  assassinated,  and  the 
queen  Giovanni  was  accused  of  the  crime.  Andreas  had 
aUenated  from  him  all  the  NeapoUtans,  excepting  the  servile, 
which  in  every  court  form  a  party,  and  in  most  a  majority. 
Luigi  of  Taranto,  the  queen's  cousin,  loved  her  from  her 
childhood,  but  left  her  at  that  age.  Graceful  and  gallant  as 
he  was,  there  is  no  evidence  that  she  placed  too  implicit  and 
intimate  a  confidence  in  him.  Never  has  any  great  cause 
been  judged  with  less  discretion  by  posterity.  The  pope,  to 
whom  she  appealed  in  person,  and  who  was  deeply  interested 
in  her  condemnation,  with  all  the  cardinals  and  all  the  judges, 
unanimously  and  unreservedly  acquitted  her,  of  partidpaticuif 
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or  connivance,  or  knowledge.  Giannone,  the  most  impartial 
and  temperate  of  historians,  who  neglected  no  sources  of 
infonnation,  bears  testimony  in  her  behalf.  Petrarca  and 
Boccaccio,  men  abhorrent  from  every  atrocity,  never  mention 
her  but  with  gentleness  and  compassion.  The  writers  of  the 
country,  who  were  nearest  to  her  person  and  her  times^ 
acquit  her  of  all  complicity.  Nevertheless,  she  has  been 
placed  in  the  dock  by  the  side  of  Mary  Stuart.  It  is  as  cer- 
tain that  Giovanna  was  not  guilty  as  that  Mary  was.  She 
acknowledged  before  the  whole  pontifical  court  her  hatred 
of  her  husband;  and,  in  the  simplicity  of  her  heart,  attributed 
it  to  magic.  How  different  was  the  magic  of  Othello  on 
Desdemona !  and  this  too  was  believed. 

If  virtuous  thoughts  and  actions  can  compensate  for  an 
irrecoverable  treasure  which  the  tomb  encloses,  surely  now 
must  calm  and  happiness  have  returned  to  Fetrarca's  bosom. 
Not  only  had  he  defended  the  innocent  and  comforted  the 
sorrowful,  in  Giovanna,  but,  with  singular  care  and  dehcacy, 
he  reconciled  two  statesmen  whose  disunion  would  have  been 
ruinous  to  her  government;  Acciajoli  and  Barili.  Another 
generous  action  was  now  performed  by  him,  in  behalf  of  a 
man  by  whom  he,  and  Rome,  and  Italy,  had  been  deceived. 
Bienzi,  after  wandering  about  for  nearly  four  years,  was  cast 
into  prison  at  Prague,  and  then  delivered  up  to  the  pope. 
He  demanded  to  be  judged  according  to  law:  which  was 
refused.  The  spirit  of  Petrarca  rose  up  against  this  injustice, 
and  he  addressed  a  letter  to  the  Roman  people,  urging  their 
interference.  They  did  nothing.  But  it  was  believed  at 
Avignon  that  Rienzi,  the  correspondent  and  friend  of  Petrarca, 
was  not  only  an  eloquent  and  learned  man,  but  (what  Petrarca 
had  taught  the  world  to  reverence)  a  poet.  This  caused  a 
relaxation  in  the  severity  of  his  confinement,  subsequently  his 
release,  and  ultimately  his  restoration  to  power. 

Again  the  office  of  apostoUc  secretary  was  offered  to 
Petrarca;  again  he  declined  it;  again  he  retired  to  Vaucluse. 
Clement  died ;  Imiocent  was  elected ;  so  illiterate  and  silly  a 
creature,  that  he  took  the  poet  for  a  wizard,  because  he  red 
Virgil.  It  was  time  to  revisit  Italy.  Acciajoli  had  invited 
him  to  Naples,  Dandolo  to  Venice :  but  he  went  to  neither. 
Giovanni  Visconti,  archbishop  of  Milan,  had  succeeded  his 
brother  Lucchino  in  the  sovranty.  Clement,  just  before  his 
decease,  sent  a  nuncio  to  him^  ordering  him  to  m«k&  chssvsif^ 
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between  the  temporal  and  spiritual  power.  The  duke-ardr- 
bishop  made  no  answer;  but  on  the  next  Sunday,  after 
celebrating  pontifical  mass  in  the  cathedral,  he  took  in  one 
hand  a  crosier,  in  the  other  a  drawn  sword,  and  "Tell  the 
Holy  Father,''  said  he,  "here  is  the  spiritual,  here  the 
temporal :  one  defends  the  other."  Innocent  was  unlikely  to 
intimidate  a  prince  who  had  thus  defied  his  predecessor. 
Giovanni  Visconti  was  among  the  most  able  statesmen  that 
Italy  has  produced ;  and  Italy  has  produced  a  greater  number 
of  the  greatest  than  all  the  rest  of  the  universe.  Grenoa, 
reduced  to  extremities  by  Venice,  had  thrown  herself  under 
his  protection;  and  Venice,  although  at  the  head  of  the 
Italian  league,  guided  by  Dandolo,  and  flushed  with  conqaest, 
felt  herself  unable  to  contend  with  him.  Visconti,  who 
expected  and  feared  the  arrival  of  the  emperor  in  Italy, 
assumed  the  semblance  of  moderation.  He  engaged  Petrarea, 
whom  he  had  received  with  every  mark  of  distinction  and 
affection,  to  preside  in  a  deputation  with  offers  of  peace  to 
Dandolo.  The  doge  refused  the  conditions ;  and  Visconti  lost 
no  time  in  the  prosecution  of  hostilities.  These  were  so 
successful,  that  Venice  was  in  danger  of  falling ;  and  Dandolo 
died  of  a  broken  heart.  In  the  following  month  died  also 
Giovanni  Visconti.  The  emperor  Charles,  who  had  deceived 
.the  hopes  of  the  Venetians  by  delaying  to  advance  into  Italy, 
now  crossed  the  Alps;  and  Petrarea  met  him  at  Mantna. 
Finding  him,  as  usual,  wavering  and  avaricious,  the  poet  soon 
left  him,  and  returned  to  the  nephews  and  heirs  of  Visconti. 
He  was  induced  by  Galeazzo  to  undertake  an  embassy  to  the 
emperor.  HI  disposed  as  was  Charles  to  the  family,  he  dedared 
that  he  had  no  intention  of  carrying  his  arms  into  Italy.  On 
this  occasion  he  sent  to  Petrarea  the  diploma  of  Count  Palatine, 
in  a  golden  box,  which  golden  box  the  Count  Francesco 
returned  to  the  German  chancellor :  and  he  made  as  little  use 
of  the  title. 

He  now  settled  at  Garignano,  a  village  three  miles  fiptan 
Milan,  to  which  residence  he  gave  the  name  of  Linteno, 
from  the  villa  of  Scipio  on  the  coast  of  Naples.  Fond  as 
he  was  of  the  great  and  powerful,  he  did  not  always  give 
them  the  preference.  Capra,  a  goldsmith  of  Bergamo^ 
enthusiastic  in  admiration  of  his  genius,  invited  him  with 
earnest  entreaties  to  honor  that  city  with  a  visit.  On  hi 
arrival,  the  governor  and  npbility  contended  which  dumld 


FRANCESCO  PETRAECA.  303 

perfonn  the  offices  of  hospitality  toward  so  illustrious  a  guest : 
but  he  went  at  once  to  the  house  of  Capra,  where  he  was 
treated  by  his  worthy  host  with  princely  magnificence,  and 
with  delicate  attentions  which  princely  magnificence  often 
overiooks.  The  number  of  choice  volumes  in  the  library,  and 
the  conversation  of  Capra,  were  e\ddences  of  a  cultivated 
understanding  and  a  virtuous  heart.  In  the  winter  following 
(1359)  Boccaccio  spent  several  days  at  Linterno,  and  the  poet 
gave  him  his  latin  Eclogues  in  his  own  handwriting.  On 
his  return  to  Florence,  Boccaccio  seut  his  friend  the  Divina 
Commedm,  written  out  likewise  by  himself,  and  accompanied 
with  profuse  conmiendations. 

Incredible  as  it  may  appear,  this  noble  poem,  the  glory  of 
Italy,  and  admitting  at  that  time  but  one  other  in  the  world 
to  a  proximity  with  it,  was  wanting  to  the  library  of  Petrarca. 
His  reply  was  cold  and  cautious :  the  more  popular  man,  it 
might   be  thought,  took  umbrage  at  the  loftier.      He  was 

{'ealous  even  of  the  genius  which  had  gone  by,  and  which 
)ore  no  resemblance  to  his  own,  excepting  in  the  purity  and 
intensity  of  love:  for  this  was  a  portion  of  the  genius  in 
both.  He  was  certainly  the  very  best  man  that  ever  was  a 
very  vain  one :  and  vanity  has  a  better  excuse  for  itself  in  him 
than  in  any  other,  since  none  was  more  admired  by  the  world 
at  large,  and  particularly  bv  that  part  of  it  which  the  wisest 
are  most  desirous  to  conciliate,  turning  their  wisdom  in  full 
activity  to  the  elevation  of  their  happiness.  Laura,  it  is  true, 
was  sensible  of  little  or  no  passion  for  him;  but  she  was 

!)leased  with  his ;  and  stood  like  a  beautiful  Cariatid  of  stain- 
ess  marble,  at  the  base  of  an  image  on  which  the  eyes  of  Italy 
•were  fixt. 

Petrarca,  like  Boccaccio,  regretted  at  the  close  of  life,  not 
only  the  pleasure  he  had  enjoyed,  but  also  the  pleasure  he  had 
imparted  to  the  world.  Both  of  them,  as  their  mental  faculties 
were  diminishing,  and  their  animal  spirits  were  leaving  them 
apace,  became  unconscious  how  incomparably  greater  was  the 
benefit  than  the  injury  done  by  their  writings.  In  Boccaccio 
there  are  certain  tales  so  coarse  that  modesty  casts  them  aside, 
and  those  only  who  are  irreparably  contaminated  can  receive 
imy  amusement  from  them.  But  in  the  greater  part,  what 
truthfulness,  what  tenderness,  what  joyousness,  what  purity ! 
Their  levities  and  gaieties  are  like  the  harmless  lightnings  of  a 
summer  sky  in  the  delightful  regions  they  w^e  wivUa\i\&.. 
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Petrarca,  with  a  mind  which  bears  the  same  proportion  to 
Boccaccio's  as  the  Sorga  bears  to  the  Amo,  has  been  the 
solace  of  many  sad  hours  to  those  who  probably  were  more 
despondent.  It  may  be  that,  at  the  time  when  he  was  writing 
some  of  his  softest  and  most  sorrowful  complaints,  his  dejection 
was  caused  by  dalliance  with  another,  far  more  indulgent  than 
Laura.  But  his  ruling  passion  was  ungratified  by  her ;  there- 
for she  died  unsung,  and,  for  aught  we  know  to  the  contraiTi 
unlamented.  He  had  forgotten  what  he  had  declared  m 
Sonnet  17. 

E,  86  di  lui  forse  altra  donna  sperti, 
Vive  in  speranza  debole  e  fallace, 
Mio,  perche  sdegno  ci6  ch'  a  yoi  digpiace,  &c. 

If  any  other  hopes  to  find 

That  love  in  me  which  you  deBpise, 
Ah !  let  her  leave  the  hope  behind : 
I  hold  from  all  what  you  alone  should  prize. 

It  can  only  be  said  that  he  ceased  to  be  a  visionary :  and  wc 
ought  to  rejoice  that  an  inflammation,  of  ten  years^  recurrence, 
sank  down  into  a  regular  fit,  and  settled  in  no  vital  part.  Yet 
I  can  not  but  wish  that  he  had  been  as  zealous  in  giving 
instruction  and  counsel  to  his  only  son,  a  youth  whom  he 
represents  in  one  of  his  letters  to  have  been  singularly  modest 
and  docile,  as  he  had  been  in  giving  it  to  princes,  emperor^ 
and  popes,  who  exhibited  very  little  of  those  characters.  Vflak 
he  was  at  his  villa  at  Linterno,  the  unfortunate  youth  robbed 
the  house  in  Milan,  and  fled.  We  may  reasonably  suppose 
that  home  had  become  irksome  to  him,  and  that  neith^  the 
eye  nor  the  heart  of  a  father  was  over  him.  Giovanni  was 
repentant,  was  forgiven,  and  died. 

The  tenderness  of  Petrarca,  there  is  too  much  reason  to  feai^ 
was  at  all  times  concentrated  in  self.     A  nephew  of  his  eady 

Eatron  Colonna,  in  whose  house  he  had  spent  many  hap^ 
ours,  was  now  deprived  of  house  and  home,  and^ 
'  reduced  to  abject  poverty,  had  taken  refuge  in  Bologna, 
had  surely  great  reason  to  complain  of  Petrarca,  who  nev< 
his  journeys  to  and  fro  had  visited  or  noticed  him,  or,  ricl 
he  was  in  benefices  by  the  patronage  of  his  family,  o£fered 
any  succour.    This  has  been  excused  by  Mr.  CampI 
may  be  short  of  turpitude;  but  it  is  farther,  much 
from  generosity  and  from  justice.    Never  is  mention 
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him  of  Laura's  children,  whom  he  must  have  seen  with  her^ 
and  one  or  other  of  whom  must  have  noticed  with  the  pure 
delight  of  unsuspicious  childhood  his  fond  glances  at  the 
lovely  mother.  Surely  in  all  the  years  he  was  devoted  to 
Laura,  one  or  other  of  her  children  grieved  her  by  ill-health, 
or  perhaps  by  dying;  for  virtue  never  set  a  mark  on  any 
door  so  that  sickness  and  sorrow  must  not  enter.  But 
Petrarca  thought  more  about  her  eyes  than  about  those  tears 
that  are  usually  the  inheritance  of  the  brightest,  and  may  well 
be  supposed  to  have  said,  in  some  inedited  canzone. 

What  care  I  what  tears  there  be, 
If  the  tears  are  not  for  me  ? 

His  love,  when  it  administered  nothing  to  his  celebrity,  was 
silent.  Of  his  two  children,  a  son  and  a  daughter,  not  a  word 
is  uttered  in  any  of  his  verses.  How  beautifully  does  Ovid, 
who  is  thought  in  general  to  have  been  less  tender,  and  was 
probably  less  chaste,  refer  to  the  purer  objects  of  his  affection! 

Unica  nata,  mei  justissima  causa  doloris,  &c. 

Petrarca's  daughter  lived  to  be  the  solace  of  his  age,  and 
married  happily.  Boccaccio,  in  the  most  beautiful  and 
interesting  letter  in  the  whole  of  Petrarca's  correspondence, 
mentions  her  kind  reception  of  him,  and  praises  her  beauty 
and  demeanour.  Even  the  unhappy  boy  appears  to  have  been 
by  nature  of  nearly  the  same  character.  According  to  the 
father's  own  account,  his  disposition  was  gentle  and  tractable; 
he  was  modest  and  shy,  and  abased  his  eyes  before  the  smart 
witticisms  of  Petrarca  on  the  defects  his  own  negligence  had 
caused.  A  parent  should  never  excite  a  blush,  nor  extinguish 
one. 

Domestic  cares  bore  indeed  lightly  on  a  man  perpetually 
busy  in  negotiations.  He  could  not  but  despise  the  emperor, 
who  yet  had  influence  enough  over  him  to  have  brought  him 
into  Germany.  But  bands  of  robbers  infested  the  road,  and 
the  plague  was  raging  in  many  of  the  intermediate  cities.  It 
had  not  reached  Venice :  and  there  he  took  refuge.  Wherever 
he  went,  he  carried  a  great  part  of  his  library  with  him :  but 
he  found  it  now  more  inconvenient  than  ever,  and  therefor 
he  made  a  present  of  it  to  the  republic,  on  condition  that 
it  neither  should  be  sold  nor  separated.  It  was  never  sold, 
it  was  never  separated ;  but  it  was  suffered  to  fall  into  decay, 
and  not  a  single  volume  of  the  collection  is  now  eT±Qk\i\>« 
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While  he  was  at  Yerona^  his  friend  Boccaccio  made  him 
another  visits  and  remained  with  him  three  summer  months. 
The  plague  deprived  him  of  Laelius,  of  Socrates,  and  of 
Barbato.  Among  his  few  surviving  friends  was  Philip  de 
Cabassoles^  now  patriarch  of  Jerusalem,  to  whom  he  had  pro- 
mised the  dedication  of  his  treatise  on  "  Solitary  Life,"  whid 
he  began  at  Vaucluse. 

Urban  V,  successor  to  Innocent,  designed  to  reform  the 
discipline  of  the  church;  and  Fetrarca  thought  he  had  a 
better  chance  than  ever  of  seeing  its  head  at  Rome.  Again 
he  wrote  a  letter  on  the  occasion,  learned,  eloquent,  and 
enthusiastically  bold.  Urban  had  perhaps  already  fixed  his 
determination.  Despite  of  remonstrances  on  the  side  of  the 
French  king,  and  of  intrigues  on  the  side  of  tlie  cardinal^ 
whose  palaces  and  mistresses  must  be  left  behind,  he  quitted 
Avignon  on  the  30th  of  April,  1367,  and,  after  a  stay  of 
four  months  at  Viterbo,  entered  Rome.  Before  this  evoit 
Petrarca  had  taken  into  his  house,  and  employed  as  secretaiji 
a  youth  of  placid  temper  and  sound  understanding,  which 
he  showed  the  best  disposition  to  cultivate.  His  name  was 
Giovanni  Malpighi,  better  known  afterward  as  Giovanni  da 
Ravenna.  He  was  admitted  to  the  table,  to  the  walks,  and 
to  the  travels  of  his  patron,  enjoying  far  more  of  his  kindneas 
and  affection  than,  at  the  same  time  of  life,  had  ever  been 
bestowed  upon  his  son.  Petrarca  superintended  his  studiea, 
and  prepared  him  for  the  clerical  profession.  Unexpectedly 
one  morning  this  youth  entered  his  study,  and  declared  he 
would  stay  no  longer  in  the  house.  In  vain  did  Petraica 
try  to  alter  his  determination :  neither  hope  nor  fear  moved 
him  :  and  nothing  was  left  but  to  accompany  him  as  far  as 
Venice.  Giovanni  would  see  the  tomb  of  Virgil :  he  would 
visit  the  birthplace  of  Ennius :  he  would  learn  greek  at 
Constantinople.  He  went  however  no  farther  than  Pavia, 
where  Petrarca  soon  followed  him,  and  pardoned  his  extra- 
vagance. 

Urban  had  no  sooner  estabhshed  the  holy  see  at  Rone 
again,  than  he  began  to  set  Italy  in  a  flame,  raising  troops 
in  all  quarters,  and  directing  them  against  the  Visconti.  The 
emperor  too  in  earnest  had  resolved  on  war.  But  Bemabo 
Visconti,  who  knew  liis  avarice,  knew  how  to  divert  his  anna. 
He  came  into  Italy,  but  only  to  lead  the  pope's  palfrey  and 
to  assist  at  the  empress's  coronation.  Urban  sent  an  invitatioB 
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to  Petrarca;  and  he  prepared,  although  in  winter,  to  revisit 
Borne.  Conscious  that  his  health  was  declining,  he  made 
his  will.  To  the  Lord  of  Padua  he  bequeathed  a  picture  of 
the  Virgin  by  Giotto ;  and  to  Boccaccio  fifty  gold  florins, 
for  a  cloak  to  keep  him  warm  in  his  study.  Such  was  his 
debility,  he  could  proceed  no  farther  than  Ferrara,  and 
thought  it  best  to  return  to  Padua.  For  the  benefit  of  the 
air  he  settled  in  the  hamlet  of  Arquk,  where  he  built  a  villa, 
and  where  his  daughter  and  her  husband  Francesco  di 
Brossano,  came  to  live  with  him.  Urban  died,  and  was 
succeeded  by  Gregory  XI,  who  would  have  added  to  the 
many  benefices  held  already  by  Petrarca:  and  the  poet  in 
these  his  latter  days  was  not  at  all  averse  to  the  gifts  of  for- 
tune. His  old  friend  the  bishop  of  Cabassoles,  now  a  cardinal, 
was  sent  as  legate  to  Perugia:  Petrarca  was  desirous  of 
visiting  him,  and  the  rather  as  the  prelate's  health  was 
declining  :  but  before  his  own  enabled  him  to  undertake  the 
journey,  he  had  expired. 

One  more  eftbrt  of  friendship  was  the  last  reserved  for 
him.       Hostilities    broke  out   between  the  Venetians   and 
Francesco  da  Ferrara,  aided  by  the  king  of  Hungary,  who 
threatened  to  abandon  his  cause  unless  he  consented  to  terms 
of  peace.     Venice  now  recovered  her  advantages,  and  reduced 
Francesco  to  the   most  humiliating  conditions.       He  was 
obliged  to  send  his  son  to  ask  pardon  of  the  republic.     To 
render  this  less  intolerable,    he  prevailed  on  Petrarca  to 
accompany  the  youth,   and   to  plead  his  cause  before  the 
senate.     Accompanied  by  a  numerous  and  a  splendid  train, 
they  arrived  at  the  city ;  audience  was  granted  them  on  the 
morrow.     But  fatigue  and  illness  so  affected  Petrarca  that 
he  could  not  deliver  the  speech  he  had  prepared.     Among 
the  many  of  his  compositions  which  are  lost  to  us,  is  this 
oration.     Happily  there  is  preserved  the  friendly  letter  he 
wrote  to  Boccaccio  on  his  return ;  the  last  of  his  writings. 
Daring  the  greater  part  of  his  lifetime,  though  no  less  zealous 
Hian  Boccaccio  himself  in  recovering  the  works  of  the  classics, 
he    never  had  red   the  Bivina   Comfnedia;  nor,  until    this 
period    of    it,    the  Decameron;  the    two    most  admirable 
works  the  continent  has  produced  from  the  restoration  of 
learning  to  the  present  day.     Boccaccio,  who  had  given  him 
the  one,  now  gave  him  the  other.     In  his  letter  of  thanks 
for  it,  he  excuses  the  levity  of  his  friend  in  some  '^ajt:^!^^ 
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attributes  it    to  the  season  of  life  in  which   the  book  ▼» 
written,  and  relates   the  effect  the   story  of  Griseldis  hi 

Eroduced,  not  only  on  himself,  but  on  another  of  less  senri- 
ility.  He  even  learnt  it  by  heart,  that  he  might  recite  it 
to  his  friends ;  and  he  sent  the  author  a  latin  translation  d 
it.  Before  this,  but  among  his  latest  compositions,  he  hai 
written  an  indignant  answer  to  an  unknown  French  monk, 
who  criticised  his  letter  to  Urban,  and  had  spoken  con^ 
temptuously  of  Eome  and  Italy.  Monks  generally  know  at 
what  most  vulnerable  part  to  aim  the  dagger:  and  the 
Frenchman  struck  Petrarca  between  his  vanity  and  his 
patriotism.  A  greater  mind  would  have  looked  down  indiffer- 
ently on  a  dwarf  assailant,  and  would  never  have  lifted  him 
up,  even  for  derision.  The  most  prominent  rocks  and  head- 
Ismds  are  most  exposed  to  the  dementi;  but  those  which 
can  resist  the  violence  of  the  storms  are  in  little  danger  item 
the  corrosion  of  the  limpets. 

On  the  18th  of  July,  1374,  Petrarca  was  found  in  his 
library,  his  brow  upon  a  book  he  had  been  reading:  he 
was  dead. 

There  is  no  record  of  any  literary  man,  or  perhaps  of  any 
man  whatsoever,  to  whom  such  honors,  honors  of  so  many 
kinds,  and  from  such  different  quarters  and  personages, 
have  been  offered.  They  began  in  his  early  life;  and  wc 
are  walking  at  this  hour  in  the  midst  of  the  procession. 
Pew  travellers  dare  to  return  from  Italy  until  they  can  de- 
scribe to  the  attentive  ear  and  glistening  eye  the  sceneiy 
of  the  Euganean  hills.  He  who  has  loved  truly,  and,  above 
all,  he  who  has  loved  unhappily,  approaches,  as  holiest 
altars  are  approached,  the  cenotaph  on  the  little  columns 
at  Arqu^. 

The  latin  works  of  Petrarca  were  esteemed  by  himself  more 
highly  than  his  italian."^  His  Letters  and  his  Dialogues 
"  De  Contemptu  Mundi,'^  are  curious  and  valuable.  In  the 
latter  he  converses  with  Saint  Augustin,  to  whom  he  is 
introduced  by  Ihiii,  the  same  personage  who  appears  in  his 

*  It  is  incredible  that  Julius  Csesar  Scaliger,  who  has  criticised  so  last  t 
number  of  later  poets  quite  forgotten,  and  deservedly,  should  never  have 
even  seen  the  latin  poetry  of  Petrarca.  His  words  are :  *'  Primus,  quod 
equidem  sciam,  Petrarca  ex  lutulent&  barbarie  os  coelo  attollere  ausus  eitk 
ct^f  quemadmodum  diximus  alibi,  quod  nihil  vidert  licutret,  ejus  viri 
castigationes  sicut  et  alia  multa,  relinquam  studiosis.**    Po^,  1.  Ti.,  p.  769. 
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ica,  and  whom  Voltaire  also  invokes  to  descend  on  his 
le  gravelly  Champ  de  Mars,  the  Henriade.  The  third 
logue  is  about  his  love  for  Laura,  and  nobly  is  it  defended, 
wrote  a  treatise  on  the  ignorance  of  one's  self  and  others 
Jiorum),  in  which  he  has  taken  much  from  Cicero  and 
fustin,  and  in  which  he  afterward  forgot  a  little  of  his 
I.  "Ought  we  to  take  it  to  heart,''  says  he,  "if  we  are 
spoken  of  by  the  ignorant  and  malicious,  when  the 
e  thing  happened  to  Homer  and  Demosthenes,  to 
TO  and  Virgil?"  He  was  fond  of  following  these  two; 
TO  in  the  number  of  his  epistles,  Virgil  in  eclogue  and 
pic. 

>f  his  twelve  eclogues,  which  by  a  strange  nomenclature 
also   called  bucolics,   many  are  satirical.     In  the  sixth 

seventh  Pope  Clement  is  represented  in  the  character 
ilitio.  In  the  sixth  Saint  Peter,  under  the  name  of 
iphilus,  reproaches  him  for  the  condition  in  which  he 
)s  his  flock,  and  asks  him  what  he  has  done  \iith  the 
Ith  intrusted  to  him.  Mitio  answers  that  he  has  kept 
gold  arising  from  the  sale  of  the  lambs,  and  that  he  has 
n  the  milk  to  certain  friends  of  his.  He  adds  that  his 
ise,  very  difl'erent  from  the  old  woman  Pamphilus  was 
ented  with,  went  about  in  gold  and  jewels.  As  for  the 
3  and  goats,  they  played  their  usual  gambols  in  the 
dow ;  and  he  himself  looked  on.     Pamphflus  is  indignant, 

tells  him  he  ought  to  be  flogged  and  sent  to  prison  for 

Mitio  drops  on  a  sudden  his  peaceful  character,  and 

i  him  a  faitldess  runaway  slave,  deserving  the  fetter  and 

cross.     In  the  twelfth  eclogue,  under  the  appellations  of 

and  Arcticus,  are  represented  the  kings  of  France  and 
land.  Arcticus  is  indignant  at  the  favors  Pan  receives 
I  Faustula  (Avignon).  To  king  John  the  pope  had 
itted  his  tenths,  so  that  he  was  enabled  to  continue  the 
against  England,  which  ended  in  his  captivity, 
etrarca  in  all  his  latin  poetry,  and  indeed  in  all  his  latin 
positions,  is  an  imitator,  and  generally  a  very  unsuc- 
Pul  one;  but  his  versification  is  more  harmonious,  and 
language  has  more  the  air  of  antiquity,  and  more  re- 
bles  the  better  models,  than  any  had  done  since  Boethius. 
fe  now  come  to  his  italian  poetry.  In  this  he  is  less 
;ient  in  originality,  though  in  several  pieces  he  has  imitated 
closely  Cino  da  Pistoja.     "Mille  dubj  in  un  di/'  for 
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instance^  in  his  seventh  canzone.  Cino  is  crude  and  emg-ii 
matical ;  but  there  is  a  beautiful  sonnet  by  him  addressed 
to  Dante^  which  he  wrote  on  passing  the  Apennines^  and 
stopping  to  visit  the  tomb  and  invoke  the  name  of  Selvaggia. 
Petrarca^  late  in  life^  made  a  collection  of  sonnets  on  Laun; 
they  are  not  printed  in  the  order  in  which  they  were  written. 
The  first  is  a  kind  of  prologue  to  the  rest,  as  the  first  ode  of 
Horace  is.     There  is  a  melancholv  grace  in  this  preliminary 

Eiece.  The  third  ought  to  have  been  the  second;  for,  after 
aving  in  the  first  related  his  errors  and  regrets,  we  might 
have  expected  to  find  the  cause  of  them  in  the  foUowing;  \, 
we  find  it  in  the  third.  "  Di  pensier  in  pensier/^  "  Ghiue  ^ 
dolci  e  fresche  acque/^  "Se  il  pensier  che  mi  struggc,"  ^ 
"Benedetto  sia  il  giomo,'^  "Solo  e  pensoso,'*  are  inoom-  " 
parably  better  than  the  "Tre  Sorelle,^'  by  which  the  Italians  * 
are  enchanted,  and  which  the  poet  himself  views  with  great  r 
complacency.  These  three  are  upon  the  eyes  of  Laura.  The  ^ 
seventh  canzone,  the  second  of  the  "  Sorelle,''  or,  as  they  have 
often  been  styled,  the  "  Grazie,''  is  the  most  admired  of  them,  jj 
In  this  however  the  ear  is  offended  at  "  Qtual  alP  altsi/'  The  ., 
critics  do  not  observe  this  sad  cacophony.  And  nothing  is  ] 
less  appropriate  than 

Ed  id  fuoco  gentU  ond*  io  tutT  ardo. 

The  close  is, 

Canaon !  Tuna  SoreUa  b  poco  inanzi, 

E  r  altra  sento  in  quel  medesmo  albergo 

Apparecchiarai,  ond*  io  piU  carta  vergo. 

This  ruins  the  figure.  What  becomes  of  the  SoreUa,  and  the 
albergo,  and  the  apparecchiarsi  ?  The  third  is  less  celebrated 
than  the  two  elder  sisters. 

Muratori,  the  most  judicious  of  Italian  conmientators,  gives 
these  canzoni  the  preference  over  the  others :  but  it  remained 
for  a  forener  to  write  correctly  on  them,  and  to  demonstrate 
that  they  are  very  faulty.  1  find  more  faults  and  graver 
than  Ginguene  has  found  in  them :  but  I  do  not  complain 
with  liim  so  much  that  the  commencement  of  the  third 
is  heavy  and  languid,  as  that  serious  thoughts  are  intersected 
with  quibbles,  and  spangled  with  conceits.  I  will  here  remark 
freely,  and  in  some  detail,  on  this  part  of  the  poetry  of 
Petrarca. 

Souetto  21.  It  will  be  difficult  to  find  in  all  the  domains 
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of  poetry  so  frigid  a  conceit  as  in  the  oonclusion  of  this 
feonnet^. 

E  far  delle  sue  braccia  a  le  itew'  ombriL 

Strange  that  it  should  be  followed  by  the  most  beautiful  he 
5ver  wrote : 

Solo  e  pensoso,  &c. 

Canzone  1. 

Ne  mano  ancor  m'  agghiaccia 

L'  easer  coperto  poi  di  bianche  piome^ 

Ond'  io  presi  col  suon  color  di  cigno  ! 

3ow  very  inferior  is  this  childish  play  to  Horace's  ode,  in 
^hich  he  also  becomes  a  swan. 

Canzone  3.  Among  the  thousand  offices  which  he  attributes 
:o  the  eyes  is  carrying  the  keys.  Here  he  talks  of  the  sweet 
yes  carr}ing  the  keys  of  his  sweet  thoughts.  Again  he  has  a 
peep  at  the  keyliole  in  the  seventh. 

Quel  cuor  ond*  hanno  i  begli  occhi  la  chiave. 

He  also  lets  us  into  the  secret  that  he  is  really  fond  of  com- 
plaining, and  that  he  takes  pains  to  have  his  eyes  always  full 
of  tears. 

Ed  io  son  un  di  quel  ch*  il  pianger  giowi, 
E  par  ben  ch'  io  m*  ingtgno 
Che  di  lagrime  pregni 
Sien  gli  occhi  miel 

Sonetto  20.  Here  are  Phoebus,  Vulcan,  Jupiter,  Ctssar, 
Janus,  Saturn,  Mars,  Orion,  Neptune,  Juno,  and  a  chorus  of 
Ayigels :  and  they  have  only  fourteen  lines  to  turn  about  in. 

Canzone  4.  The  last  part  has  merit  from  '^  E  perche  un 
poco.^' 

Sonetto  39.  In  this  beautiful  sonnet,  as  in  almost  every  one, 
there  is  a  redundancy  of  words :  for  instance, 

Benedetto  na  il  giomo,  e  '1  mete,  e  1'  anno, 
E  la  ttagion,  e  7  tempo, 

Sonetto  40  is  very  serious.  It  is  a  prayer  to  God  that  his 
heart  may  be  turned  to  other  desires,  and  that  it  may  remember 
how  on  that  day  He  was  cruciGed. 

Sestina  3.  With  what  derision  would  a  poet  of  the  present 
day  be  treated  who  had  written  such  stuff  as, 

'Kpdhd  petto  r  indwraJto  ghiaodo 
Che  trae  dal  mio  li  dokroti  vmttL 
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Sonetto  44.  "Uaspetto  sacro^'  is  iDgenious,  yet  withoat 
conceits. 

Canzone  8.  As  far  as  we  know  it  has  never  been  remarked 
(nor  indeed  is  an  italian  Academia  worth  a  remark)  that  the 
motto  of  the  Academia  della  Crusca,  "  II  piu  bel  fior  ne  cogUe'^ 
is  from 

E,  le  onorate 
Cose  cercando,  il  piii  bel  flor  ne  coglie. 

Sonetto  46.  Here  he  wonders  whence  all  the  ink  can  come 
with  which  he  fills  his  paper  on  Laura. 

Sonetto  50.  In  the  fourteenth  year  of  his  passion,  his  ardour 
is  increasing  to  such  a  degree,  that,  he  says,  "Death  ap- 
proaches .  .  .  a7id  life  flies  away" 

Che  la  morte  m'appressa  .  . . .  e7  viverfuggt. 

We  believe  there  is  no  instance  where  life  has  resisted  the 
encounter. 

Sonetto  59.  This  is  very  difiFerent  from  all  his  others.  The 
first  part  is  poor  enough :  the  last  would  be  interesting  if  we 
coula  beUeve  it  to  be  more  than  imaginary.  Here  he  boasts  of 
the  impression  he  had  made  on  Laura,  yet  in  his  last  Canzone 
he  asks  her  whether  he  ever  had.  The  words  of  this  sonnet 
are. 

Era  ben  forte  la  nemica  mia, 
E  lei  viddi  io  ferita  in  im2zo  al  core. 

But  we  may  well  take  all  this  for  ideal,  when  we  read  the  very 
next,  in  which  he  speaks  of  being  free  from  the  thraldom  that 
had  held  him  so  many  years. 

Sonetto  66.  The  conclusion  from  "  Ne  mi  lece  ascoltar,'^  is 
very  animated :  here  is  greatly  more  vigor  and  incitation  than 
usual. 

Canzone  9.  It  would  be  diflBcult  to  find  anywhere,  except  in 
the  rarest  and  most  valuable  books,  so  wretched  a  poem  as 
this.  The  rhymes  occur  over  and  over  again,  not  only  at  the 
close,  but  often  at  the  fifth  and  sixth  syllables,  and  then 
another  time.  Metastasio  has  managed  best  the  redundant 
rhymes. 

Sonetto  73.  The  final  part,  "  JJ  aura  soave,^*  is  exquisitely 
beautiful,  and  the  harmony  complete. 

Sonetto  84.  "Quel  vago  impallidir'^  is  among  the  ten 
best. 

Canzone  10.    In  the  last  stanza  there  is  a  lightness  of 
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movement  not  always  to  be  found  in  the  graces  of 
Petrarca. 

Canzone  11.  This  is  incomparably  the  most  elaborate  work 
of  the  poet,  but  it  is  very  far  from  the  perfection  of  "  Solo  e 
pensoso/'  The  second  and  third  stanzas  are  inferior  to  the 
rest ;  and  the  /era  bella  e  manmeta  is  quite  unworthy  of  the 
place  it  occupies. 

Canzone  13  is  extremely  beautiful  until  we  come  to 

Pur  tl  medesmo  assido, 
Me  freddo,  pietra  morta  in  pietra  viva, 

Sonetto  95.  "  Pommi  ovi  '1  Sol/'  is  imitated  from  Horace's 
"  Pone  me  pigris/'  &c. 

Sonetto  98.  Four  verses  are  filled  with  the  names  of  rivers, 
excepting  the  monosyllables  non  and  e.  He  says  that  all  these 
rivers  can  not  slake  the  fire  that  is  the  anguish  of  liis  heart : 
no,  nor  even  ivy,  fir,  pine,  beech,  or  juniper.  It  is  by  no 
means  a  matter  of  wonder,  that  these  subsidiaries  lend  but 
little  aid  to  the  exertions  of  the  fireman. 

Sonetto  110. 

0  anixne  gentili  ed  amorose 

has  been  imitated  and  improved  upon  by  Bedi,  in  his 

Donne  gentili,  divote  d*  amore. 

Sonetto  111.  No  extravagance  ever  surpassed  the  invo- 
cation to  the  rocks  in  the  water,  requiring  that  hence- 
forward there  would  not  be  a  single  one  which  had  neglected 
to  learn  how  to  bum  with  his  flames.  He  himself  can  only  go 
farther  in. 

Sonetto  119,  where  he  tells  us  that  Laura's  eyes  can  bum 
up  the  lUiine  when  it  is  most  frozen,  and  crack  its  hardest 
rocks. 

Sonetto  132.  In  the  precarious  state  of  her  health,  he  fears 
more  about  the  disappointment  of  his  hopes  in  love  than  about 
her  danger. 

Sonetto  148.  His  descriptions  of  beauty  are  not  always  dis- 
tinct and  correct :  for  example, 

oil  occhi  sereni  e  le  lUllanti  ciglia 
La  bella  bocca  angelica  .  .  de  perle 
PienOf  e  di  rose  .  .  e  di  dolci  parole. 

In  this  place  we  shall  say  a  little  about  occAi  and  ciglia^  Y>ss^ 
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the  sense  would  be  better  and  the  verse  equally  good,  if,  tram- 
posing  the  epithets,  it  were  written 

Qli  occhi  stellanti  e  le  serene  ciglia. 

The  italian  poets  are  very  much  in  the  habit  of  putting  the 
^elaahes  for  the  eyes,  because  ciglia  is  a  most  useful  rhyme. 
The  latin  poets,  contented  with  oculiy  ocelli,  and  lumina,  never 
employ  cilia,  of  which  indeed  they  appear  to  have  made  hut 
little  account.  Greatly  more  than  a  hundred  times  has 
Petrarca  inserted  eyes  into  the  first  part  of  his  sonnets ;  it  is 
rarely  that  we  find  one  without  its  occAi.  They  certainly  are 
very  ornamental  things ;  but  it  is  not  desirable  for  a  poet  to 
resemble  an  Argus. 

Canzone  15.  The  versification  here  differs  from  the  others, 
but  is  no  less  beautiful  than  in  any  of  them.  However,  where 
Love  appears  in  person,  we  would  rather  that  Pharaoh,  Bachel, 
&c.,  were  absent. 

Sonetto  157.  He  tells  us  on  what  day  he  entered  the 
labyrinth  of  love. 

Mille  trecento  ventisette  appurUo 
SuU'  ora  prima  il  dl  setto  d'  Aprili 

This  poetry  has  very  unfairly  been  taken  advantage  of,  in  a 
book 

Written  by  William  Prynne  Esquier,  the 
Tear  of  our  Lord  six  hundred  thirty-three. 

Sonetto  168.  He  has  now  loved  twenty  years. 

Sonetto  161.  The  first  verse  is  rendered  very  inharmonious 
by  the  cesura  and  the  final  word  having  syllables  that  rhyme. 
Tutto  ^1  di  jD?'a/2go,  e  per  la  notte  quariao,  hignmando,  and  con- 
sumando,  are  considered  as  rhymes,  although  rhymes  should  be 
formed  by  similarity  of  sound  and  not  by  identity.  The 
Italians,  the  Spaniards,  and  the  French,  reject  this  canon. 

Sonetto  187,  on  the  present  of  two  roses,  is  light  and  pretty. 

Sonetto  192.  He  fears  he  may  never  see  Laura  again.  Pro- 
bably this  was  written  after  her  death.  He  dreams  of  her 
saying  to  him,  "  do  you  not  remember  the  last  evening,  when 
I  left  you  with  your  eyes  in  tears  ?  Forced  to  go  away  from 
you,  I  would  not  tell  you,  nor  could  I,  what  I  tell  you  now. 
Do  not  hope  to  see  me  again  on  earth,"  This  most  simple  and 
beautiful  sonnet  has  been  less  noticed  than  many  which  a  pure 
taste  would  have  rejected.     The  next  is  a  vision  of  Laura's 
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death.    There  are  verses  in  Petrarca  which  will  be  uttered  by 
many  sorrowers  through  many  ages.     Such^  for  instance^  are 

Non  la  conobbe  11  mondo  mentre  V  ebbe, 
Conobbila  io  chi  a  pianger  qui  rixnaaL 

But  we  are  hard  of  belief  when  he  says 

PiaDger  oercai,  non  gi^  dalpianio  cmwre. 

There  are  fourteen  more  Sonnets,  and  one  more  Canzone  in 
the  first  series  of  the  Rim^;  but  we  must  here  close  it.  Of  the 
second,  third,  and  fourth  series  we  must  be  contented  with 
fewer  notices,  for  already  we  have  exceeded  the  limits  we  pro- 
posed. They  were  written  after  Laura's  death,  and  contain 
altogether  somewhat  more  that  the  first  alone.  Many  of  the 
poems  in  them  are  grave,  tender,  and  beautiful.  There  are  the 
same  faults,  but  fewer  in  number,  and  less  in  degree.  He 
never  talks  again,  as  he  does  in  the  last  words  of  the  first,  of 
carrying  a  laurel  and  a  column  in  his  bosom,  the  one  for  fifteen, 
the  other  for  eighteen  years. 

Ginguen^  seems  disinclined  to  allow  a  preference  to  this 
second  part  of  the  Canzoniere.  But  surely  it  is  in  general 
far  more  pathetic,  and  more  exempt  from  the  importunities 
of  petty  fancies.  He  takes  the  trouble  to  translate  the 
wretched  sonnet  (33,  part  2)  in  which  the  waters  of  the  river 
are  increased  by  the  poet's  tears,  and  the  fish  (as  they  had  a 
right  to  expect)  are  spoken  to.  But  the  next  is  certainly  a 
most  beautiful  poem,  and  worthy  of  Dante  himself,  whose 
maimer  of  thinking  and  style  of  expression  it  much  resembles. 
There  is  a  canzone  in  dialogue  which  also  resembles  it  in 
sentiment  and  feeUng; 

Quando  Boave  mio  fido  conforto,  &a 

The  next  again  is  imitated  from  Cino  da  Pistoja:  what  a  crowd 
of  words  at  the  opening ! 

Quel  antico  mio  dolce  empio  signore. 

It  is  permitted  in  no  other  poetry  than  the  italian  to  shovel  up 
such  a  quantity  of  trash  and  triviality  before  the  doors.  But 
rather  than  indulge  in  censure,  we  will  recommend  to  the 
especial  perusal  of  the  reader  another  list  of  admirable  com- 
positions. "Alma  felice,"  ''Anima  bella,''  "Ite  rime  dolenti,'* 
"Tomami  a  mente,''  "Quel  rossignol,''  "Vago  augeUetto," 
"Dolce  mio  caro,''  "Gli  angeli,''  "Ohime!  il  bel  viso,''  "Che 
debbo  io  far,''  "Amor  I  se  vuoi,"  "0  aspettata,"  " Aniina^^VsR 
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dimostra/^  "Spirto  gentil/'  "Italia  mia/'  Few  indeed^  if  aiij> 
of  these  are  without  a  flaw;  but  they  are  of  higher  worth 
than  those  on  which  the  reader,  unless  forewarned,  would 
spend  his  time  unprofitably.  It  would  be  a  great  blessing  if 
a  critic  deeply  versed  in  this  literature,  like  Carey,  would 
publish  the  italian  poets  with  significant  marks  before  the 
passages  worth  reading;  the  more  worth,  and  the  less. 
Probably  it  would  not  be  a  mark  of  admiration,  only  that 
surprise  and  admiration  have  but  one  between  them,  which 
would  follow  the  poet^s  declaration  in  Can.  18,  that  "if  he 
does  not  melt  away  it  is  because  fear  holds  him  together.'' 
After  this  foolery  he  becomes  a  true  poet  again,  "O  colli  !'^  &c., 
then  again  bad,  "You  see  how  many  colors  love  paints  my 
face  with.^' 

Nothing  he  ever  wrote  is  so  tender  as  a  reproach  of  Laura's, 
after  ten  years'  admiration,  "  You  are  soon  grown  tired  of  loving 
me!'' 

There  is  poetry  in  Petrarca  which  we  have  not  yet  adverted 
to,  in  which  he  has  changed  the  chords  icai  rriv  Xvprjv  airaactv: 
such  as  "Fiamma  del  ciel,"  "L'  avara  Babilonia,"  "Fontanadi 
dolor."  The  volumes  close  with  the  "  Trionfi."  The  first,  as 
we  might  have  anticipated,  is  "  II  Trionfo  d'  Amore.''  The 
poem  is  a  vile  one,  stutted  with  proper  names.  The  "Triumph 
of  Chastity "  is  shorter,  as  might  also  be  anticipated,  and  not 
quite  so  full  of  them.  At  the  close,  Love  meets  Laura,  who 
makes  him  her  captive,  and  carries  him  in  triumph  among  the 
virgins  and  matrons  most  celebrated  for  purity  and  constancy. 
The  "IViumph  of  Death"  follows. 

This  poem  is  truly  admirable.  Laura  is  returning  from  her 
victory  over  Love ;  suddenly  there  appears  a  black  flag,  followed 
by  a  female  in  black  apparel,  and  terrible  in  attitude  and  voice. 
Sne  stops  the  festive  procession,  and  strikes  Laura.  The  poet 
now  describes  her  last  moments,  and  her  soft  sleep  of  death, 
in  which  she  retains  all  her  beauty.  In  the  second  part  she 
comes  to  him  in  a  dream,  holds  out  her  hand,  and  invites  him 
to  sit  by  her  on  the  bank  of  a  rivulet,  under  the  shade  of 
a  beech  and  a  laurel.  Nothing,  in  this  most  beautiful  of 
languages,  is  so  beautiful,  excepting  the  lines  of  Dante  on 
Francesca,  as  these. 

£  quella  man'  gik  tanto  desiata, 
A  me,  parlando  e  sosjnrando,  porn. 


LETTER  TO  LORD  BROUGHAM.  817 

Their  discourse  is  upon  death,  which  she  tells  him  should  be 
formidable  only  to  the  wicked,  and  assures  him  that  the  enjoy- 
ment she  receives  from  it,  is  far  beyond  any  which  life  has  to 
bestow.  He  then  asks  her  a  question,  which  he  alone  had  a 
right  to  ask  her,  and  only  in  her  state  of  purity  and  bliss. 

She  sighed,  and  said,  **  No ;  nothing  could  disseyer 
My  heart  from  thine,  and  nothing  shall  there  ever. 

If,  thy  fond  ardor  to  repress, 
I  sometimes  frown'd  (and  how  could  I  do  less  t) 
If,  now  and  then,  my  look  was  not  benign, 

"Twas  but  to  save  my  fame,  and  thine. 
And,  as  thou  knowest,  when  I  saw  thy  grief, 

A  glance  was  ready  with  relief/' 

Scarce  with  dry  cheek 
These  tender  words  I  heard  her  speak. 
"  Were  they  but  true ! "  I  cried.    She  bent  the  head, 

Not  imreproachfully,  and  said, 
"  Tes,  I  did  loye  thee ;  and  whene'er 
I  tum'd  away  my  eyes,  'twas  shame  and  fear ; 
A  thousand  times  to  thee  did  they  incline. 
But  sank  before  the  flame  that  shot  from  thine." 

He  who,  the  twentieth  time,  can  read  unmoved  this  canzone, 
never  has  experienced  a  love  which  could  not  be  requited,  and 
never  has  deserved  a  happy  one. 


TO  LORD  BROUGHAM  ON  THE  NEGLECT  OF  SOUTHEY. 

Your  lordship  will  think  it  strange  enough  to  receive  a 
letter  from  me,  on  any  occasion  whatsoever.  To  save  you  the 
trouble  of  answering  it,  which,  if  addrest  to  you  privately, 
your  known  politeness  might  induce,  I  intend  to  commit 
it  to  the  Eraminer,  not  without  a  hope  that  others  of 
high  station  may  look  over  your  shoulder  while  you  are 
reading  it. 

The  Letters  and  Life  of  Sonthey  are  now  before  the  public. 
In  these  it  appears  that  your  lordship,  for  a  moment,  took  an 
interest  in  his  occupations  and  in  his  welfare.  This  is  some- 
what ',  indeed  it  is  quite  as  much  as  was  ever  taken  by  those 
whose  cause  he  was  zealously  defending.    No  man  can  better 

{'udge  than  you,  whether  all  the  writers  of  a  whole  century, 
bishops  included,  have  written  so  well  and  so  effectivebj  \sl 
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defence  of  the  Church  of  England.  Within  that  period  more 
than  twenty  millions  have  been  enjoyed  by  the  bishops  alone 
for  their  comparatively  small  services.  ITie  greater  part  of 
one  miUion  has  fallen  to  the  Bishop  of  London's  share;  I 
mean  the  present  bishop's.  It  is  only  now^  when  he  is  in 
danger,  not  from  the  opposition,  but  from  the  proximity,  of 
the  pope,  that  he  begins  in  good  earnest  to  defend  the  church. 
He  met  his  Holiness  half-way  in  sticking  up  candles  on 
the  altar,  and  only  deferred  the  lighting  of  them  until  a  later 
hour.  He  would  have  left  to  his  Holiness  half  the  wax ;  bat 
was  reluctant  to  yield  an  ounce  of  the  honey.  Southey  was 
little  aware  in  whose  defence  he  drew  his  weapon.  Honest 
and  disinterested,  he  thought  the  higher  ministers  of  religion 
were  as  pure  and  conscientious  as  himself.  He  thought  the 
English  Church  in  danger  of  falling ;  and  instead  of  laboring 
in  his  own  great  field,  cultivated  so  long  and  so  much 
embellished  by  him,  he  took  the  pickaxe  on  his  shoulder  and 
labored  in  the  quarry  for  materids  to  support  it.  And  now 
let  us  consider  what  brought  it  to  such  a  state  of  dilapidation 
and  decay.  It  was  that  which  the  late  Lord  Grey  perceived, 
when  in  the  House  of  Lords  he  openly  warned  the  bishops  to 
put  their  house  in  order.  The  cry  of  the  nation  was  loud 
against  them.  Honest  men  and  brave  men  could  ill  endure 
that  clergymen  should  be  barons  and  inhabit  palaces,  while 
admirals  who  had  served  and  saved  their  country  were  living 
in  lodgings  no  better  than  alms-houses.  In  their  plain 
understandings  justly  did  they  scoff  at  those  insincere  and 
hollow  sophists,  who  represented  to  them  that  bishoprics  were 
Kttle  more  lucrative  than  the  salaries  of  the  juoges:  for 
perfectly  well  they  knew  that  the  judges  had  given  up  a 

Practice  at  the  bar  more  profitable  than  the  bench  affords, 
'heir  appointments  were  always  the  reward  of  long  labour 
and  tried  abilities. 

If  the  church,  which  Southey  so  well  defended,  is  now  in 
greater  danger  than  it  has  ever  been  since  the  reign  of  James 
the  Second,  who  has  brought  it  to  this  danger  ?  The  bishops, 
I  say,  the  bishops;  some  by  their  intemperate  zeal,  dm 
alacrity  in  persecution;  others  by  their  abject  supineness. 
There  is  now  an  outcry  which  makes  them  shake  their  ears. 
People  will  find  other  remains  of  popery  to  sweep  away,  beside 
what  are  lying  in  the  vestry  and  upon  the  altar.  Surplices 
and  tapers  are  pushed  aside :  palaces  are  about  to  be  tamed 
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into  school-rooms :  the  bishop  is  no  longer  to  be  a  lord,  nor 
the  curate  a  pauper.  Changes  more  gradual,  than  such  as  are 
now  inevitable  and  near,  would  have  been  produced  by  the 
wisdom  of  Southey.  What  prelate  ever  thanked  him,  much 
less  rewarded  him,  for  his  labours  ?  Among  the  servants  of 
the  crown,  Sir  Robert  Peel  was  the  only  one  who  acknow- 
ledged them.  He  would  have  rewarded  with  honors  the  true 
"  Defender  of  the  Faith  "  and  the  most  able  champion  of  our 
political  institutions. 

I  now  come,  by  direct  consequence,  to  your  lordship's  letter. 
It  might  have  been  expected,  from  your  generosity  to  many 
who  are  adverse  to  you  in  poUtics,  that  you  would  have  recom- 
mended Southey  for  one  merit  or  other.  Several  of  your 
party,  now  high  in  office,  have  idly  dipt  an  infantine  hand  in 
the  shallower  puddles  of  literature.  Small  dogs  abhor  great 
ones.  The  fleecy  petted  poodles  of  ''my  lad/s  chamber '* 
skulked  away  from  the  solitary  guardian  of  the  house-door. 
You  had  less  cause  for  jealousy.  I  have  no  hesitation  in 
declaring  my  opinion  that  public  honors  and  pecuniary 
rewards  should  be  bestowed  on  literary  men.  Louis  the 
Fourteenth,  when  France  was  exhausted  by  long  wars,  granted 
pensions  of  great  amount  to  Southey's  inferiors.  The  money 
which  our  parliament  has  granted  for  building  an  infant's 
stables  woula  have  richly  rewarded  the  ten  greatest  geniuses 
of  our  country.  In  my  opinion  an  academy,  not  a  royal  one 
but  a  literary  one,  ought  to  be  established ;  not  containing 
forty  members,  for  forty  men  of  genius  never  were  con- 
temporary on  the  globe,  but  ten  or  twelve.  Surely  it  would 
tend  neitner  to  the  ruin  nor  the  danger  of  the  country,  if  five 
hundred  pounds  yearly  were  given  to  half  of  them,  and  three 
hundred  to  the  other  naif.  Such  a  proposal  is  in  Southey's 
letter,  and  such  was  published  by  me  twenty  years  ago  in 
the  Imaginary  Conversations,  Whatever  the  number,  it  is 
improbable  that  I  should  be  nominated,  and  quite  certain  that 
I  should  refuse  it.  Whatever  honor  I  am  desirous  of  receiv- 
ing I  can  confer  upon  myself,  and  would  accept  none  whatever 
from  any  other  person.  In  regard  to  emoluments,  I  may 
speak  as  plainly,  or  more  so.  If  any  of  my  sons  accepted  any 
place  under  government,  I  would  disinherit  him.  There  is  no 
danger :  nothing  will  ever  be  oflfered  to  me  or  mine :  we  have 
done  nothing  to  deserve  it;  and  I  trust  we  never  shall,  know- 
ing by  what  deserts  such  favours  are  obtained.    I  claisi  \i^ 
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place  in  the  world  of  letters ;  I  am  alone ;  and  will  be  alanei 
as  long  as  I  live,  and  after.  Southey^  who 'was  foremost  in 
the  defence  of  that  edifice  which  is  now  crumbling  fast  away, 
deserves  at  least  that  those  nearest  and  dearest  to  him  should 
not  be  quite  abandoned.  No  minister  has  rewarded  him  for 
his  services  to  the  state ;  no  chancellor  or  bisliop  has  conferred 
on  his  only  son  a  benefice  of  forty  pounds  a  year.  Sir  Bobeit 
Peel  would  never  have  suffered  this  ignominy  to  rest  upon  oar 
country.  Krmly  do  I  believe  him  to  have  been  the  wisest 
and  most  honest  minister  that  ever  served  under  the  EngUsh 
crown.  He  was  a  patron  of  agriculture,  a  promoter  of  com- 
merce, a  fosterer  of  industry,  a  friend  of  literature,  and,  above 
all,  a  lover  of  truth.  He  died ;  and  with  him  died  the  hopes 
of  Southey^s  family.* 


PENSIONS  AND  ACADEMIES. 

In  the  letter  I  addressed  to  Lord  Brougham,  last  week,  in 
reference  to  Southey,  much  was  left  unsaid  on  pensions  to 
literary  men,  and  on  academies.  His  lordship  expressed  an 
opinion  that  pensions  would  be  conferred  by  favour,  and  fcr 
unworthy  services.  Certainly  they  would  be  if  conferred  by 
the  present  ministers;  and  probably,  altho  in  a  less  d^ree, 
by  others.  This  objection  is  easily  removed,  by  referring  the 
merits  of  the  recipient  to  a  committee  in  the  House  of 
Commons.  A  vote  of  parliament  would  render  the  pension 
not  only  a  benefit  but  an  honor.  Probably  the  time  is  not 
far  distant  when  the  arts  and  sciences,  and  even  literaij 
genius,  may  be  deemed  no  less  worthy  of  this  distinction  than 
the  slaughter  of  a  thousand  men.  But  how,  in  the  midst 
of  our  vast  expenditure,  spare  so  prodigious  a  sum  as  five 
hundred  a  year  to  six,  and  three  hundred  a  year  to  six  more? 
If  so  many  thousands  are  bestowed  on  the  administratora  of 
woods   and  forests,  men  than  whom  more  idle   and  more 


scarcely 

enough  to  mount  a  donkey :  palaces  are  built,  pulled  down 
again,  and  rebuilt ;  marble  arches,  of  which  the  mortar  is  just 
gro>vn  hard  enough  to  make  difficult  the  demolition,  lie  befoic 

*  But  see  p.  336. 
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our  feet.  Picture-galleries,  more  fit  for  the  mysteries  of 
Eleusis;  Houses  of  Parliament,  models  for  bride-cakes;  all 
these  have  obtained  the  votes  of  our  legislators.  In 
general  I  am  far  from  recommending  the  customs  and 
practices  of  other  nations.  But  when  I  see  in  Ger- 
many and  elsewhere  princes  the  most  despotic,  many  of 
them  poor,  deem  worthy  of  notice,  of  patronage,  of 
rank  and  honor,  the  philosopher,  the  poet,  the  man  of 
science,  it  appears  to  me  that  any  reign  in  England  will 
be  markt  with  ignominy  by  future  historians,  in  which 
such  men,  with  scarcely  an  exception,  have  been  utterly 
neglected. 

SIR  ROBERT  PEEL  AND  MONUMENTS  TO  PUBLIC  MEN. 

Statues  are  now  rising  in  every  quarter  of  our  metropolis, 
and  mallet  and  chisel  are  the  chief  instruments  in  use. 
Whatever  is  conducive  to  the  promotion  of  the  arts  ought  un- 
doubtedly to  be  encouraged;  out  love  in  this  instance,  quite 
as  much  as  in  any,  ought  neither  to  be  precipitate  nor  blind. 
A  true  lover  of  his  country  should  be  exempted  from  the  pain 
of  blushes,  when  a  forener  inquires  of  him,  "  Whom  does  this 
statue  represent  ?  and  for  what  merits  was  it  raised  ?''  The  de- 
fenders of  their  country,  not  the  dismemberers  of  it,  should 
be  first  in  honor ;  the  maintainers  of  the  laws,  not  the  snbi- 
verters  of  them,  should  follow  next.  I  may  be  askt  by  the 
studious,  the  contemplative,  the  pacifick,  whether  I  would 
assign  a  higher  station  to  any  publick  man  than  to  a  Milton 
and  a  Newton.  My  answer  is  plainly  and  loudly.  Yes.  But 
the  higher  station  should  be  in  streets,  in  squares,  in  houses 
of  parliament ;  such  are  their  places  :  our  vestibules  and  our 
libraries  are  best  adorned  by  poets,  philosophers,  and  philan- 
thropists. There  is  a  feeling  which  street-walking  and 
pnblick -meeting  men  improperly  call  loyalty ;  a  feeling  in- 
temperate and  intolerant,  smelling  of  dinner  and  wine  and 
toasts,  which  swells  their  stomachs  and  their  voices  at  the 
sound  of  certain  names  reverberated  by  the  newspaper  press. 
As  little  do  they  know  about  the  proprietary  of  these  names 
as  pot-wallopers  know  about  the  candidates  at  a  borough 
election,  and  are  just  as  vociferous  and  violent.  A  few  days 
ago  I  received  a  most  courteous  invitation  to  be  named  on  a 
Committee  for  erecting  a  statue  to  Jenner.    It  was  im^o^^V^ 


822  THE   LAST  FBUIT  OFF  AN   OLD  TREE. 

for  me  to  decline  it;  and  equally  was  it  impossible  to  ab- 
stain from  the  observations  which  I  am  now  about  to  state. 
I  recommended  that  the  statue  should  be  placed  before  a 
publick  hospital,  expressing  my  sense  of  impropriety  in  con- 
founding so  great  a  benefactor  of  mankind,  in  any  street  at 
square  or  avenue,  with  the  Dismemberer  of  America  and  his 
worthless  sons.  Nor  would  I  willingly  see  him  among  the 
worn-out  steam  engines  of  parliamentary  debates.  The 
noblest  parliamentary  men  who  had  nothing  to  distribute, 
not  being  ministers,  are  without  statues.  The  illustrionB 
Burke,  the  wisest,  excepting  Bacon,  who  at  any  time  sat 
within  the  people's  house;  Komilly,  the  sincerest  patriot  of 
his  day ;  Huskisson,  the  most  intelligent  in  commercial  affidrs; 
have  none.  Feel  is  become  popular,  not  by  his  incomparable 
merits,  but  by  his  untimely  death.  Shall  we  never  sec 
the  day  when  Oliver  and  William  mount  the  chargers 
of  Charles  and  George ;  and  when  a  royal  swindler  is 
superseded  by  the  purest  and  most  exalted  of  our  heroes, 
Blake? 


Now  the  fever  hath  somewhat  subsided  which  came  over 
the  people  from  the  grave  of  SirEobert  Peel,  there  is  room 
for  a  few  observations  on  his  decease  and  on  its  consequences. 
All  publick  writers,  I  believe,  have  expatiated  on  his  chanctar, 
comparing  him  with  others  who,  within  our  times,  have  occu- 
pied the  same  position.  My  own  opinion  has  invariably 
been  that  he  was  the  wisest  of  all  our  statesmen ;  and  cer- 
tainly, though  he  found  reason  to  change  his  sentiments 
and  his  measures,  he  changed  them  hone^v,  well-weighed, 
always  from  conviction,  and  always  for  the  better.  He  has 
been  compared,  and  seemingly  in  no  spirit  of  hostility  or  de- 
rision, with  a  Castlereagh,  a  Perceval,  an  Addington,  a  Gan- 
ning.  Only  one  of  these  is  worthy  of  notice,  namely  Gamiiii|^ 
whose  brilliancy  made  his  shallowness  less  visible,  and  whom 
graces  of  style  and  elocution  threw  a  veil  over  his  unaomndU 
ness  and  lubricity.  Sir  Bobert  Peel  was  no  satirist  or  epi- 
grammatist :  he  was  only  a  statesman  in  public  life,  only  a 
virtuous  and  friendly  man  in  private.  Par  negotiit,  nee  mtpnu 
Walpole  alone  possessed  his  talents  for  business.  But  neither 
Peel  nor  his  family  were  enriched  from  the  spoils  of  faia 
country;  Walpole  spent  in  building  and  pictures  num  than 
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double  the  value  of  his  hereditary  estate,  and  left  the  quad- 
ruple to  his  descendants. 

Dissimilar  from  Walpole,  and  from  commoner  and  coarser 
men  who  occupied  the  same  office.  Feel  forbade  that  a  name 
which  he  had  made  illustrious  should  be  degraded  and  stig- 
matised  bj  any  title  of  nobility.  For  he  knew  that  all  those 
titles  had  their  origin  and  nomenclature  from  military  ser- 
vices, and  belong  to  military  men,  like  their  epaulets  and 
spurs  and  chargers.  They  sound  well  enough  against  the 
sword  and  helmet,  strangely  in  law-courts  and  cathedrals: 
but,  reformer  as  he  was,  he  could  not  reform  all  this ;  he  could 
only  keep  clear  of  it  in  his  own  person. 

1  now  come  to  the  main  object  of  my  letter. 

Subscriptions  are  advertised  for  the  purpose  of  raising 
monuments  to  Sir  Eobert  Feel;  and  a  motion  has  been 
made  in  Parliament  for  one  in  Westminster  Abbey  at  the 
publick  expense.  Whatever  may  be  the  precedent,  surely 
the  house  of  God  should  contain  no  object  but  such  as  may 
remind  us  of  His  presence  and  our  duty  to  Him.  Long  ago 
I  proposed  that  ranges  of  statues  and  busts  should  com- 
memorate the  great  worthies  of  our  country.  All  the  lower 
parts  of  our  National  Gallery  might  be  laid  open  for  this 
purpose.  Even  the  best  monuments  in  Westminster  Abbey 
and  St.  Paul's  are  deformities  to  the  edifice.  Let  us  not  con- 
tinue this  disgrace.  Deficient  as  we  are  in  architects,  we 
have  many  good  statuaries,  and  we  might  well  employ  them 
on  the  statues  of  illustrious  commanders,  and  the  busts  of 
illustrious  statesmen  and  writers.  Meanwhile  our  cities,  and 
especiaUy  the  commercial,  would,  I  am  convinced,  act  more 
wisely,  and  more  satisfactorily  to  the  relict  of  the  deceased, 
if,  instead  of  statues,  they  erected  schools  and  almshouses, 
with  an  inscription  to  his  memory. 

We  glory  in  about  sixty  whose  busts  and  statues  may  occupy 
what  are  now  the  "  deep  solitudes  and  awful  ceUs  in  our 
xiational  gallery.  Our  literary  men  of  eminence  are  happily 
more  numerous  than  the  political  or  the  warlike,  or  both 
together.  There  is  only  one  class  of  them  which  might  be  ad- 
vantageously excluded,  namely,  the  theological ;  and  my  reasons 
are  these.  First,  their  great  talents  were  chiefly  employed  on 
controversy ;  secondly,  and  consequently,  their  images  would 
excite  dogmatical  discord,  every  sect  of  the  Anglican  Church, 
and  every  class  of  dissent^,  complaining  of  undue  ^lefetcsvi^^j^* 
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Painture  and  sculpture  lived  in  the  midst  of  corraption,  lived 
throughout  it,  and  seemed  indeed  to  draw  vitality  from  it,  as 
flowers  the  most  delicate  from  noxious  air ;  but  they  collapsed 
at  the  searching  breath  of  free  inquiry,  and  could  not  aoide 
persecution.  The  torch  of  philosophy  never  kindled  the  suf- 
focating faggot,  under  whose  smoke  Theology  was  mistaken 
for  Keligion.  Theology  had,  until  now,  been  speculative  and 
quiescent :  she  abandoned  to  Philosophy  these  humbler  qua- 
lities :  instead  of  allaying  and  dissipating,  as  Philosophy  had 
always  done,  she  excited  and  she  directed,  animosities.  Orien- 
tal in  her  parentage,  and  keeping  up  her  wide  connections  in 
that  country,  she  acquired  there  all  the  artifices  most  neces- 
sary to  the  furtherance  of  her  designs :  among  the  rest  was 
ventriloquism,  which  she  quite  perfected,  making  her  words 
seem  to  sound  from  above  and  from  below  and  from  every 
side  around.  Ultimately,  when  men  had  fallen  on  their  faces 
at  this  miracle,  she  assumed  the  supreme  power.  Kings  were 
her  lackies,  and  nations  the  dust  under  her  palfrey's  hoof. 
By  her  sentence  Truth  was  gagged,  scourged,  branded,  cast 
down  on  the  earth  in  manacles  ;  and  Fortitude,  who  had  stood 
at  Truth's  side,  was  fastened  with  nails  and  pulleys  to  the 
stake-  I  would  not  revive  by  any  images,  in  the  abode  of  the 
graceful  and  the  gentle  Arts,  these  sorrowful  reminiscences. 
The  vicissitudes  of  the  world  appear  to  be  bringing  round 
again  the  spectral  Past.  Let  us  place  great  men  between  it 
and  ourselves :  they  are  all  tutelar :  not  the  warrior  and  the 
statesman  only ;  not  only  the  philosopher ;  but  also  the  histo- 
rian who  follows  them  step  by  step,  and  the  poet  who  secures 
us  from  peril  and  dejection  by  his  counter-charm.  Philoso- 
phers in  most  places  are  unwelcome :  but  there  is  no  better 
reason  why  Shaftesbury  and  Hobbes  should  be  excluded  from 
our  gallery,  than  why  Epicurus  should  have  been  from  Cicero's 
or  Zeno  from  Lucullus's. 

Of  our  sovrans,  I  think  Alfred,  Cromwell,  and  William  HI. 
alone  are  eligible;  and  they,  because  they  opposed  success- 
fully the  subverters  of  the  laws.  Three  viceroys  of  Irdand 
will  deservedly  be  placed  in  the  same  receptacle ;  Sir  John 
Perrot,  Lord  Chesterfield,  and  (in  due  time)  the  last  Lord- 
Deputy.  One  Speaker,  one  only,  of  the  Parliament ;  he  with- 
out whom  no  Parliament  would  be  now  existing ;  he  who  de- 
clared to  HeniT  IV.  that,  until  all  public  grievances  were 
removed,  no  subsidy  should  be  granted.    The  name  of  this 
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Speaker  may  be  found  in  Eapin;  English  historians  talk 
about  facts,  forgetting  men. 

Admirals  and  generals  are  numerous  and  conspicuous. 
Drake,  Blake,  Rodney,  Jervis,  Nelson,  Collingwood ;  the  sub- 
duer  of  Algiers  beaten  down  for  the  French  to  occupy ;  and 
the  defender  of  Acre,  the  first  who  defeated,  discomfited, 
routed,  broke,  and  threw  into  shameful  flight,  Bonaparte. 
Our  generals  are  Marlborough,  Peterborough,  Wellington,  and 
that  successor  to  his  fame  in  India,  who  established  the  em- 
pire that  was  falling  from  us,  who  achieved  in  a  few  days 
two  arduous  victories,  who  never  failed  in  any  enterprise, 
who  accomplished  the  most  difficult  with  the  smallest  expen- 
diture of  blood,  who  corrected  the  disorders  of  the  military, 
who  gave  the  soldier  an  example  of  temperance,  the  civilian 
of  simplicity  and  frugaUty,  and  whose  sole  (but  exceedingly 
great)  reward  was  the  approbation  of  our  greatest  man. 

With  these  come  the  statesmen  of  the  Commonwealth,  the 
students  of  Bacon,  the  readers  of  Philip  Sidney,  the  compa- 
nions of  Algernon,  the  precursors  of  Locke  and  Newton.  Op- 
posite to  them  are  Chaucer,  Spenser,  Shakspeare,  Milton: 
lower  in  dignity,  Dryden,  Pope,  Gray,  Goldsmith,  Cowper, 
Keats,  Scott,  Bums,  Shelley,  Southey,  Byron,  Wordsworth ; 
the  author  of  Hokenlinden  and  the  Battle  of  the  Baltic ;  and 
the  glorious  woman  who  equalled  these  two  animated  works 
in  her  Ivan  and  Casablanca,  Historians  have  but  recently 
risen  up  among  us :  and  long  be  it  before,  by  command  of 
Parliament,  the  chisel  grates  on  the  brow  of  a  Napier,  a 
Grote,  and  a  Macaulay ! 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  STATUE  AT  S.  IVEa 
GUVER  CROMWELL, 

a  good  son,  a  good  husband,  a  good  father, 

a  good  citizen,  a  good  ruler 

both  in  war  and  peace, 

was  bom  in  this  town. 

To  know  his  publick  acts, 

open  the  History  of  England, 

where  it  exhibits  in  few  pages 

(alas  too  few !) 

the  title  of  Commonwealth. 
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SHAKESPEARE'S  HOUSE. 

I  AM  now  writing  to  you  on  the  very  day  and  in  the  very 
town  in  wliich  the  Archseological  Society  is  assembled.  My 
habits  of  life  withhold  me  from  crowded  parties  and  from  long 
speeches ;  therefor  I  would  rather  make  my  solitary  and  silent 
appeal  tlirough  the  JExaminer.  The  report  has  long  been 
prevalent,  and  uncontradicted,  that  the  house  in  which 
Shakespeare  was  bom  is  offered  for  sale.  A  letter  of  Lord 
Morpeth  has  avowed  the  fact,  and  that  government  has 
declined  to  be  the  purchaser.  Are  our  rulers  aware  of  the 
ignominy  that  will  pursue  them  for  their  indifference  to  the 
best  poet  and  the  wisest  man,  whom  not  only  England  but 
God's  whole  world  has  produced  ?  Are  they  aware  that  the 
reign  of  Victoria  will  thus  be  rendered  by  them  inglorioos 
and  disgraceful  in  our  annals  ?  While  many  thousands  of 
pounds  are  expended  in  the  installation  of  a  royal  chancellor 
at  Cambridge,  two  thousand  are  refused  by  the  learned  and 
the  royal  to  preserve  the  most  memorable  edifice  that  exists 
on  earth.  This  edifice  contained  that  illustrious  cradle  near 
which  all  human  learning  shines  faintly,  and  where  lay  that 
infant  who  was  destined  to  glorify  and  exalt  our  greateii 
kings.     And  this  was  among  the  least  of  his  labours. 

I  was  invited  to  assist  in  celebrating  his  birth-d^  at 
Stratford,  and  was  reprehended  for  declining  it.  There 
could  be  no  satisfaction  to  me  in  meeting  a  set  of  people  of 
whom  I  know  nothing,  and  who  know  just  as  little  oi  me : 
nor  am  I  of  opinion  that  Shakespeare  wants  any  celebrity,  or 
that  any  can  be  conferred  on  him  by  knives  and  forks  over 
beef  and  mutton,  or  by  toasts  and  songs,  however  brave  and 
loyal.  But  some  small  honor  may  indeed  be  conferred  both 
on  him  and  on  the  Archaeological  Society,  if,  instead  of  chatter- 
ing and  chewing,  each  member  pays  down  for  the  conservation 
of  Shakespeare's  house  as  much  money  as  he  expends  on  his 
journey  and  his  ordinary.  The  gentlemen  of  Warwickshire 
have  never  been  foremost  in  letters,  in  sciences,  or  in  arts : 
but  if  publick  opinion  takes  an  opposite  direction,  they  have 
now  a  glorious  opportunity  of  controverting  it.  In  my  zeal 
to  elevate  their  character  as  much  as  may  be,  let  me  expieas 
my  firm  conviction  that  altho,  if  Shakespeare  were  living  at 
this  hour,  there  are  scarcely  three  gentlemen  in  the  county 
who  would  bear  any  deference  or  respect  toward  him^  yet  that 
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there  are  many  who  would  stop  their  horses,  and  turn  round 
upou  their  saddles,  to  take  a  la3t  look  at  the  closed  and  lighted 
chamber  of  the  dead,  and  who  would  tell  the  groom,  trotting 
on  again,  that  a  clever  inoffensive  sort  of  man  had  occupied  it. 
Nay,  I  am  confident  that  several  of  them  would  give  orders 
for  cutting  down  an  elm,  if  one  were  wanted  to  make  his 
coffin :  let  them  now  bestow  an  elm,  or  an  elm's  worth,  to 
prop  his  house. 

u  the  crown  and  parliament  are  so  insensible  to  disgrace,  if 
the  English  people  at  large  are  so  ungrateful  to  the  teacher  of 
whom  they  have  been  boasting  all  their  Uves,  let  me  exhort 
and  implore  his  more  immediate  neighbours  to  protect  his 
deserted  mansion. 


In  the  Examiner  of  August  7,  I  find  an  interesting  letter, 
and  personally  to  me  a  very  courteous  one,  from  the  Rev.  Geo. 
Wilkins,  of  Wix,  near  Manningtree.  It  gives  me  the  informa- 
tion that  the  house  in  which  Shakespeare  was  bom  is  no  better 
known  than  Homer's.  Mr.  Wilkins  is  so  obliging  as  to 
promise  that  he  will  "  look-up ''  a  publication  of  his,  in  which 
the  proofs  of  deception  on  this  subject  are  manifest.  It 
appears,  that  the  house  in  question  was  occupied  by  Shake- 
speare's father,  in  the  poet's  boyhood.  The  fact  is  curious, 
that,  in  all  countries,  the  birth-place  of  an  illustrious  man  is 
more  sought  after  than  the  country  of  his  education,  or  of  his 
writings,  or  of  his  exploits.  If  this  in  reaUty  is  not  the  house 
in  which  the  unbaptized  infant  uttered  his  first  cries,  neverthe- 
less it  appears  to  be  the  very  place  in  which  his  first  ideas  ger- 
minated: if  it  was  not  the  birth-place  of  the  child,  it  was  the 
birth-place  of  the  poet. 

Milton  entreats  "  the  colonel  or  knight  at  arms!*  to  protect 
his  habitation,  as  Alexander  had  protected  Pindar's.  For  this 
protection  it  was  not  requisite  to  the  Macedonian  conqueror 
that  the  glorious  Theban  should  have  been  bam  in  any 
chamber  of  it.  I  know  not,  and  care  not,  whether  Schiller 
was  born  in  that  house,  which  a  patriotic  prince  is  restoring, 
and  in  which  an  enthusiastic  nation  sees  the  brightness  of  its 
glory.  It  is  natural  that  some  pleasurable  sensations  should 
arise  in  the  mind  of  Mr.  Wilkins,  on  refiecting  that  the 
ground-work  of  his  education  was  laid  in  the  same  school  to 
which  the  boy  William  Shakespeare,  with  his  satchel  and 
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shining  morning  face,  went,  perhaps  unwillingly.  It  seems 
to  have  imparted  to  him  also  the  rudiments  of  generous  senti- 
ments and  sound  judgment.  He  must  indeed  be  overflowing 
with  heartiness,  who  gives  Lord  Morpeth  and  the  govemmeni 
his  most  "hearty  thanks  for  not  makifig  themselves  agents  or  pat* 
ticipat-ors  in  the  protection  of  Shakespeare's  house.  Such,  until 
I  am  favored  by  Mr.  Wilkins  with  proofs  to  the  contrary,  I 
must  believe  it  to  be,  altho  not  the  house  of  his  birth. 

It  grieves  me  to  be  under  the  necessity  of  remarking,  that 
neither  in  life  nor  in  death  have  men  of  genius  in  England 
been  honored  by  their  government,  of  late,  so  highly  as 
abroad.  It  would  be  indelicate  in  those  to  complain  who  have 
most  reason :  but  I  am  exempted  by  my  humble  station  in 
literature  from  any  suspicion  of  personal  soreness  on  the 
subject,  as  well  as  by  a  station  somewhat  higher  (however 
unworthily)  in  fortune. 

A  sense  of  shame  among  the  administrators  of  our  affairs 
urges  them  at  last  to  take  under  their  patronage  the  roof  and 
rafters  of  Shakespeare's  lowly  mansion.  Let  me  indulge  the 
hope  that  a  similar  feeling  will  make  its  visitors,  in  future, 
abstain  from  the  desecration  they  commit,  by  writing  and 
scratching  their  ignoble  names  upon  the  walls.  If  those  who 
have  committed  this  offence  had  been  sensible  of  decency  and 
shame,  they  would  rather  have  undergone  the  self-inflicted 
penalty  of  Scaevola.  It  would  be  gracious  in  government  to 
obliterate  the  memorials  of  such  thoughtless  guilt,  and  to 
admonish  through  the  beadle  those  who  are  ready  to  commit  it. 
The  gentlemen  of  the  JFoods  and  Forests  teceiwe  their  thoussnds 
yearly  for  their  important  functions ;  a  sum  greater  than  those 
woods  and  forests  bring  to  the  revenue  of  the  country. 
Beyond  a  doubt,  these  gentlemen  well  merit  their  appointment 
Modestly  as  they  have  concealed  their  talents  from  public 
view,  probably  some  of  them  have  rendered  great  services  to 
our  country  by  their  valour;  others  by  profound  philosophical 
inquiries ;  others  by  the  easier  graces  of  polite  literature.  It 
would  be  unreasonable  to  ask  or  expect,  from  those  gentlemen  of 
the  Woods  and  Forests  a  subscription  amounting  to  a  twentieth 
or  a  thirtieth  part  of  what  the  country  has  bestowed  on  them: 
but  in  their  capacity  of  commissioners  of  her  Majesty's  Woods 
and  Forests,  we  may  be  permitted  to  approach  them  with  our 
humble  thanks,  for  acting  so  hberally  as  to  offer  their  patronage 
of  a  housekeeper,  on  the  certain  information  they  have  received 
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that  Shakespeare's  house  was  somewhere  on  the  outskirts  of 
the  Forest  of  Arden,  They  have  therefor  a  clear  right  to  exer- 
cise their  patronage  and  in  placing  an  old  woman  to  protect  it, 
whether  one  of  themselves  or  one  from  beyond  the  pale :  and 
it  is  reported  that,  in  the  general  enthusiasm,  they  are  so 
magnanimous  as  to  afford  this  protection  without  a  petition  to 
parliament  for  the  enlargement  of  their  salaries. 


THE  PROPOSED  NEW  NATIONAL  GALLERY. 

We  are  about  to  build  another  national  picture  gallery;  to 
expend  nearly  a  hundred  thousand  pounds  in  purchasing  the 
land  around  it ;  and  perhaps  the  double  of  that  amount  in  the 
edifice  it«elf.  The  situation  is  not  such  as  will  very  long  exempt 
it  from  the  effect  of  smoke  and  many  other  annoyances.  We 
may  be  sure  that  houses  of  all  descriptions  will  cluster  and 
inclose  it.  For  a  tenth  of  the  money  the  palace  of  Kenshigton, 
obnoxious  to  no  such  inconvenience,  might  be  converted  to 
the  same  purpose.  Little  more  would  be  necessary  than  to 
replace  the  roof  by  one  similar  to  that  of  the  Jiouvre ;  to 
remove  the  partitions  and  floors ;  to  divide  it  into  seven  or 
eight  compartments,  and  to  decorate  the  exterior  with  pilasters. 
The  palace  would  have  this  great  advantage  over  any  new 
structure  :  it  would  be  ready  for  the  reception  of  pictures  in  a 
few  months,  without  danger  of  dampness;  whereas  the  new 
structure,  if  we  may  calculate  by  the  progress  of  other  large 
public  edifices,  would  be  the  work  of  many  years ;  and  succes- 
sive parliamentsjnight  be  called  on  for  successive  grants  beyond 
the  estimate.  But,  in  this  Hospital,  such  of  the  pictures  as 
survived  the  inflictions  they  have  undergone,  may,  tended  by 
careful  nurses,  reach  a  good  old  age. 

It  would  be  a  novelty  in  England,  but  is  none  in  Italy,  in 
Germany,  or  in  France,  to  see  the  abandoned  residences  of 
princes  given  up  to  the  instruction  and  recreation  of  the  people. 
Speculators,  both  the  interested  and  the  fanciful,  will  object  to 
the  scheme  proposed. 

This  is  no  longer  a  royal  residence ;  and,  even  if  it  were, 
the  concession  of  it  would  be  but  a  small  compensation  for 
what  the  people  of  England  has  lately  granted  in  the  con- 
struction of  others. 

Parliament,  at  no  distant  time,  may  insist  on  the  alienation 


v.^ 
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of  what  were  royal  domains  until  an  equivalent  was  voted  and 
accepted.  It  is  only  to  scatter  our  money  among  the  Woodi 
and  Forests,  among  rangers  and  wardens^  among  chancellors 
and  commissioners^  that  the  ministers  of  the  crown  retain  what 
to  the  crown  is  of  small  benefit,  and  might  be  of  great  benefit 
to  the  people.  Property  to  the  amount  of  many  imUions,  now 
uncultivated,  might  be  sold  at  high  prices  to  the  intelligent 
and  industrious ;  and  a  certain  portion  of  the  proceeds  might 
be  set  apart  to  accumulate  for  the  younger  branches  of  the 
royal  family.  Purchasers  wiU  be  more  interested  in  preserving 
what  is  planted  than  they  who  have  received  enormous  salaries 
for  the  office.  Among  the  blessings  we  enjoy  is  the  popularity 
of  our  rulers.  But  has  popularity  in  any  age  been  celebratea 
for  constancy  ?  where  is  that  coast  on  wluch  there  has  been  an 
high  tide  without  an  ebb  ? 

The  architect  who  proposes  to  take  down  an  inconvenient 
building,  or  to  restore  a  dilapidated  one,  must  not  wait  for  a 
stormy  day.  Improvidence  in  the  management  of  a  man^s 
affairs  makes  another  provident,  perhaps  suspicious ;  and  some- 
times a  wise  man  gathers  more  from  an  unwise  than  ever  an 
unwise  from  a  wise. 

Integrity  is  for  once  united  with  sagacity  in  a  Chancellor  of 
the  Exchequer ;  and  we  may  confidently  hope  from  Mr.  Glad- 
stone  what  we  should  vainly  have  expected  from  any  of  his 
predecessors. 

EPITAPH  ON  LADY  BLESSINGTON. 

The  honor  of  literature,  and  of  literary  men,  never  was 
indifferent  to  you.  Knowing  this,  I  venture  to  solicit  a  small, 
yet  perhaps  iindue,  place  in  the  AtAetueum,  I  find  in  the 
"Memoir  of  Lady  Blessington'^  an  epitaph  ascribed  to 
me,  which  a  verger  or  a  gravedigger  would  be  ashamed  to 
have  written;  such  are  its  bald  latinity  and  trivial  conunon* 
place.  It  is  only  by  placing  in  juxta-position  the  true  and  the 
fictitious,  the  favour  which  I  am  now  requesting,  that  the 
reasonableness  and  the  necessity  of  my  appeal  wul  be  quite 
evident. 

The  original. 

Infra  sepvltvin  est  id  omne  qvod  sepeliri  potest 

mvlieris  qvondam  pvlcherrima. 

Ingenivm  syvm  svmmo  Btvdio  colvit, 

aliorrm  pari  adjyyit 
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Bene&cta  bye  oelare  novit ;  ingeniym  non  ita. 

Erga  omneifl  erat  largft  bonitate ; 

peregriniB  eleganter  hospitalis. 

Venit  LTtetiam  Parisiorrm  April!  mense: 

qyarto  Jvnii  die  Bvpremvm  vrrm  obiiti 

The  substituted. 

Hio  eet  depotUum 
Quod  superest  mulieris 
Quondam  pulcherrimsB 
Benefacta  celare  potuit 
Ingenium  suiim  non  potuit 
PerigrinoB  qitoalibet 
OraiA  hotpitalitaU  convocab<U 
LutetiflB  jMuisiorum 
Ad  meliorem  yitam  abiit 
Die  IV  menBis  Junii 
MDCCCXLIX. 

Permit  me,  sir,  here  to  remark,  not  for  the  observance  of  such 
conceited  and  incorrigible  fools  as  this  iconoclast,  but  for  the 
benefit  of  other  readers  and  writers  of  latin  epitaphs,  that  the 
word  deposUum,  which  occurs  in  the  greater  part  of  them,  is 
not  latin  in  this  signification.  To  specify  all  the  blunders  in 
the  patchwork  would  be  tedious.  But,  benefacta  celare  jpoivU, 
omitting  sva,  and  putting  svvm  in  the  next  line,  would  leave 
for  interpretation  that  she  could  conceal  another's  beneficence^ 
but  could  not  her  own  talents.  The  qvoslibet  would  infer  that 
she  was  not  very  choice ;  and  the  convocabat  that  she  sounded 
a  gong  to  bring  people  in  promiscuously.  The  last  two  lines, 
properly  construed,  would  inform  us  that  she  left  Gtore  House 
for  a  better  Ufe  at  Paris. 

Your  lady  readers  may  perhaps  wish  to  see  my  english  of 
the  epitaph. 

To  the  Memory  of  Marguerite,  Countess  of  Blessmffton, 
Underneath  is  buried  all  that  could  be  buried  of  a  woman  onoe  most 
beautiful.  She  cultivated  her  genius  with  the  greatest  leal,  and  fostered  it 
in  others  with  equal  assiduity.  The  benefits  she  conferred  she  could  ooa- 
ceal,  her  talents  not  Elegant  in  her  hospitality  to  strangers,  charitable  to 
aU,  she  retired  to  Paris  in  April,  and  there  she  breathed  her  last  on  the  4th 
of  June  1849. 

It  may  be  thought  superfluous  to  remark  that  epitaphs  have 
certain  qualities  in  common ;  for  instance,  all  are  encomiastic. 
The  main  difference  and  the  main  difficulty  lie  in  the  exoression, 
since  nearly  all  people  are  placed  on  the  same  level  in  the 
epitaph  as  in  the  grave.    Hence,  out  of  eleven  or  twelve 
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thousand  latin  ones,  ancient  and  modem,  I  find  scarcely  tliree- 
score  in  which  there  is  originality  or  elegance.  Pure  latinity  is 
not  uncommon,  and  is  perhaps  as  little  uncommon  in  the 
modern  as  in  the  ancient,  where  certain  forms  exclude  it,  to 
make  room  for  what  appeared  more  venerable.  Notliing  is 
now  left  to  be  done  but  to  bring  forward,  in  due  order  and  just 
proportions,  the  better  peculiarities  of  character  composing  the 
features  of  the  dead,  and  modulating  the  tones  of  grief. 


TO  THE  REVEREND  CHARLES  CUTHBERT  SOUTHEY  ON  HIS 
FATHER'S  CHARACTER  AND  PUBLIC  SERVICEa 

It  is  not  because  I  enjoyed  your  father's  friendship,  my  dear 
sir,  that  I  am  now  about  to  send  you  my  testimony  to  his 
worth.  Indeed  that  very  friendship,  and  the  frequent  expres- 
sion of  it  in  his  letters  for  more  than  forty  years,  have  made 
me  hesitate  too  long  before  the  public. 

Never  in  the  course  of  my  existence  have  I  known  a  man 
so  excellent  on  so  many  points.  What  he  was  as  a  son,  is 
now  remembered  by  few ;  what  he  was  as  a  husband  and  a 
father,  shows  it  more  clearly  than  the  best  memory  could 
represent  it.  The  purity  of  his  youth,  the  integrity  of  his 
manhood,  the  soundness  of  his  judgment,  and  the  tenderness 
of  his  heart,  they  alone  who  have  been  blest  with  the  same 
qualities  can  appreciate.  And  who  are  they?  Many  with 
one,  some  with  more  than  one,  nobody  with  all  of  them  in  the 
like  degree.  So  there  are  several  who  possess  one  quality  of 
his  poetry ;  none  who  possess  the  whole  variety. 

Ix)r  poetry  there  must  be  invention,  energy,  truth  of  con- 
ception, wealth  of  words,  and  purity  of  diction.  HLs  were 
inaeed  all  these,  excepting  one ;  and  that  one  often  came  when 
called  for;  I  mean  energy.  Tliis  is  the  chief  characteristic 
and  highest  merit  of  Byron;  it  is  also  Scott's,  and  perhaps 
more  than  equally.  Shelley  is  not  deficient  in  it;  nor  is 
Keats,  whose  heart  and  soul  is  sheer  poetry,  overflowing  from 
its  fermentation.  Wordsworth  is  as  meditative  and  thought- 
ful as  your  father,  but  less  philosophical ;  his  intellect  was  less 
amply  stored;  his  heart  was  narrower.  He  knew  the  fields 
better  than  men,  and  ordinary  men  better  than  extraordinary. 
He  is  second  to  your  father  alone,  of  all  poets,  ancient  or 
modem,  in  local  description.  The  practice  of  the  ancients  has 
inculcated  the  belief  that  scenery  should  be  rare  and  scanty  in 
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oic  poetry.  Even  those  among  them  who  introduce  us  into 
toral  life  are  sparing  of  it.  Little  ia  there  in.  Theocritus, 
dly  a  glimpse  in  Moschus  or  Bion :  but  Yirgil  has  more 
I  better  of  (what  is  called)  description,  in  his  ^neid  than 
his  Eclogues  or  Georgic».     The  other  epic  poets,  whatever 

age  or  country,  are  little  worth  noticing,  with  the  single 
I  sole  exception  of  Apollonius.  I  do  not  call  epic  that 
icli  is  written  in  a  lyric  meter,  nor  indeed  in  any  species 
rhyme.  For,  the  cap  and  bells  should  never  surmount  the 
met  and  breast-plate.  To  tlie  epic  not  only  a.  certain  spirit 
;  also  a  certain  form  is  requisite,  and  not  only  in  the  main 
ly,  but  likewise  in  the  minute  articulations.  Ariosto  and 
J30  are  lyric  romancers.  To  call  Milton  epic  or  heroic 
uld  degriide  him  from  bis  dignity.  To  call  Paradise  Lost 
livine  poem  is  in  every  sense  of  the  word  to  call  it  rightly. 
m  inclined  to  think  there  is  more  of  beautiful  and  appro- 
ate  scenery  in  Roderie  alone,  than  the  whole  range  of  poetry, 
all  its  lands,  contains.  Whatever  may  be  the  feeling  of 
lers  in  regard  to  it,  I  find  it  a  relief  from  sanguinary  actions 
1  conflicting  passions,  to  rest  a  while  beyond,  but  within 
bt.  However,  the  poet  ought  not  at  any  time  to  grow  cool 
1  inactive  in  the  field  of  battle,  nor  retire  often,  nor  long. 
The  warmest  admirers  of  "Wordsworth  are  nevertheless  so 
anted  by  antiquity,  that  there  are  few  among  them,  I 
ieve,  who  would  venture  to  call  him,  what  I  have  no 
iitation  in  doing,  the  superior  both  of  Vi^^l  and  of 
eocritus  in  description.  And  description,  let  it  be  remem- 
red,  is  not  his  only  nor  his  higliest  excellence.  Before  I 
ue  to  look  into  his  defects,  I  am  ready  to  assert  that  he  has 
ilten  a  greater  number  of  good  sonneta  than  all  the  other 
meteers  in  Europe  put  together;  yet  sometimes  in  these 
npositions,  as  in  many  others  of  the  smaller,  he  is  expletive 
d  diffuse ;  which  Southey  never  is.  Bural  and  hamole  life 
s  brought  him  occasionally  to  a  comparison  with  Crabbe. 
ley  who  in  their  metaphors  are  fond  ofapplying  the  physical 

the  moral,  might  say  perhaps  that  Wordsworth  now  and 
m  labors  under  a  diarrhcea ;  Crabbe  nnder  a  constipation ; 
;h  without  the  slightest  symptom  of  fever  or  excitement, 
imeasurably  above  Crabbe,  and  widely  different,  less  graphic, 
s  concise,  less  anatomical,  he  would  come  nearer  to  Cowper, 
d  he  Cowper's  humour.  This,  which  Wordsworth  totally 
D'ced  your  father  had  abundantly.  Certainly  tiie  commentatot 
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who  extolled  him  for  universality,  intended  no  ironj^  altho 
it  seems  one.  He  wanted  not  only  universality,  but  variety, 
in  which  none  of  our  later  poets  is  comparable  to  Southey, 
His  humour  is  gentle  and  delicate,  yet  exuberant.  If  in  the 
composition  of  Wordsworth  there  had  been  this  one  ingredient, 
he  would  be  a  Cowper  in  solution,  with  a  crust  of  prose  at  the 
bottom,  and  innumerable  flakes  and  beeswings  floating  up  and 
down  loosely  and  languidly.  Much  of  the  poetry  lately,  and 
perhaps  even  stil,  in  estimation,  reminds  me  of  plashy  and 
stagnant  water,  with  here  and  there  the  broad  flat  leaves  of  itt 
fair  but  scentless  lily  on  the  surface,  showing  at  once  a  want 
of  depth  and  of  movement.  I  would  never  say  this  openly, 
either  to  the  censurers  or  favorers  of  such  as  it  may  appear  to 
concern.  For  it  is  inhumane  to  encourage  enmities  and  dis- 
likes, and  scarcely  less  so  to  diminish  an  innocent  pleasure  in 
good  creatures  incapable  of  a  higher.  I  would  not  persuade^ 
if  I  could,  those  who  are  enraptured  with  a  morrice-dancer 
and  a  blind  fiddler,  that  their  raptures  ought  to  be  reserved 
for  a  Grisi  and  a  Beethoven,  and  that  if  they  are  very  happy 
they  are  very  wrong.  The  higher  kinds  of  poetry,  of  painture, 
and  of  sculpture,  can  never  be  duly  estimated  by  the  majority 
even  of  the  intellectual.  The  marbles  of  the  Parthenon  and 
the  Odes  of  Pindar  bring  many  false  worshippers,  few  sincere. 
Cultivation  will  do  much  in  the  produce  of  the  nobler  arts, 
but  there  are  only  a  few  spots  into  which  this  cultivation 
can  be  carried.  Of  what  use  is  the  plough,  or  the  harrow, 
or  the  seed  itself,  if  the  soil  is  sterile  and  the  climate  un- 
congenial P 

Bemarks  have  been  frequently  and  justly  made,  on  the 
absurdity  of  classing  in  tlie  same  category  the  three  celebrated 
poets  who  resided  contemporaneously,  and  in  fellowship,  near 
the  Lakes.  There  is  no  resemblance  between  any  two  of  them 
in  the  features  and  character  of  their  poetry.  Southey  could 
grasp  great  subjects,  and  completely  master  them;  Coleridge 
never  attempted  it;  Wordsworth  attempted  it,  and  failcKL 
He  has  left  behind  him  no  poem,  no  series  or  collection  of  hi% 
requiring  and  manifesting  so  great  and  diversified  powers  at 
are  exhibited  in  Marmion,  or  Tie  Lady  of  the  Lake^x^ 
JRaderic,  or  Thalaba,  or  Kehama.  His  Excwrsion  is 
congeries  of  small  independent  poems,  several  very  pl^ 
Breaking  up  this  unwieldy  vessel,  he  might  have  coi 
but  of  its  material  several  eclogues;  craft  drawing  little 
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eridge  left  unfinished,  year  after  year,  until  his  death, 
•omising  ChrUtabel.  Before  he  fell  exhausted  from  it, 
1  done  enough  to  prove  that  he  could  write  good  poetry, 
lough  to  prove  that  he  could  ever  be  a  great  poet.  He 
ith  spirit  and  velocity  a  short  distance,  then  dropt. 
ling  no  less  in  prose  than  in  poetry,  he  raised  expectations 

were  suddenly  overclouded  and  blank,  undertook  what 
is  conscious  he  never  should  perform,  and  declared  he 
usily  employed  in  what  he  had  only  dreamt  of.  Never 
ove  more  imaginary  than  his  love  of  truth.  Not  only 
3  never  embrace  her,  never  bow  down  to  her  and  worship 
mt  he  never  looked  her  earnestly  in  the  face.  Possessing 
ost  extraordinary  powers  of  mind,  his  unsteddiness  gave 
:he  appearance  of  weakness.  Few  critics  were  more 
,  more  sensitive,  more  comprehensive;  but,  like  other 
what  he  could  say  most  eloquently  he  said  most  willingly; 
e  would  rather  give  or  detract  with  a  large  full  grasp, 
weigh  deliberately. 

[lat  a  difference  there  is  between  the  characters  of  Coleridge 
•f  Soathey  !  Coleridge  was  fond  of  indulging  in  a  soft 
•nity,  while  all  the  energy  of  Southey  lay  in  his  benevo- 
Southey  had  long  and  continuous  trains  of  thought ; 
idge  was  unable  to  hold  together,  in  poetry  or  prose,  as 
.  as  might  be  contained  in  half  a  dozen  pages.     Southey 

walkt  upon  tenacious  clay ;  Coleridge  on  deep  and  spark- 
ihingle.     Southey  valued  truth  above  all  things;  Cole- 
prized  the  copy  far  more  highly  than   the   original, 
vould  rather  see  it  reflected  in  the  glass  than  right  DKefore 
He  was  giddy  by  the  plethora  of  power,  and  after  a  few 

he  was  constrained  to  stop.     He  wanted  not  time  to 

the  finest  of  his  poems,  the  Christabel,  but  the  means  he 
ed.  I  think  more  highly  of  his  Ancient  Manner  than 
ley  did ;  but  there  are  several  poems  of  Shelley,  Keats, 
(Vordsworth,  incomparably  better.  Here  I  speak  of  poets 
write  no  longer ;  I  might  speak  it  as  justly  of  quite  as 
^  who  are  moving  in  the  same  path  among  us  every  day. 
ral  of  these  have  struck  as  deep  a  root,  but  in  none  of 

are  there  such  wide  ramifications.  Coleridge  would 
written  a  restless  and  rambling  history ;  part  very  rich 
part  very  ragged,  its  holes  stuffed  up  with  metapnysics 
disquisition,  without  a  man^s  face  to  be  seen  throughout : 
hey  has  shown  us  he  could  do  more   than   axvj  ^^^ 
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Englishman  had  done  in  this  department^  until  Napier  came 
and  won  from  him  the  Peninsula. 

Conscience  with  Southey  stood  on  the  other  side  of  Enthu- 
siasm. What  he  saw,  he  said ;  what  he  found,  he  laid  open. 
He  alone  seems  to  have  been  aware  that  criticism,  to  be  com- 
plete, must  be  both  analytical  and  synthetic.  Every  work 
should  be  measured  by  some  standard.  It  is  only  by  such 
exposition  and  comparison  of  two,  more  or  less  similar  in  the 
prominent  points,  that  correctness  of  arbitriment  can  be 
attained.  All  men  are  critics ;  all  men  judge  the  written  or 
unwritten  words  of  others.  It  is  not  in  works  of  imagination, 
as  you  would  think  the  most  likely  for  it,  but  it  is  chiefly  in 
criticism  that  writers  at  the  present  day  are  discursive  and 
erratic.  Among  our  regular  bands  of  critics  there  is  almost 
as  much  and  as  ill-placed  animosity  on  one  side,  aud  enthu- 
siasm on  the  other,  as  there  is  among  the  vulgar  voters  at  par- 
liamentary elections,  and  they  who  differ  from  them  are  pelted 
as  heartily.  In  the  performance  of  the  ancient  drama  there 
were  those  who  modulated  with  the  pipe  the  language  of  the 
actor.  Ko  such  instrument  is  founa  in  the  wardrobe  of  our 
critics,  to  temper  their  animosity  or  to  direct  their  enthusiasm. 
Tour  father  carried  it  with  him  wherever  he  sat  in  judgment; 
because  he  knew  that  his  sentence  would  be  recorded,  and  not 
only  there.  Oblivion  is  the  refuge  of  the  unjust ;  but  their 
coiiSdence  is  vain  in  the  security  of  that  sanctuary.  The  most 
idle  and  ignorant  hold  arguments  on  literary  merit.  Usually, 
the  commencement  is,  '  I  think  with  you,  but,  &c.,  or  ^  I  do  not 
think  with  you!  The  first  begins  with  a  false  position ;  and 
there  is  probably  one,  and  more  than  one,  on  each  side.  The 
second  would  be  quite  correct  if  it  ended  at  the  word  think; 
for  there  are  few  who  can  do  it,  and  fewer  who  will.  The 
kindlier  tell  us  that  no  human  work  is  perfect.  This  is 
untrue:  many  poetical  works  are;  many  of  Horace,  more 
of  Catullus,  stil  more  of  Lafontaine;  if  indeed  fable  may 
be  admitted  as  poetry  by  coming  in  its  garb  and  equipage. 
Surely  there  are  some  of  Moore's  songs,  and  sev^ 
of  Barry  Cornwall's,  absolutely  perfect:  surely  there  are 
also  a  few  small  pieces  in  the  italian  and  french.  I 
wonder,  on  a  renewed  investigation,  to  find  so  few  among  the 
Greeks.  But  the  fluency  of  the  language  carried  them  too 
frequently  on  the  shallows;  and  even  in  the  graver  and 
more  sententious  the  current  is  greater  than  the  depth.     The 
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s  sometimes  a  sandbank.  In  the  elegant  and  graceful 
lere  is  often  not  only  much  feather  and  little  barb, 
barb  wants  weight  to  carry  it  with  steddiness  and 
to  the  mark.  Milton  and  Cowper  were  the  first  and 
mg  us  who  breathed  without  oppression  on  the  serene 
ludless  highths  where  the  Muses  were  bom  and 
1.  Each  was  at  times  a  truant  from  his  school ;  but 
e  lower  of  the  two,  in  his  Task,  has  done  what  ex- 
few  of  his  preceptors  could  do.  Alas  !  his  attic  honey 
last  turned  sour  by  the  leaven  of  fanaticism.  I  wish 
Groldsmith,  and  your  father,  could  call  to  order  some 
rous  members  of  our  poetical  yacht-club,  who  are 
a  great  deal  of  canvas  on  a  slender  mast,  and  '  un- 
regions  dare  explore'  without  compass,  plummet,  on* 

Nobody  was  readier  than  Southey  to  acknowledge 
his  capacity  of  laureate,  he  had  written  some  indifferent 
but  it  was  better  than  his  predecessor's  or  successor's 
ar  occasions.  Personages  whom  he  was  expected  to 
aorate  lookt  the  smaller  for  the  elevation  of  their 
,  and  their  naturally  coarse  materials  crumbled  under 
>ter's  hand.  Against  these  frail  memorials  we  may 
ace  his  Inscriptions,  and  challenge  all  nations  to  con- 
lem.  We  are  brought  by  these  before  us  to  the 
J.  contemplation  of  his  own  great  merits  lying  unno- 
:o  the  indignant  recollection  of  the  many  benefices, 
is  departure,  and  since  you  were  admitted  into  holy 
bestowed  by  chancellors  and  bishops  on  clergymen 
iguished  in  literature  or  \irtue.*  And  there  has  often 
powerful  call  where  there  has  been  a  powerful  can-* 

The  father  puts  on  the  colors  of  the  candidate; 
candidate,  if  successful,  throws  a  scarf  and  a  lambskin 
3  shoulder  of  the  son.  Meanwhile,  the  son  of  that 
id  almost  universal  genius,  who,  above  all  others,  was 
jr,  truly,  and  emphatically,  and  not  by  a  vain  title,  De- 
of  the  Faith,  defender  far  more  strenuous  and  more 
than  any  prelatical  baron  since  the  Reformation ;  who 
leld  more  efficiently,  because  more  uprightly,  the  as- 
and  endangered  constitution  of  the  realm  than  any  party- 
;hin  the  walls  of  the  Parliament-house ;  who  declined  the 
cy  which  was  offered  to  him  and  the  seat  to  which  he 

equent  to  the  date  of  this  letter  a  living  was  bestowed  on  Cuthbert 
by  Lord  Chancellor  Truro. 
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was  elected ;  he  leaves  an  only  son,  ill-provided  for,  with  a 
family  to  support.  Different,  far  different,  was  Ais  conduct  in 
regard  to  those  whom  the  desire  of  fame  led  away  from  the 
road  to  fortune.  He  patronized  a  greater  number  of  intellectual 
and  virtuous  young  men,  and  more  warmly,  more  effectually, 
than  all  the  powerful.  I  am  not  quite  certain  that  poet^  is 
general  are  the  best  deserving  of  patronage :  he  nowever 
could  and  did  sympathise  with  them,  visit  them  in  their 
affliction, 'and  touch  their  unsoundness  tenderly,  Invidious- 
ness  seems  to  be  the  hereditary  ophthalmia  of  our  unfortunate 
family;  he  tended  many  labouring  under  the  disease,  and 
never  was  infected.  Several  of  those  in  office,  I  am  credibly 
informed,  have  entered  the  fields  of  literature ;  rather  for  its 
♦ay-making,  I  presume,  than  for  its  cultivation.  Whatever 
might  have  been  the  disadvantages  to  your  father  from  their 
competition,  will  I  hope,  be  unvisited  upon  you.  On  the 
contrary,  having  seen  him  safe  in  the  earth,  probably  they  will 
not  grudge  a  little  gold-leaf  for  the  letters  on  his  gravestone, 
now  you  have  been  able  to  raise  it  out  of  the  materials  he  has 
left  behind.  We  may  expect  it  reasonably;  for  a  brighter 
day  already  is  dawning.  After  a  quarter  of  a  million  spent  in 
the  enlargement  of  royal  palaces  and  the  accommodation  of 
royal  horses ;  after  a  whole  miUion  laid  out  under  Westminster 
Bridge ;  after^n  incalculable  sum  devoted  to  another  Tower 
of  B^el,  for  as  many  tongues  to  wag  in ;  the  Queen's  Majesty 
has  found  munificent  advisers,  recommending  that  the  entire 
of  twenty-five  pomids  annnally  shall  be  granted  to  the  repre- 
sentative of  that  officer  who  spent  the  last  years  of  his  life,  and 
life  itself,  in  doing  more  for  England's  coumierce  than 
Alexander  and  the  Ptolemies  did  for  the  world's.  He  quelled 
the  terrors  of  the  desert,  and  drew  England  and  India  close 
together.  

ANECDOTE  OF  LORD  CHANCELLOR  THURLOW. 

Chancellor  Thurlow,  who  was  endowed  with  as  little  of 
religion  as  of  morality,  and  with  scarcely  more  of  law  than  of 
either,  was  detained  by  a  thunder  storm  at  a  country  inn. 
The  storm  continued  longer  than  such  storms  usually  do,  and 
the  Chancellor,  tired  of  waiting  its  termination,  askt  the 
hostess  whether  she  had  any  books  in  the  house.  She 
brought  the  Bible,  he  tossed  it  away  :  "  What  I  nothing  elUt 
old  lady  r 
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She  then  brought  Horsle/s  Sermons,     '^  Who  the  Devil 

8  he  r 

"  Our  parson,  Sir,  left  the  book  for  me  to  read  on  Sundays : 
[  don't  hiaw  who  wrote  it»" 

To  cure  idleness  by  short  distraction,  his  lordship  opened  the 
^olume,  and  continued  to  read  in  it  for  a  whole  hour,  even  for 
lome  time  after  the  rain  had  ceased.  He  was  so  struck  and 
10  occupied  with  it,  that  he  carried  it  unconsciously  quite  up 
io  the  carriage  steps.  He  then  threw  it  back  to  the  hostess, 
nuttering  "  Fll  be  damned  if  I  don't  make  this  fellow  a 
\ishopJ'  He  was  as  good  as  his  word ;  which  indeed  it  was 
iasy  to  be.  I  am  reminded  of  this  occurrence  by  your  mention 
)f  Lord  Truro's  wise  and  noble  patronage  of  Southey's  son. 
^ever  were  two  chancellors,  or  two  men,  more  utterly  dis- 
dmilar.  If,  as  Lord  John  Russell  proposes,  church-livings 
ire  to  be  removed  from  the  chancellor's  gift  to  the  premier's, 
re  have  probably  seen  the  last  instance  of  patronage  bestowed 
or  services  rendered  to  the  state,  irrespective  of  party.  His 
ordship  has  been  unable  to  conceal  this  secret.  Would  it 
lot  be  better  to  sell  in  perpetuity  all  the  crown  advowsons  by 
)ublic  auction  ?  The  incumbents  would  then,  in  general,  be 
:nown  to  the  parishioners,  and  one  source  of  baseness  and 
:orruption  be  cut  clear  off,  and  more  than  one  year's  window- 
ax  redeemed. 

THE  QUARTERLY  REVIEW. 

The  Quarterly  Review  for  December,  '49,  was  shown  to  me 
his  morning,  for  the  sake  of  a  note  in  p.  130.  A  reviewer 
«mes  valiantly  forth  in  his  obscurity,  and  strikes  at  me  in  the 
lottom  of  a  page,  without  provocation  and  without  aim. 
Nothing  of  mine  was  in  question:  the  subject  was  utterly 
emote.  Rabid  animals  run  strait:  could  not  this?  is  he 
)lind  ?  apparently.  The  Quarterly  would  prolong  its  painful 
itruggles  for  existence  by  clinring  to  my  name. 

Speaking  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington's  Dispatches,  the 
ieviewer  observes,  "  When  French  people  could  not  resist  the 
evidence  of  all  great  gifts  and  noble  qualities  with  which  that 
•ecord  was  filled — when  they  owned  that  it  would  not  do  to 
>ersist  in  their  old  vein  of  disparagement  now  the  world  had 
)efore  it  that  series  of  writings  in  which  it  was  impossible  to 
lay  whether  one  should  admire  most,  the  range  of  knowledi^> 
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reflection,  sense,  and  wisdom,  or  the  unaffected  display  of  eveiy 
manly,  modest,  and  human  feeh'ng  under  an  almost  infinite 
variety  of  circumstances,  and  all  conveyed  in  language  of  such 
inimitable   simplicity,    so  thorouglJy   the   style    becoming  a 
Captain  and  Statesman  of  the  most  illustrious  class; — when 
tliis  was  the  result  in  France,  the  home  faction  saw  it  was 
time  to  consider  the  matter,  and  they  undoubtedly  showed, 
and   have   continued   to   show,    proper   si^ns  of  repentance^ 
The   exceptions   are  very  few.     Here  in  England  we  know 
of  none   at  all   in  what  can  be  called  society — of  none  in 
the  periodical  press,  heyond  its  very  lowest  disgraces.     Among 
authors,"  &c. 

It  would  be  well  if  the  writer  of  this  verbose  and  rambling 
note  had  attempted,  at  least  the  '^  inimitable  simplicity^'  which 
he  has  been  taught  by  some  wiser  authority  to  commend.  No 
man  ever  praised  more  unreservedly  or  more  heartily  the 
Duke  of  Wellington's  style,  honesty,  wisdom,  and  achieve- 
ments, than  I  have  always  done ;  and  though  his  Grace  may 
care  little  for  such  commendations,  he  will  probably,  if  ever 
he  hears  of  them,  set  them  somewhere  apart  from  the  Quarterly 
Seviewe/s. 

The  Reviewer  proceeds  to  number  me  among  the  iame 
faction.  Certainly  I  never  was  "  at  home''  in  it,  and  never 
knew  where  its  home  was ;  I  never  was  at  a  public  dinner,  at 
a  club,  or  hustings.  I  never  influenced  or  attempted  to 
influence  a  vote ;  yet  many,  and  not  only  of  my  own  tenants, 
have  askt  me  to  whom  they  should  give  theirs.  If  the 
Reviewer  is  desirous  of  obtaining  any  favour  from  the  Duke 
of  WelHngton,  let  me  assure  him  that  the  safest  way  is  by 
descending  from  flattery  to  truth.  Even  the  Duke  (as  future 
ages,  like  the  present,  will  call  him)  could  not  make  liis  actions 
greater  than  they  are ;  they  can  only  be  diminisht,  as  the 
steps  of  holy  places,  by  the  groveling  knees  and  importunate 
kisses  of  fanatic  worshipers.  When  I  commend  the  concise- 
ness, the  manliness,  the  purity,  of  the  Duke's  style,  it  is  not^ 
as  it  must  be  in  the  Reviewer,  from  hearsay  and  tradition. 
Let  him  also  be  taught,  and  repeat  with  less  ostentation  and 
more  reverence,  that  far  above  the  faded  flowers  wherewith  his 
puny  hands  have  bestrewn  the  great  man's  road,  our  Deliverer 
has  conflrmed  the  religious,  more  than  all  the  theologians  in 
the  country,  in  the  belief  that  there  is  a  superintending  and  a 
ruling  Power,  under  which,  and  by  whose  especial  guidance^ 
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a  single  arm  can  scatter  myriads  of  the  powerful,  and  raise  up 
prostrate  nations. 

I  must  now  mount  again  the  *'  bad  eminence*'  on  which  it 
hath  pleased  this  gentleman  to  place  me.  '^  Among  authors 
of  books  of  any  sort  of  note,"  he  continues,  "  verse  or  prose, 
we  recollect  of  none,  unless  Mr.  W.  Savage  Landor,  who, 
however,  clings  with  equal  pertinacity  to  his  ancient  abuse  of 
Bonaparte  as  a  blockhead  and  a  coward — of  Byron  as  a  rhymer 
iohoUy  devoid  of  genius  or  wit — of  Pitt  as  a  villain — of  Fox  as 
a  scoundrel — of  Canning  as  a  scamp — and  so  on!' 

Now  I  appeal  to  you,  and  to  every  man  who,  however  neg- 
ligently or  however  malignantly,  has  red  my  writings,  whether 
my  education  and  habits  of  life  have  permitted  me  such  lan- 
guage. It  is  such  as  no  gentleman  could  either  have  used  or 
have  attributed  to  another.  Even  if  the  phrases  were  reduced 
to  synonymes  of  more  decorum,  the  falsehood  of  the  statement 
would  remain.  I  have  never  called  Bonaparte  a  blockhead  or 
a  coward,  I  would  not  call  by  such  a  name  even  the  writer  of 
this  criticism.  Bonaparte  committed  many  gross  errors,  some 
in  polity,  some  in  war ;  greater  indeed  and  more  numerous 
than  any  leader  of  equal  eminence.  He  lost  three  great  armies ; 
he  abandoned  three  in  defeat. 

It  is  curious  that  the  Quarterly  Review  should  rail  against 
my  opinion  on  Bonaparte,  when  the  only  man  of  genius  con- 
nected with  it,  Southey,  far  exceeded  me  in  hostility  to  that 
sanguinary  and  selfish  despot.  His  laws  against  ihe  press 
were  more  numerous  and  more  stringent  than  ever  had  existed 
in  any  country,  and  alienate  from  him  every  true  friend  of 
liberty  and  letters.  His  cruelty  to  Toussaint  L'Ouverture 
(omitting  an  infinitude  of  others)  was  such  as  Cliarles  IX. 
would  have  discountenanced,  and  such  as  could  liardly  have 
been  perpetrated  by  his  compatriot  Eccellino.  His  miscalcu- 
lations in  Syria,  in  Egypt,  in  Spain,  in  Germany,  in  Russia, 
where  an  open  road  to  conquest  lay  before  him  along  the 
Baltic,  will  supplant  in  anotlier  age  the  enthusiasm  that  now 
supports  him.  It  is  singular  that  a  QuarterlyReviewer  should 
assail  me  for  joining  all  his  leaders  in  hostility  to  this 
destroyer ;  and  scarcely  is  it  less  so  that  I  should  continue  on 
terms  of  intimacy  with  many  the  most  prominent  of  his 
admirers.  Throughout  life  it  has  been  my  good  fortune  to 
enjoy  the  unbroken  and  unaltered  friendship  of  virtuous  and 
illustrious  men  whose  political  opinions  have  been.  «ji:^^x»s^ 
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If  it  is  any  honor,  it  has  been  conferred  on  me,  to  have 
received  from  Napoleon's  heir  the  literary  work  he  composed 
in  prison,  well  knowing,  as  he  did,  and  expressing  his  regret 
for,  my  sentiments  on  his  uncle.  The  explosion  of  the  first 
cannon  against  Rome  threw  us  apart  for  ever. 

Of  Byron  I  never  have  spoken  as  a  mere  rhymer;  I  never 
have  represented  him  as  destitute  of  genius  or  of  wit.     He 
had  much  of  both,  with  much  energy,  not  always  well  applied. 
Lord  Malmesbury  has  informed  us  that  Mr.  Pitt  entered  into 
the  war  against  Trance  contrary  to  his  own  opinion,  to  gratify 
the  king.     If  so,  the  word  villain  would  carry  with  it  too  1 
feeble  a  sound  for  me  to  employ  it,  even  in  the  company  of ' 
such  persons  as  my  critick,  supposing  me  ever  to  have  beea 
conversant  in  such.     My  intimacy  with  the  friends  and  near 
relatives  of  Mr.  Fox  would  have   certainly   closed  my  lips 
against  the  utterance  of  the  appellation  of  scoundrel  in  regard 
to  him.     He  had  more  and  warmer  friends  than  any  statesman 
upon  record :  he  was  ingenuous,  hberal,  learned,  philosophical: 
he  was  the  delight  of  social  Hfe,  the  ornament  of  domestick. 
Mr.  Fox  was  a  man  of  genius,  and  (what  in  the  present  day  is 
almost  as  rare)  a  gentleman.     Specimens  of  either  character 
may  never  have  fallen  in  the  Reviewer's  way ;  and  if  peradven- 
ture  they  should  have,  probably  it  was  not  very  closely,  and 
his  inexperience  may  easily  have  mistaken  tliem.     Reverence 
for  the  unknown,  or  for  the  dimly  seen,  may  indeed  be  common 
to  the  vulgar;  but  here  is  an  instance  that  it  is  by  no  means 
universal. 

Mr.  Canning  was  a  graceful  writer  both  in  poetry  and 
prose:  he  had  also  the  gift  of  eloquence  in  debate.  His 
conduct  towards  his  colleague  in  the  Administration  lost  him 
aU  his  popularity,  which  was  not  recovered  by  his  asking  an 
office  from  the  Minister  he  had  traduced  and  fought.  The 
word  scamp  was  applied  to  Mr.  Canning  by  the  late  Lord 
Yarmouth,  who  certainly  ought  to  have  known  its  full  signifi- 
cation.  It  was  on  the  morning  when,  second  to  Lord  Castle- 
reagh,  he  saved  Mr.  Canning's  life,  desiring  his  cousin  to  give 
"the  scamp  a  chance,'^  by  taking  into  the  field,  not  his  own 
well-tried  pistols,  but  those  which  Lord  Yarmouth  had  brought 
with  him  and  laid  upon  the  table.  This  account  I  received 
from  the  only  other  person  then  present,  and  now  living. 
But  whatever  I  may  continue  to  think  of  Mr.  Canning,  I  prefei 
a  phraseology  somewhat  circuitous  to  a  monosyllable  better 
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adapted  to  the  style  and  temper  of   the  Eeviewer  than  to 
mine. 

Few  writers  have  been  less  obnoxious  to  rudeness  and  im- 
pertinence than  I  have  been;  and  I  should  abstain  from 
noticing  them  now,  had  they  been  unaccompanied  by  a  mis- 
representation of  my  manners  and  a  forgery  of  my  words. 
These  are  grave  offences,  such  as  public  justice  takes  out  of 
private  hands.  I  remember  a  fable  of  Phsedrus,  in  which  a 
mischievous  youth  cast  a  pebble  at  a  quiet  way-farer,  who, 
instead  of  resentment  or  remonstrance,  aavises  him  to  perform 
the  same  exploit  on  a  dignitary  then  coming  up.  I  am  quieter 
than  the  dignitary,  and  even  than  the  quiet  man.  Instead  of 
sending  to  the  cross  or  to  the  whipping-post  the  miscliievous 
youth  who  passes  over  the  road  to  cast  his  pebble  at  me, 
altho  I  might  not  perhaps  beg  him  off  from  the  latter  in- 
flictions, I  would  entreat  his  employer,  the  moment  I  could 
learn  the  editor's  name,  to  continue  the  payment  of  his  wages, 
and  to  ilirow  in  an  additional  trifle  for  his  (however  ill-directed) 
originality.     I  suspect  he  will  neither  be  so  grateful  nor  so 

Eroud  as  he  miglit  be  on  obtaining  this  notice.  Could  he 
ave  hoped  it  ?  But  thus  is  extracted  from  the  dryest  and 
hardest  lichen  in  the  coldest  regions,  where  men  are  the  most 
diminutive,  a  nutricious  sustenance,  often  remedial  in  a  low 
disease.  

THE  BENEFITS  OF  PARLIAMENT. 

Clearsighted  and  farsighted  men  are  discussing  the  benefit 
of  Parliaments,  such  as  time  and  decay,  restoration  and  re- 
form, have  rendered  them  :  and  the  blush  of  anger  surmounts 
the  blush  of  shame  on  the  brow  of  duped  credulity.  Honester 
men,  whoever  they  were,  purchased  those  seats  which  the 
more  cunning,  from  under  the  hedgerow  and  from  under  the 
counter,  have  crept  into.  This  is  the  principal  change  we 
have  hitherto  seen  effected :  we  sliall  presently  see  a  greater, 
but  not  so  soon  a  better ;  tempestuous  times,  and  cruel  throes, 
and  carnage  too  probably,  must  intervene. 

Surely  such  an  air  of  insolence  and  indifference  never  was 
displayed  before,  at  the  exposure  of  broken  promises,  gross 
deceptions,  connivance  at  torture,  at  murder,  and  somewhat 
more  than  connivance  at  the  surreptitious  concealment  of 
damnatory  evidence.  Inertness  ever  looks  like  moderation : 
but  violent  changes  are  sometimes  brought  about  b^  tt^Tio^ 
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and  temporizing  men.     Nothing  is  so  liable  to  overtarnt 
state   laden  with  debt^    as  loose  materials   throwu    into  tk 
middle  of  the  road  under  the  fallacious  plea  of  mending  and 
repairing.     History  opens  her  pages  in  vain  to  people  who^ 
without  instruction,  without  reflection,  without  inquiry,  cil 
themselves  practical.     Never  to  have  lookt  at  a  demonstratioi 
or  a  theory  is   their  only  claim  to  the   little    they  assume; 
And  what,  forsooth,  is  the  practice  of  the^e  practicals  ?    Tb 
take  another  course  from  that  which  their  predecessors  hid 
taken;  to  undo  what  little  good  they  may  have  done;  and 
to  exhaust  the  people's  strength  in  opening  new  roads  witk- 
out  an  object  and  without   a  resting-place.      This  in  gew^ 
ralities  is  metaphor,  but  m  particulars  it  is  truth.     Ireland 
hath  exhibited  such  a  wasteful  and  unprofitable   expenditure 
as  utterly  demoralised  the  lower  orders,  and  rendered  them 
almost  as  contemptible  as  the  higher.      It  caused  improvi- 
dence in  the  one,  peculation  in  the  other,  together  with  im- 
i)udence,  exaction,  and  ingratitude.     The  better  part,  which 
ay  between,  secreted   their  savings,  left  their  country,  and 
fmrchased  freeholds  in  the  United  States.     This  fermenting 
eaven  will  there  find  room  for  expansion,  and  will  work  itsdf 
off  innoxiously.     The  priest  who  would   preach  disaffection 
would  be  puzzled  to  discover  an  object  for  it  in  the  woods  and 
prairies.     Quarrels  and  bloodshed  there  will  be  for  a  time, 
wherever  that  race  exists,  but  they  will  be  only  intemecive. 
Krmly  do  I  believe  that  the  calamities  which  have  befallen 
Ireland  were  necessary  for  her  welfare,  and  that   never  in 
thousands  of  years  has  the  hand  of  Providence  been  more 
manifest.     By  the  stupidity  and  blindness  and  deafness  of 
rulers,  this  salutary  infliction  was  providentially  prolonged: 
on  the  other  hand,  by  the  formation  of  a  police,  the  work  of 
a  great   statesman   now   departed,    that    country   has   been 
preserved  from  as  sanguinary  a  desolation  as  ravaged  France 
at  the  close  of  last  century.     Want,  in  one  form  or  other, 
the  male^uada  Fames,  and  turpis  Egeataa,  lies  at  the  bottom 
of    that  vast  vacuity,     where    bum     inextinguishably  the 
central  fires,    which  shake  at   uncalculated  periods  aU  the 
regions  of  the  earth.     Something  may  be  done  toward  the 
prognostication.    To  swell  the  affluent  with  fresh  profusion 
is   sure  to  wear  down  the  patience  of  those  who  are  driven 
to  the  wall.      Sympathy,   at    first   weak,    inoperative,    and 
silent,  stirs  by  degrees  and  ultimately  speaks  out.      Besiat* 
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ance  comes  against  it  from  the  high  and  powerful;  sup- 
pression is  aimed  at ;  force  recoils,  and  recoils  in  splinters ; 
society  has  then  no  stedfast  basis :  the  foundations  heave ;  the 
superstructure  rocks.  Look  round,  and  see  who  are  the  men 
who  make  democrats.  They  stand  close  above  you.  De- 
mocracy is  the  blubbery  spawn  begotten  by  the  drunken- 
ness of  aristocracy.  Exposed,  bare,  thriftless,  hardy.  Envy, 
Hatred,  and  Malice  are  never  apart  from  the  ear  of  the  dis- 
owned, until  the  child  kills  the  parent  or  the  parent  kills  the 
child.  Whoever  inherits  lands,  and  the  reminiscences  grow- 
ing out  of  them,  deprecates  the  sad  alternative. 

"  Give  us  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord  \"  is  truly  a  pious  and 
a  righteous  prayer :  *'  Give  us  peace  in  all  times,"  is  one 
more  pious  and  more  righteous.  Can  we  expect  it,  can  we 
dare  to  hope  it,  if  we  squander  on  idle  and  luxurious  princes 
the  money  extorted  from  toil  and  penury  to  purchase  the  light 
of  day  ?  Parliament  must  be  commanded  by  its  constituents 
to  revoke  all  inordinate  grants,  ancient  and  recent.  Charles 
11.  had  no  right  to  confer  on  his  bastards  the  patrimony  of 
the  people.  Patent  offices  must  be  declared  abuses :  not  only 
are  they  contrary  to  equity,  but  also  to  the  usages  of  those 
forefathers  to  whose  weakness  we  cling,  but  whose  strength 
and  manliness  we  seem  to  have  forgotten.  Let  cause  be 
shown  why  on  the  nephew  or  grandson  of  a  king  there  be 
voted  a  dotation ;  let  his  services  in  war  or  peace  be  shown  to 
us;  let  us  measure  his  capacity,  let  us  sound  his  depth,  let  us 
be  made  familiar  with  his  merits.  Sternly  will  it  be  askt 
before  long,  why  the  Parhament  of  1850  has  anticipated 
future  years,  and  decided  for  future  Parliaments,  which  alone 
can  be  competent  arbiters  of  its  necessity.  Has  it  suspicions 
and  doubts  whether  another  house  of  representatives  would 
be  accompanied  with  other  instructions  ?  What  one  Parlia- 
ment hath  sanctioned,  another  may  annuU.  If  the  people 
may  give  directions  for  revoking  any  old  statute,  it  surely 
may  give  directions  for  revoking  a  grant  of  its  money  while 
the  money  is  yet  unpaid.  To  what  extent  of  royal  consan- 
guinity must  we  carry  our  heavy  taxation  ?  By  degrees  there 
may  be  as  many  claimants  as  claim  the  green  turban  for 
descent  from  the  Prophet.  I  never  heard  that  the  head  of 
the  family,  reigning  at  Constantinople,  allowed  them  more 
than  this  distinction ;  or  demanded  from  his  people,  when  he 
could  demand  all  they  possess^  the  value  of  one  zecchin  fat 
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his  rdatives.  Little  did  he  ever  think  of  surrounding  them 
with  muftis  and  horse-tails,  with  the  pageantry. of  religion 
and  the  pomp  of  war. 

If  we  are  to  bow  down  and  worship  whatever  images  it  may 
please  the  high  menials  of  the  palace  to  set  up  before  us,  be 
it  permitted  to  remark  that  no  images  are  rendered  more 
venerable  by  a  profusion  of  jewelry,  a  redundance  of  drapery, 
a  flutter  of  embroidery,  or  gilding  from  head  to  foot.  If  we 
are  to  distinguish  the  features,  if  we  are  to  admire  the  work- 
manship, it  is  of  no  advantage  that  they  may  be  poised  on 
columns  a  hundred  feet  above  us.  The  barbarian  may  adore 
his  own  carving,  a  thing  viler  than  himself;  but  civilised 
man  requires  the  voice,  the  activity,  the  attention,  the  sym- 
pathy, of  those  to  whom  he  assigns  a  station  and  is  wilUng 
to  respect. 


COLONISATION,  AND  BY  WHOM  PROMOTED. 

There  are  few  desires  which  animate  the  patriot^s  breast 
with  a  more  generous  and  wholesome  temperature  than  the 
desire  that  nations  should  be  attacht  to  his  country  by  an 
identity  of  sympathies  and  interests.  Neither  of  these  will 
be  felt  to  be  the  same  where  they  are  not  exprest  in  the  same 
language.  The  palace,  yet  warm  with  the  revelry  of  the 
Stuarts,  bore  little  love  toward  them ;  the  mountains  of  their 
country,  which  they  had  never  visited,  rusht  forward  to  pour 
out  their  blood  in  their  defence.  How  was  tliis?  It  was 
because  the  same  Saxon  tongue  spoke  and  was  answered  in 
the  cities  of  both  nations,  while  the  most  generous  of  Celtic  tribes 
stood  aloof,  and  disowned  the  degenerate  scions  of  the  plains. 
The  natural  courtesy  of  his  manners,  and  the  pure  elevation 
of  his  religion,  brought  the  Highlander  down  to  fraternity  and 
union  with  the  inhabitant  of  the  south.  Priestly  dominafioni 
and  the  pride  of  a  religion  which  asks  all  questions  and  which 
answers  none,  separate,  and  must  long  separate,  the  Irish  from 
the  English.  A  people  so  quick  in  ridicule  and  so  sharp  in 
sarcasm  would  have  exploded  the  priesthood  of  Egypt  and  the 
mythology  of  Hindustan.  They  struggled,  not  against  those 
who  had  laid  the  noose  in  the  hedge,  but  against  those  who 
were  taking  it  out.  If  the  two  races  had  only  been  instructed 
in  the  same  language,  the  stumps  of  the  old  religion  must 
have  been  overgrown  by  the  branches  of  the  fresher^  and  not 
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enough  for  the  exclusion  of  hght  or  the  exercise  of  activity. 
Parrot  and  Cromwell,  the  two  greatest  men  that  ever  trod  that 
soil,  could  not  lay  aside  the  sword,  nor  look  beyond  the  field 
of  battle.  And  indeed  in  their  day  that  glorious  vision  had 
not  yet  been  manifested;  that  vision  more  awful  and  more 
sublime  than  stood  before  the  discoverer  of  another  world; 
that  vision  which  proclaims  to  the  regenerate  English  in 
America  the  destiny  their  children  must  fulfil.  No  minister 
of  the  British  crown  ever  cared  a  straw  for  the  glory  of  his 
nation.  It  was  enough  to  hang  like  a  jewel  at  the  royal  ear, 
and  to  caress  the  staunch  buckhounds  of  the  court. 

The  Greeks  and  Romans  knew,  and  acted  on  the  knowledge, 
that  by  extending  their  language  they  extended  their  authority. 
The  United  States  will  continue  to  unite  other  states  to  them 
by  pursuing  the  same  course.  They  will  not  be  neghgent  in 
establishing  English  schools  wherever  large  bodies  of  foreners 
resort.  Perjured  and  ferocious  princes  are  as  certainly  the 
builders  of  republicks  as  slaves  were  of  the  Pyramids.  Battered 
crowns,  broken  sceptres,  and  blunted  swords,  are  the  com- 
memorative coins  embedded  under  the  broad  foundation-stone. 
The  philanthropist  may  then,  but  not  earlier,  look  forward  to 
the  abolition  of  capital  punishment,  when  the  most  capital  of 
all  crimes  hath  been  smitten  down  by  it;  but  he  must  not  turn 
a  tiger  loose  into  the  market-place,  nor  drive  him  across  the 
way.  Indigenous  brutes,  the  reptiles  and  ravagers  of  forest 
and  satannah,  will  be  the  only  adversaries  to  the  industry 
transferred  from  Europe.  Southern  races  will  press  south- 
ward; but  English  laws  and  English  language  will  embrace 
all  fraternities  and  climates.  Within  two  more  centuries 
Bio  de  Janeiro  and  Valparaiso  will  be  the  richest  of  the  cities 
in  the  forty  United  States,  and  will  contend  with  each  other 
which  of  the  two  speaks  with  most  purity  the  Anglo-Saxon 
tongue.  The  German,  the  Hungarian,  the  Polander,  will 
repeat  in  our  language  the  battles  of  their  forefathers  against 
the  despots  of  the  north,  and  relate  how  one  was  poisoned  like 
a  weazel,  another  entrapt  like  a  wolf,  another  stabbed  like  a 
wild  boar ;  showing  how  vainly  they  were  stockaded  in  their 
palaces  by  files  of  mercenaries.  Substantial  mansions  with 
brief  inscriptions  will  attract  the  curiosity  of  travellers,  who 
stop  to  read  carefully  in  what  year  they  were  erected  by 
generous  high-minded  citizens,  and  with  what  quantity  of 
ground  allotted  round  about,  as  a  reward  for  punishing  such 
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outlaws  as  only  justice  (law  being  under  their  feet)  could  reach. 
There  also  the  Italian  will  close  the  warm  evening,  bright  and 
serene  as  ever  evenings  were  at  Tivoli,  by  throwing  aside  his 
Gerusalemtne  Liberatray  and  by  chaunting  the  hymn,  not  edited 
nor  composed  at  present, 

Fuggono  i  Galli ;  liberata  h  Roma. 

'^ Give  it  lis  in  English"  soft  voices  say;  he  springs  on 
his  feet  from  the  slenderer  he  had  leaned  against,  and 
sings, 

Fled  are  the  Gauls,  and  Rome  again  stands  free. 

The  ancient  and  incessant  destroyers  of  peace,  order, 
and  Uberty  in  Europe  wiSL  alone  be  without  a  welcome  in 
America. 


TRANQUILITY  IN  EUROPE. 

Europe  is  now  restored  to  such  a  state  of  tranquility  as  she 
never  enjoyed  before.  The  ramparts  of  constitutions  have 
fallen  under  the  cannon  of  kings :  and  kings  have  absolved 
themselves  from  oaths  ;  oaths !  barbarous  inventions  of  ancient 
Paganism,  continued  through  the  dark  ages,  melted  down  by 
the  burning  light  of  France,  resodered  and  reformed  by  her, 
and  ultimately  thrown  into  the  smelting-pot,  in  order  to  be 
made  into  handles  of  sabres  and  crosses  of  honor.  What  a  per- 
fect state  of  peace  and  happiness  does  our  world  enjoy !  Every 
prince  in  harmony  with  his  neighbour ;  universal  concord  and 
decorous  silence  throughout  rival  nations ;  Religion  reseated 
on  her  throne,  and  sanctioning  in  a  voice  from  above  the 
chastisement  of  the  refractory.  Forests,  which  supplied  timber 
for  the  machinery  of  manufactories,  where  the  ill-disposed 
became  wealthy  and  turbulont,  now  supply  it  more  copioaslj 
for  gibbets ;  the  lither  twigs  being  tied  up  into  rods  for  the 
flanks  of  ladies  who  bemoan  their  husbands.  Not  a  vestige  of 
what  the  factious  call  liberty  is  to  be  seen,  either  in  the  fields 
of  industry  or  in  the  sandy  and  less  fertile  tracts  of  literature. 
To  make  amends,  an  electrical  wire,  stronger  than  that  which 
unites  France  and  England,  is  about  to  unite  France  and 
Ireland,  and  to  be  conveyed  like  gas  from  house  to  house. 
These  blessings  never  would  have  been  conferred  upon 
Humanity,  had  Russia  been  deterred  from  interference  in 
Hungary.     Austria  was  repulsed  and  subdued :  Italy  had  cast 
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from  her  neck  upon  her  toilet  that  beautiful  chain  which  had 
so  long  adorned  her,  made  froward  by  too  much  kindness. 
She  now  sings  again  in  her  chamber,  delighted  with  her  happy 
deliverance  from  incendiaries, 

"  Pope  Pitis  he  is  God,  ami  Louis  is  his  Prophet  J* 

"We  have  no  further  trouble  about  politicks.  Everything  is 
now  arranged  for  us  according  to  the  most  approved  system 
of  fmaliiy.  However,  with  all  our  prudence,  and  all  our  per- 
suasion, some  refractory  minds  will  stand  out  against  us, 
never  to  be  convinced  that  ^'  whatever  is,  is  right "  any  more 
than  the  author  himself  of  that  saying  was,  who  spent  the 
greater  part  of  his  life  in  loud  declamations,  proofs,  and  ex- 
amples to  the  contrary.  Nothing  is  pleasanter,  few  things  are 
more  difficult,  than  to  shut  one's  eyes  before  any  imminent 
danger,  especially  a  conflagration.  We  are  doing  it;  but 
I  sadly  fear  that  before  we  open  them,  our  eyelashes  will 
be  sorely  singed,  and  our  sinews  seared  into  inactivity. 
The  only  turbulence  we  have  lately  seen  is  a  turbulence  for 
peace. 

Certainly  war  is  a  grievous  curse ;  but  it  is  not  an  irreparable 
evil,  it  is  not  a  mortal  sin  against  society.  Attribute  both  to 
those  (and  drive  them  beyond  the  pale  of  humanity)  who  de- 

!)rive  fellow  man  of  his  manhood;  of  natural  law,  of  civil 
iberty,  of  locomotion ;  who  lop  him  to  a  pollard  in  his  early 
growth,  cut  him  down  in  his  maturity,  and  plane  him  and  glue 
him  and  fashion  him  into  various  machines  for  their  outlying 
farms  or  commodities  for  their  domestick  furniture.  Against 
such  men  war  is  always  just,  but  is  not  always  expedient. 
Some  virtuous  men  turn  their  attention  more  fixedly  on  economy 
than  on  humanity.  It  behoves  us  to  consider  both;  but 
humanity  in  preference.  Great  ofl'enders  have  always  great 
defenders.  What  can  the  powerless  do  against  the  powerful  ? 
In  the  field  nothing !  Must  then  the  destroyers  of  their  species 
rest  their  heads  quietly  on  the  bodies  of  the  fallen  ?  Shall 
they  who  have  broken  every  law  of  God  enjoy  in  tranquillity 
the  fruits  of  tlieir  crimes  ?  Does  Justice,  does  Reason,  does 
Religion  inculcate  this  ?  Yes,  the  religion  of  Montalembert ; 
the  religion  of  Catherine  de  Medici ;  the  religion  of  Louis 
Bonaparte.  M.  de  Montalembert  calls  upon  all  good  French- 
men to  vote  for  this  traitor,  perjurer,  and  murderer:  for  what 
services  P     For  cannonading  Rome  and  Paris ;  for  setting  uq 
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God's  image  (such  doubtless  is  Pio  Nono)  on  the  ruins  of  the 
two  finest  cities  in  the  world. 

Behold  this  Eeligion !  behold  her  stalking  up  the  Church 
amid  halberts,  and  swords,  and  bayonets,  and  baldrics !  a  booted 
and  spurred  Keligion,  whose  front  outbrazens  the  brass  helmet 
over  it,  and  whose  stride^  is  the  stride  of  Bellona.  Here  she 
comes !  shaking  at  every  step  embroidery  and  horsehair,  ring 
and  dagger  !  Here  she  comes  !  marching  to  the  clangor  of 
regimental  trumpets  . .  unmindful  and  reckless  that  behind,  and 
near  at  hand,  is  also  the  Arc-angeFs. 


WHAT  WE  HAVE  AND  WHAT  WE  OWE. 

At  the  close  of  this  half-century  the  march  of  intellect  is 
indeed  a  funeral  march.  What  has  been  obtained  by  genius 
or  by  science  for  the  benefit  of  mankind  ?  Greater  and  more 
glorious  discoveries  have  been  made  within  our  memory  than 
ever  were  made  before.  We  may  with  the  rapidity  of 
Hghtnmg 

"  Speed  the  intercourse  of  soul  with  soul. 
And  waft  a  sigh  from  Indus  to  the  Pole." 

Alas !  we  have  Uttle  else  to  waft. 

Dreamers  have  made  others  dream;  and  the  rich  gambler 
has  ruined  the  poorer  gambler  at  his  first  and  last  stake.  His- 
tory, in  recording  the  crimes  of  princes,  may  record  perhaps 
some  more  atrocious  than  those  who  now  rule  exhibit ;  but 
no  future  Tacitus  or  Suetonius  will  have  patience  to  describe 
their  obliquity,  false  promises,  defection  from  duty,  and  from 
even  kingly  pride.  Even  that  specious  glitter,  even  that 
reptile's  scale,  appears  not  in  the  tortuous  track  they  are 
pursuing.  Two  of  these  creatures  are  at  this  instant  raising 
up  a  threatening  crest  against  each  other;  the  patron  of 
Havnau  and  the  persecutor  of  Waldeck.  A  million  of  men 
will  be  marshalled  in  arms  to  fight  their  battles.  Each  pro- 
tests he  fights  for  Germany;  each  lies.  Whichever  is  the 
winner,  Germany  wiU  gain  nothing.  Two  swords  will  hew 
her  through  the  centre:  two  eagles  (vultures  rather)  will 
divide  and  devour  her. 

Of  what  use  is  any  form  of  Government  which  fails  to 
protect  the  lives  and  properties  of  the  people  ?  And  what 
form  of  Oovemment  in  Europe  has  done  this  P    That  Gbvem- 
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ment  which  Austria,  France,  and  Spain,  have  united  to  re- 
establish, not  only  failed  to  protect  the  lives  and  properties 
of  the  people,  but  paralysed  their  energies  and  stifled  their 
consciences.  Spain  and  Austria  make  no  pretensions  to 
honor  or  honesty  in  this  aggression ;  but  the  President  of 
the  French  Republick  uses  these  words  at  the  banquet  in  the 
Hotel  de  Fille : 

*'  It  has  often  been  said  that  honor  finds  an  echo  in  France." 

Never  were  words  truer.  There  is  mostly  an  echo  where 
there  is  a  hollow  and  a  vacuity.  Honor  had  an  echo,  and 
a  very  loud  one  too,  every  time  an  oath  was  taken  and  every 
time  an  oath  was  violated.  I  forget  how  many  dozens  of  them 
Talleyrand  said  he  remembered  to  have  taken.  The  best 
Christians  in  France,  cathohck  and  philosophical,  romantick 
and  poetical,  swore  they  would  lend  assistance  to  all  nations 
that  invoked  them  in  the  name  of  liberty ;  and  within  a  few 
months  they  bombarded  Rome,  scattering  the  patriots  who 
defended  her,  recalhng  the  Pope  who  abandoned  her,  and 
restoring  the  Inquisition. 

The  Americans  have  declared  their  sentiments  freely,  loudly, 
widely,  consistently,  against  the  violence  and  perfidy  of 
Russia  and  Austria.  They  must  do  greatly  more ;  they  must 
offer  an  asylum  to  whoever,  rising  up  against  oppression 
and  indignity,  shall,  in  the  absence  of  law  and  equity, 
have  slain  those  who  caused  it.  For  it  is  impossible 
that  such  iniquities,  as  certain  men  in  high  places  have 
perpetrated,  should  be  unavenged.  Conspiracies  will 
never  more  exist:  two  persons  (but  preferably  one)  will 
undertake  the  glorious  task,  which  not  only  antiquity  ap- 
plauded, but  wliich  has  been  applauded  also  year  after  year, 
generation  after  generation,  century  after  century,  in  the 
seclusion  of  colleges,  and  raised  the  first  tumult  in  the  boyish 
heart.  To  maintain  the  inordinate  pride  of  a  few  worthless 
families,  hecatombs  of  brave  men  have  fallen,  and  industry 
has  been  turned  into  brutaUty.  Even  in  our  own  country 
many  millions  have  been  idly  squandered  in  ships  unfit  for 
sailing  and  unnecessary  for  fighting.  This  we  know  from  one 
whose  very  name  bears  the  warrant  of  truth  and  intelligence. 
There  were  times  when  the  Lords  of  the  Admiralty  would 
have  been  fined  to  the  full  amount  of  the  damages  they  have 
sanctioned.    We  may  soon  want  the  ships  that  are  no  more  \ 
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for,  ere  six  months  are  over,  we  shall  have  to  support  the 
Turkish  empire.  If  we  trust  to  France  for  help,  we  shall  i 
receive  from  her  just  as  much  as  before.  But  tliere  are  masses 
now  inert  which  our  machinery  may  raise,  combine,  and  make 
combustible.  Turkey,  Hungary,  Poland,  Circassia,  Persia, 
will  occupy  the  hundred  hands  of  the  Muscovite  giant,  vul-  • 
nerable  in  many  parts  of  his  body,  and  liable  to  sudden  death 
from  that  curial  apoplexy  which  has  carried  off  nearly  all  his 
predecessors.  • 

CAPITAL  PUNISHMENT. 

The  Examiner  has  contained  for  many  years  the  best  com- 
mentaries on  the  English  laws.  Whoever  will  take  the  trouble 
to  look  back  into  it  will  find,  within  the  ten  last,  a  greater 
number  of  inconsiderate  laws  exposed  to  view,  and  the  proof  ' 
of  a  greater  number  mischievously  applied,  than  could  be 
collected  within  the  same  period  from  all  the  courts  of 
judicature  on  the  continent.  Alterations,  called  amendmenii, 
have  been  made  in  most  sessions  of  parliament;  some  by 
the  hot-headed,  some  by  the  blunder-headed,  and  some 
(perhaps  the  best  of  them)  by  the  empty-headed.  It  has  been 
said,  and  has  been  repeated  over  and  over  again  with,  less  and 
less  hesitation  and  reflection,  that  the  reforming  of  the  offender ' 
is  the  main  purport  of  his  punishment.  I  deny  it  totally. 
The  offender  is  one ;  the  injured  are  many,  are  all.  Socie^ 
is  set  at  nought  when  the  laws  are.  What  is  the  meaning 
oipaiiis  and  penalties  ?  Is  it  the  mere  laying  down  of  money 
for  the  luxury  of  a  crime  ?  Thousands  are  always  in  readiness 
to  gamble  at  this  table.  Many  trust  in  their  sleight  of  hand; 
many  to  the  chance  of  gaining  a  sufficiency  for  a  night's  riot 
and  revel,  with  the  certainty  that,  if  they  are  losers,  they  have 
enough  in  their  pockets  to  pay  for  it,  and  encouragement 
enough  to  start  again. 

There  arc  three  modes  of  punishment,  in  various  decrees, 
suitable  to  all  offenders :  these  are,  imprisonment,  hard  labonr, 
and  scourging.  Pantastical  and  false  humanity  rejects  the 
most  effectual  of  the  three  .  .  so  incompatible  with  gentility  I 
But  is  not  crime  so,  too  ?  Docs  not  the  same  crime  reduce 
all  to  the  same  level  ?  If  it  does  not,  then  poverty  can  be  the 
only  extenuation.  Flogging  is  the  more  applicable  to  the  well- 
educated  than  to  the  worse,  being  more  merited.     How  often 
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has  our  reason  being  insulted  and  our  patience  wearied  by 
police-reports  of  decent  women  subjected  to  such  outrages  as 
even  the  most  indecent  should  be  protected  from !  and  this  by 
well-drest  men  of  respectable  parentage,  which  well-drest  men 
have  been  liberated  on  paying  a  few  shUlings !  Surely  for  such 
misdemeanours  a  years  hard  labour  and  hard  living,  with  a 
flogging  at  the  termination  of  the  imprisonment,  would  be  no 
excessive  retribution. 

We  protestants  hold  it  a  folly,  an  abomination,  that  a  priest 
should  publish  a  list  of  pardons,  each  at  a  fixed  price.  Is  it 
no  folly,  no  abomination,  that  a  lawyer  should  do  the  like? 
Are  bribery  and  corruption  to  be  found  only  under  the 
hustings  ?  Must  they  lie  warm  and  snug  under  the  ermine  ? 
Wherever  I  differ  from  the  Examiner  and  our  friend  Dickens, 
I  doubt  and  suspend  my  judgment.  I  observe  in  the 
JExaminer  that  you  demur  on  the  expediency  of  abolishing  the 
punishment  of  death  for  murder.  I  do  not  approve  of  this 
homoBopathick  remedy.  If  you  apply  it  to  murder,  consider 
whether  no  other  crime  requires  it  equally.  Murder  is  not 
always  committed  by  the  stronger  against  the  weaker.  Law 
should  most  cspecisdly  protect  those  who  are  most  unable  to 
protect  themselves.  Eemales  are  subjected  to  such  violences 
and  indi^ities  as  render  their  whole  lives  intolerable  and  their 
whole  families  disgraced.  Is  the  crime  less  atrocious  than 
murder  ?  does  it  aJfect  the  sufferer  less  acutely,  less  durably  ? 
No;  it  withers  every  branch  of  the  tree  by  striking  one;  it 
runs  from  the  trunk  to  the  root,  and  consumes  from  the 
tenderest  sprig  to  the  strongest  fibre.  Life  alone  can  punish 
this ;  chains  and  scourges,  solitude  and  darkness.  I  deprecate 
the  punishment  of  death  for  every  crime,  excepting  one; 
namely,  the  crime  of  a  prince  w^ho  wages  war  against  his 
people.  And  this  also  is  to  be  deprecated ;  for  it  must  be,  in 
most  cases,  inflicted  without  mature  deliberation,  and  extra- 
judicially. It  is,  however,  a  case  of  necessity,  and  ought 
never  to  be  remitted.  No  nation  has  a  right  to  cancel  or 
resign  its  title-deeds,  for  every  one  has  its  descendants  and  its 
heirs.  Each  of  us  possess,  more  or  less,  a  private  property 
at  his  own  disposal;  all  possess  in  common  one,  which  is 
inalienable. 


K  ^ 
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A  DEACON  AND  CURATE  TO  HENRY  LORD  BISHOP  OF 

EXETER. 

My  Lord  Bishop !     Unknown  as  I  am  to  your  lordship 
to  the  world,  I  feel  but  little  at  my  ease  even  in  the  duty 
offering  my  humble  apology  for  addressing  a  personage  of  yc 
dignity. 

The  momentous  question,  with  which  your  lordship 
lately  agitated  the  Church  of  England,  continues  still  to  vibi 
in  it,  disquieting  the  conscience  and  perplexing  the  under<| 
standing  of  many.  Among  the  rest  I  continue  to  be  oi 
intellectually  the  lowest;  but  in  sincerity  I  confidently  trust  I 
more  nearly  on  a  level  with  my  betters.  In  common  with  ot 
aspirants  after  truth,  I  must  be  quite  uncertain  whether 
have  obtained  it,  until  it  pleases  your  lordship  to  illuminate 
priests  and  deacons  by  the  publication  of  a  sermon  on  the 
subject.  ' 

The  importance  of  baptism  is  undoubted :  but  unbappi^ 
there  are  some  (let  us  hope  and  pray  there  be  but  few)  who 
doubt  the  entire  regeneration  thereby  of  an  infant  bom  in  sin, 
even  though  a  couple  of  godfathers  and  as  many  godmothers 
answered  for  the  result  of  the  water  in  the  font. '  A  short 
time  ago,  when  a  most  cruel  murder  was  the  subject  of  conver-' 
sation,  I  shuddered  at  the  very  mention  of  the  name :  imagine,, 
my  lord,  how  much  more  violently  was  I  shocked  when,  refer- 
ring to  the  efiBcacy  of  baptism,  a  magistrate  said  aloud,  ''If 
this  rascal  was  regenerated  by  baptism,  what  the  deuce  was  he 
made  of  before  ?  It  would  have  oeen  better,  both  for  himself 
and  for  society,  that  he  never  had  been  bom  at  all  than  that  he 
had  been  born  again.  I  do  not  deny,  sir,  (said  he,  taming  to 
me),  that  his  original  stains  were  washed  away ;  but  can  yoa 
as£|}ire  mc  that  they  were  much  uglier  than  those  he  hath  sinec 
contracted  ?  " 

I  was  extremely  mortified ;  for  this  language,  until  I  had  weD 
considered  it,  seemed  to  me  not  unlike  a  scoff.  He  removed 
from  me  totally  the  momentary  pain  of  this  impression  bjF 
adding, 

"  When  we  see  young  vagabonds  and  thieves,  upon  wbow 
forehead  the  blessed  water  is  (figuratively)  yet  standing,  why- 
ped  and  imprisoned  a  score  times  and  stil  somewhat  life 
unregenerate,  we  are  almost  apt  to  fancy  (God  forgive  oe 
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if  I  cannot  help  it !)  that  baptism  in  some  cases  is  less  efficient 
than  in  others,  like  mesmerism  and  vaccination.  Yet  it  would 
be  an  impiety  to  repeat  it." 

The  Church  of  Rome  insists  on  more  sacraments  than  ours 
(pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I  am  incorrect  in  the  pronoun),  yet  the 
Church  of  Rome  hath  daily  abundant  proofs  at  her  confessionals 
that  extremely  few  of  her  members  are  regenerate.  Often  do 
I  ask  myself  whether  any  man  feels  quite  certain  that  all  his  sins 
have  been  washed  away  at  the  baptismal  font  ?  whether  ambi- 
tion and  intolerance,  qualities  the  most  alien  from  the  Christian, 
never  intrude  upon  him,  never  are  cherished  and  indulged; 
whether  he  never  lies  to  his  own  heart,  whether  even  in  his 
prayers  and  supplications,  he  never  lies  to  God  himself,  who 
fashioned  that  heart,  and  sees  what  is  in  it  day  and  night. 
rhen  I  ask  and  I  tremble  at  my  own  interrogation,  whether 
the  original  sin  cleansed  by  baptism  could  be  worse  than  the 
sin  abiding  with  us.  Whatever  be  the  benefit  of  the  ablution, 
do  we  not  all  (pardon  me,  my  lord,  an  earnestness  so  indiscreet 
as  such  an  appeal  to  a  personage  of  your  rank  and  station),  do 
we  not  all  feel  the  necessity  of  the  great  atonement  f  of  that 
sorrowful  solemnity,  that  awful  supper,  which  would  depress 
the  stoutest  and  most  confident  heart  if  there  stood  not  by,  to 
support  and  raise  it,  the  ministering  angels  of  gratitude  and 
love? 

Like  every  other  question,  the  sooner  this  also  is  set  at  rest 
the  better.  There  is  a  moral,  a  religious,  a  political  qm^  which, 
instead  of  acquiring  intensity  or  activity  by  concentration, 
acquires  it  by  dilation.  The  devout  are  disturbed  by  the 
agitation  it  has  been  your  will  and  pleasure  to  excite :  scoffers 
are  bold  enough  to  deride  the  schism  in  the  bench  of  bishops ; 
Catholicks  chuckle  over  its  vacillation  and  disunion,  repeating 
a  coarse  and  vulgar  adage  about  two  stools ;  nay,  some  of 
them  go  so  far  a-field  as  to  point  out  ox  and  ass  at  one  plough 
dragging  two  different  ways.  Worse  than  all,  there  are  per- 
sons wlio  never  raise  their  eyes  to  the  elevation  of  the  Church, 
and  who  keep  them  intently  on  the  schoolroom.  These 
whisper  among  themselves  that  mitred  abbots  have  disappeared, 
and  that  mitred  barons  must  soon  follow.  If  the  secular 
peers  could  profit  by  the  spoil  as  they  did  under  Henry,  actum 
esset;  but  since  they  can  gain  nothing  by  it,  and  on  the  con- 
trary would  lose  the  heritage  of  their  younger  children,  and 
moreover  what  is  promised  to  the  tutors  oi  \i\\ft  f^.^'et,  ^^^ 
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certainly  mW.  resist^  as  long  as  resistance  against  the  whole 
frantic  people  is  feasible.  I  hope^  my  lord,  the  considentifll 
of  what  is  imminent  and  hievitable,  uncertain  as  may  betkl 
hour  of  its  befalling^  will  influence  and  animate  the  sermon  Ij 
most  devoutly  expect ;  altho  no  worldly  gain  or  loss  efarj 
entered  into  your  lordship's  calculation.*  ' 


PETITION  TO  PARLIAMENT  FROM  A  BROTHERHOOD  OF 

ANCIENT  BRITONS. 

We  the  oppressed  and  insulted  Brotherhood  of  AnciflBt 
Britons,  professing  the  Holy  Druidic  religion,  beg  humbly  to 
submit  to  the  wisdom  of  your  Honorable  House,  the  wrongi 
we,  patiently  and  submissively,  have  undergone  for  ages,  ^ 
following  the  footsteps  of  our  forefathers.  During  the  whok 
of  nineteen  hundred  years  we  have  endured  in  silence  th 
manifold  griefs  of  which  we  now  complain.  We  have  bed 
forbidden  to  celebrate  in  public  the  mysteries  of  our  holy  faitlL 
or  to  sacrifice  even  in  private  the  victims  most  acceptable  t< 
our  Gods.  Perverse  and  obstinate  men,  who  defied  thei 
power  and  denied  their  beneficence,  were  offered  up  in  prop! 
tiatiou  on  their  altars.  The  consecrated  basket  of  wickerwoik 
in  which  these  impious  wretches  were  suspended  on  the  tree 
of  the  forest,  and  consumed  by  fire,  no  longer  are  penetrato 
by  their  repentant  cries,  acknowledging  the  mercy  of  on 
Omnipotent  Lords,  and  the  enormity  of  their  own  transgies 
sions.  Since  our  oblations  to  the  Powers  above  were  aboltshei 
by  innovating  and  cruel  laws,  the  Earth,  season  after  season 
hath  refused  her  fruits,  or  hath  given  only  such  as  stink  in  on: 
nostrils.  We  therefor  do  most  humbly  entreat  of  your  Honor 
able  House,  that  it  will  be  graciously  pleased  to  permit  tb 
importation,  from  France  and  other  parts  abroad,  of  any  do 
sirable  quantity  of  wicker-baskets,  not  only  duty-free,  but  ak 
with  a  bounty ;  and  that  certain  parts  of  all  the  royal  foresti^ 
now  about  to  be  submitted  to  an  Inclosure-Act,  be  left  vacu4 
with  the  most  ancient  of  the  oak-trees  now  standing  thereoiy 
in  order  that  our  Druids  may  duly  exercise  their  vocation 
We  entertain  ho  doubt  whatever  that  the  Queen's  MajeiQ 

*  Lord  Normanton,  when  he  married,  had  leai  (with  his  wife*8  fortoMJ 
than  1000^. :  he  was  bishop  and  archbiahop  in  Ireland,  and  left  ofliA 
600,000^    No  ohurohman  ever  left  so  muoh. 
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ill  most  graciously  accede  to  our  petition,  seeing  that  the 
hole  of  these  forests,  together  with  the  greater  part  of  the 
nd  round  about,  did  formerly  of  right  belong  to  them.  It 
J  no  means  grieves  their  most  uncraving  and  abstemious 
Murts  to  have  been  despoiled  of  their  temporal  goods,  for 
hich  idlers  and  wranglers  at  this  present  hour  are  contend- 
g ;  but  sorely  indeed  are  they  afflicted  that  they  may  offer 
3  no  longer  the  blood  of  the  impious,  nor  scatter  their  ashes 

the  winds.  Through  us,  in  all  humility,  they  require  in  the 
hole  of  the  kingdom  no  more  than  forty-nine  cnief  places 
here,  amidst  benedictions  given  and  received,  they  may  rest 
e  soles  of  their  feet ;  no  more  than  forty-nine  high  altars 
hereupon  the  impious  and  malignant  may  be  brought  to  due 
onement.  They  would  even  limit  the  number  of  hebdomadal 
ctims  to  nine  in  each  basket.  There  are  two  places  which 
3  more  especially  desire  for  the  celebration  of  our  holocausts, 
eh  two  places  having  been  not  only  the  most  august,  but 
so  the  last,  in  which  they  were  offered  up  to  the  Almighties. 
le  wisdom  of  Parliament  and  the  clemency  of  Majesty  will 
>t,  we  are  confident,  be  invoked  in  vain.  Our  blessed  con- 
emations  rose  above  the  fogs  of  Oxford  and  purified  the  con- 
minations  of  Smithfield.  In  Smithfield  they  have  left  only 
int  altho  sweet  remembrances :  but  in  Oxford  the  ancient 
ith  regerminates,  and  flies  back  into  the  fostering  bosom  of 
ir  priesthood.  We  claim  nothing,  but  the  miserable  in  their 
itremity  are  not  forbidden  to  entreat  and  implore.  Our  in- 
itutions  remain,  and  will  remain  for  ever.  Frail  is  the 
ithority  of  learning  when  it  is  confronted  with  the  authority 
'  antiquity ;  otherwise  we  would  appeal  to  the  most  sapient 
.  the  University  of  Oxford.     We  have  venerable  books  which 

is  unlawful  for  any  but  the  initiated  to  open;  along  the 
argin  of  these  are  documents  and  glosses  upon  matters  of 
*eat  import,  unsuspected  by  antiquarians  and  historians, 
lustrating  the  contents,  in  the  proximate  interior  of  the 
»vers,  are  maps  of  wide  domains,  with  grants  of  them  from 
inces  and  archdruids.  Generosity  prompts  us  to  concede  a 
irtain  portion  to  the  actual  occupants.  Ninetenths  of 
ritain  were  woodland  and  swamp  at  the  invasion  of  Julius 
Bsar.  The  whole  of  this  swamp  and  woodland,  the  whole  of 
e  mountains  and  downs,  with  enough  of  arable  and  pasture 

support  their  dignity,  belonged  exclusively  to  our  Druids. 
^e  can  show  the  instruments  under  which  they  held  \ks& 
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property,  signed  with  their  own  seals,  and  with  the  seals  of  the 
shepherds  on  the  hills  and  the  fishermen  on  the  marshes,  and 
emperors  and  empresses  on  the  throne.  We  require  and  want 
nothing  more  than  what  our  ancient  laws  authorise,  and  whai^ 
as  the  truest  of  true  Britons,  we  have  the  right  to  demand  and 
tlie  resolution  to  enforce.  We  humbly  crave  permission  to 
remind  and  admonish  your  Honorable  House,  that  the  Druidi^ 
our  ancestors  and  spiritual  guides,  know  the  secrets  of  sundij 
poisons  and  the  methods  of  compounding  them,  in  such  s 
manner  that  the  patient  on  taking  them  should  be  pleased 
with  their  taste  and  quite  unconscious  of  their  effect.  These 
secrets  they  have  bequeathed  unto  us :  unfortunate  should  we 
deem  ourselves  if  ever  we  were  compelled  to  have  recoone 
to  them.  Modern  science  hath  also  unrolled  before  us  what 
are  indeed  no  secrets,  but  simply  means  whereby  we  might 
involve  our  oppressors  in  confusion  and  consternation.  There 
are  vapours,  now  dormant  in  the  laboratory,  by  whicli  the  most 
numerous  assemblages  of  the  most  potential  men  conspiring 
against  us,  could  be  stifled.  There  are  combustions  whi(£ 
could  annihilate  armies.  Electricity  might  be  brought  down 
from  the  heavens,  and  taught  to  run  along  the  earth  wherever 
we  direct  it,  even  into  the  dockyard,  even  into  the  palace. 
Such  thoughts,  praised  be  the  Gods !  have  never  once  entered 
our  hearts,  have  never  once  flitted  across  our  imaginations.  ^ 
But  against  the  enemies  of  the  Almighties,  who  have  too  much 
patience,  against  the  sworn  enemies  of  their  most  faithful 
servants,  ministers  of  their  pure  and  only  true  religion,  all 
weapons  are  lawful.  We  bear  goodwill  toward  men  of  good- 
will ;  toward  none  others.  We  must  not  trample  on  our  andeni 
laws,  nor  tolerate  those  who  do.  Professing  and  Tnaintftifiing 
such  sentiments,  we  are  and  have  always  b^n  the  most  dutiAu 
of  her  Majesty's  subjects,  and  wait  with  anxiety  to  be  also  tbe 
most  grateful. 

(Here  follow  the  signatures.) 


PETITION  OF  THE  THUGS  FOR  TOLERATION. 

We,  the  most  religious  fraternity  of  Thugs,  having  heaid 
it  reported  throughout  the  whole  extent  of  India,  that  tole- 
ration is  granted  by  the  wisdom  of  the  British.. 
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to  every  diversity  of  creed,  do  most  humbly  submit  our 
grievances  to  the  patient  consideration  of  your  Honorable 
House.  We  claim  a  much  higher  antiquity  than  the  earliest 
}f  devotional  institutions  known  in  Britain.  We  are  the 
irst-bom  of  Cain.  We  profit  by  the  holy  book  he  left 
behind  him,  covering  with  figleaf  what  we  consider  to  be 
inessential  or  liable  to  misinterpretation.  Our  humanity 
;eaches  us  to  confine  no  dissidents  in  unhealthy  prisons, 
o  separate  no  husband  from  his  wife,  no  father  from  his 
jhildren,  but  merely  to  off'er  up  man's  lifeblood  to  Him  who 
jave  man  Ufe.  Our  forefather,  Cain,  did  not  cast  his  brother 
ibel  into  a  dark  cavern  infested  by  bats  and  serpents,  but 
ilew  him  as  manfully,  and  dexterously,  and  instantaneously, 
\s  could  have  been  done  by  the  best  swordsman  in  the  service 
)f  Hyder  Ali. 

It  is  reported  to  us,  that  there  are  religions  by  which  it  is 
leclared  lawful  and  right  to  disobey  the  prince  they  have 
iwom  to  obey,  and  even  to  select  out  of  the  rabble  a  leader 
»f  singing  boys  in  flowing  stoles,  sable  and  white,  purple  and 
icarlet ;  and  to  place  him  in  opposition  to  the  rightful  ruler 
)f  the  land. 

Fables  are  told  in  all  countries,  and  this  statement  hath 
nuch  the  appearance  of  one.  But  if  there  is  any  truth  in  it, 
we  would  contrast  it  with  the  unquestionable  history  of  our 
^ploits  and  demeanour.  Milhons,  in  the  vast  country  round 
ibout  us,  hold  it  a  religious  duty  for  wives  to  perish  by  fire 
it  the  side  of  their  defunct  husbands.  We  ask  no  such 
lavour,  nor  do  our  wives.  Moreover,  it  is  reported  that  in 
some  island  or  peninsula  on  our  western  coast,  not,  as  here, 
;he  willing  and  wary,  but  they  whose  tender  age  exposes  them 
to  be  warped  at  every  breath,  are  sacrificed  yearly,  thousand 
ifter  thousand.  Inadvertently  and  involuntarily  do  they 
suffer.  Tiie  unmarried,  the  adolescent,  are  debarred  from  the 
luties  of  marriage,  the  delights  of  adolescence.  The  boys  are 
placed  under  a  knife  which  would  be  more  innocent  were  it 
murderous,  that  their  voices  may  be  acceptable  to  the  chief- 
priest  in  his  orgies.  The  girls,  if  their  mothers  are  unable  to 
sell  them  advantageously,  are  delivered  up  to  the  discretion  of 
the  inferior  priesthood,  and  diligently  taught  by  their  spiritual 
^ides,  as  they  call  themselves,  to  answer  aU  psychological 
jueries,  and  to  undergo  the  most  abstruse  physiological 
examinations.    We  dispute  not  the  propriety  or  the  sanctity 
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of  this  discipline,  leaving  it  entirely  to  the  arbitration  of  your 
Honorable  House.  We  entreat  the  much  smaller  favour  of 
liberty  to  take  away  life  when  life  hath  had  its  enjoyments, 
which  we  have  always  done  gently,  considerately,  without  pain 
and  without  passion.  Never  do  we  violate,  under  the  cloak 
of  religion,  the  prime  ordinance  of  nature,  the  first  com- 
mand given  by  the  Almighty  to  the  father  of  our  progenitor, 
Cain. 

We  lay  our  cause  with  confidence  at  the  bar  of  your  Honor- 
able House,  claiming  and  deserving  no  more  than  has  already 
been  granted  by  it,  to  the  three  or  four  last  religions  which 
have  consecutively  been  dominant  in  Great  Britain.  We 
hear  that  these  religions  are  rolling  over  one  another  at 
this  instant,  and  exercising  a  prodigious  volubility  of  limb 
and  tongue;  the  elderly  and  decrepit  thrown  on  its  back, 
cursing  and  swearing,  but  holding  down  the  younger  by  the 
throat.  We  take  no  delight,  no  interest,  in  these  prolusions; 
and  we  demand  only  simple  protection,  in  meet  reward  for 
undivided  allegiance. 

No  prayers  do  we  offer  up  to  God  that  it  may  please  his 
Divine  Majesty  to  assist  us  in  sweeping  our  enemies  firom  lus 
earth ;  no  thanksgivings  for  having  oestrewn  it  with  limbs  and 
carcases  to  satiate  the  hysena  and  the  vulture.  We  invite  our 
fellow  men  to  die  as  becomes  them  in  his  service.  We  lead 
death  by  the  hand  in  quiet  and  silence  to  his  own  door,  and 
we  depart  in  peace.  Therefor  we,  conscious  of  our  innocence 
and  purity,  venture  to  remind  our  generous  protectors  that  the 
few  we  sacrifice  are  sacrificed  to  our  God  alone,  and  neither  to 
gratify  pride  nor  vengeance ;  that  if  we  slay  a  few  hundreds  in 
the  space  of  a  year,  our  gracious  protectors  slay  occasionally  as 
many  thousands  between  the  rising  and  setting  sun.  We  do 
not,  indeed,  with  the  same  fervour  and  magnificence  as  our 
gracious  protectors,  sing  hymns,  beat  drums,  blow  trumpets, 
and  swing  bells  from  lofty  towers  in  jubilee ;  but  we  wash  oor 
hands,  lay  aside  our  daggers,  bend  our  knees,  and  pray. 

Confidently  then  do  we  approach  our  gracious  protecton, 
and  entreat  the  same  favour,  the  same  liberty  of  worship^  as 
our  fellow  subjects. 

(Here  follow  the  signatures.) 
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THE  SCHOOLMASTER  OP  THE  NORTH. 

There  is  somewhere  in  the  north,  I  forbear  to  describe  the 
locality,  a  schoolmaster  as  ferocious  and  grasping  as  that  one 
depicted  by  Dickens.  He  was  lately  cited  to  appear  before 
two  justices  of  the  peace,  for  a  violent  assault  on  a  quiet 
neighbour,  from  whose  poultry-yard  he  had  abstractea  at 
sundry  times  many  fine  fat  birds,  oftener  in  the  dusk,  but 
sometimes  in  open  day,  plucking  and  spitting  them  in  sight 
of  the  whole  parish.  At  last  he  picked  a  quarrel  with  liim 
about  an  old  oam,  much  frequented  by  wandering  gangs  of 
gypsies,  and  lying  in  the  middle  of  the  estate.  Over  this  old 
barn  the  schoolmaster  claimed  a  right  of  supervision,  as  trustee 
and  guardian.  Unjust  as  was  the  claim,  it  was  conceded : 
and  the  only  condition  was  that  every  gang  of  gypsies,  which 
had  formerly  taken  up  night  lodgings  there,  should  continue 
to  enjoy  the  same  privilege.  The  reply  was  a  smart  blow  in 
the  face.  The  sufferer  had  been  a  powerful  and  courageous 
man,  but  was  now  grown  old  and  feeble,  and  much  disabled 
by  'former  contusions  from  the  same  quarter :  he  therefor 
made  no  resistance,  but  applied  to  the  two  justices.  The 
schoolmaster  was  indignant  at  this  appeal :  but  aware  that  the 
two  justices  and  their  parishes  had  been  usually  on  bad  terms, 
he  hoped  and  trusted  that  also  on  this  occasion  they  would 
disagree.  The  aggression  was,  however,  so  audacious  and 
flagrant,  that  every  man  in  each  parish  who  had  a  man's 
heart  under  his  waistcoat  cried  out  against  it :  both  justices, 
instead  of  committing  the  offender,  expostulated. 

It  may  now  be  stated  who  the  justices  are. 

One  of  them,  altho  he  walks  m  some  degree  awry,  is  an 
able-bodied  man,  vigilant,  active,  sagacious,  and  with  a 
remarkably  quick  eye.  The  people  round  about  are  almost 
unanimously  favorable  to  him  as  nephew  of  one  who  kept  the 
bull-ring.  He  has  lately  changed  his  name  upon  coming  into 
a  large  estate.  The  other  lives  across  the  nver,  in  the  next 
Hundred,  and  was  lately  Chairman  of  the  Sessions.  The 
squires  and  the  rural  population  call  him  familiarly  Fam,  as  in 
the  game  of  cards  they  call  the  Knave  of  Clubs.  I  know  not 
whether  the  idea  of  clubs  was  suggested  by  his  pugnacity  in 
former  days,  or  the  idea  of  knave  by  some  odd  resemblance  to 
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the  court  card.     He  stil  is  mettlesome,  and,  when  the  market 
folks  pre^s  him,  he  knows  how  to  strike.     But,  having  a  step- 
mother who,  altho  young  enough  to  be  his  daughter,  can  do 
great  things  for  his  family,  he  is  indisposed  to  disoblige  her, 
knoi^ing  that  the  schoolmaster  has  come  over  her  by  his  win- 
ning ways.      However  he  goes  as  far  as  he  dares,  and  has 
shown  on  many  occasions  his  dislike  to  the  brawny  bully,  and 
how  gladly  he  would  see  him  taken  down.     But  the  elderly 
domestics  are  afraid  of  crossing  the  doorsill.    Shame  ultimately 
and  shouts  have  impelled  them  to  a  distant  and  safe  demon- 
stration :  they  hesitated  at  the  threat  that,  if  they  advanced  a 
step  farther,  he  would  instantly  set  fire  to  the  homestead.     He 
proclaimed  himself  the  injured  man,  protested  his  pure  honor 
and  strict  integrity,  and  swore  that  no  man  living  was  ever  so 
desirous  of  good-neighbourhood,  peace,  and  justice.     While 
they  were  pondering  with  downcast  eyes,  amazed  by  his  impu- 
dence and  intimidated  by  his  menacing  attitude,  so  different 
from  his  words,  he  ordered  the  big  boys  to  leap  over  the 
garden-wall,  and,  before  the  old  man  could  come  up  to  them, 
ran  against  him  furiously,  aud  knocked  out  three  of  his  fit)nt 
teeth  at  a  single  blow,  loosening  as  many  more.     The  justices 
were  alarmed  at  this  fresh  outrage,  and  were  more  and  more 
afraid  of  encountering  so  resolute  a  fellow.     In  their  con- 
sternation they  could  think  of  nothing  better  than  to  propose 
two  arbitrators.     These  were  more  cowed  than  themsdves,  as 
they  lived  nearer,  and  they  requested  his  permission  to  act 
He  gave  it,  reminding  them  that  all  three  had  been  confede- 
rates in  robberies,   and  that  he  had  recently  lifted  up  the 
strongest  of  them,  who  had  been  fairly  knocked  down  and  beaten 
ignominiously  with  his  own  scabbard.     He  commanded  both 
to  suspend  the  inquisition,   and    to    defer  it    as    long  as 
possible. 

The  two  justices  had  promised  the  maimed  old  man  to  protect 
him :  and  now  was  the  performance  of  that  promise  claimed. 
They  laid  their  heads  together,  and  said  dispassionately  to 
him,  "  You  have  certainly  had  your  garden  broken  into,  your 
laborers  driven  out,  your  farmers  plundered,  your  steward  for- 
bidden to  receive  your  rents,  and  finally  you  have  had  your 
three  front  teeth  knocked  out,  and  perhaps  as  many,  or  a  few 
more,  loosened  in  their  sockets.  But  be  calm ;  be  considerate. 
Do  you  really  call  it  an  outrage  ?  If  you  do  . .  but  it  is  impos- 
sible you  should  ,  .  we  may  in  due  time  remonstrate.     If  yoa 
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reflect,  like  the  reasonable  man  we  have  always  taken  you  for, 
you  will  perceive  that  God,  in  his  inscrutable  wisdom,  has 
only  tried  your  constancy,  and  in  his  infinite  mercy  has  left 
you  all  your  grinders/' 

"  But  what  to  grind  ?"  cried  the  impatient  cripple.  *'  My 
enemy  has  trampled  me  low  enough  already :  in  coming  thus 
to  protect  me,  fallen  as  I  am,  your  friendly  feet  across  my 
body  serve  only  to  stamp  me  deeper  into  the  mire.'' 


TRUE  CHARACTER  OP  SIR  CHARLES  JAMES  NAPIER. 

All  men  most  religiously  hate  injustice  when  it  is  committed 
against  themselves,  but  the  generality  are  latitudinarians  in 
toleration  when  it  is  committed  against  another.  Not  so  was 
it,  but  exactly  the  reverse,  with  Sir  C.  Napier.  Indignantly, 
no  doubt,  but  often  in  silence,  he  bore  the  heavy  wrongs  it 
was  his  destiny  to  bear  with  him  to  the  grave;  much  slighter, 
when  even  a  stranger  suffered  them,  whether  soldier  or 
civilian,  excited  him  to  stern  remonstrance.  No  wonder  that, 
with  his  experience  of  Indian  polity,  he  found  fault  with  the 
latter ;  no  wonder  that,  with  his  high  sense  of  honor,  he  ex- 
posed it  publickly ;  no  wonder  that  the  peculator,  and  such  as 
connived  at  peculation,  were  his  bitter  enemies.  By  people 
of  this  character,  stript  bare  by  his  exposure,  and  smartmg 
under  the  scourges  he  had  inflicted,  he  was  accused  of  ill- 
temper.  Is  there  any  proof  of  it  in  any  single  instance,  in  his 
social  or  civil  or  military  life,  unless  at  falsehood,  dishonesty, 
cruelty,  or  ingratitude?  Of  ingratitude  no  man  ever  expe- 
rienced more  with  less  complaint.  His  family,  his  intimates, 
his  staff  officers,  his  soldiers,  his  domestics,  never  saw  it :  his 
crosses,  his  indignities,  his  restless  days  and  nights,  his  unre- 
quited services,  his  agonizing  wounds,  excited  him  to  no  ex- 
pression of  resentment  or  disgust.  A  man  more  warmly 
oeloved  by  all  who  knew  him  intimatelvis  nowhere  left  among 
us.  Neither  he  nor  his  family  could  be  more  highly  gratified 
by  any  honors  than  by  those  which  the  Duke  conferred  on 
him  in  a  speech  before  the  House  of  Lords,  placing  his  exploits 
(as  was  most  due)  above  any  that  our  contemporary  generals 
hod  performed.  Under  the  weight  of  such  a  man's  word,  a 
gross  of  ministerial  coronets  would  have  sunk  into  the  dust« 
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The  great  historian  of  English  victories,  the  most  eloquent,  the 
most  truthful,  may  from  his  own  science  and  experience  do 
justice  to  his  brother;  more  than  justice  he  neither  could  nor 
would.  God  grant  that  his  failing  health,  and  wounds  which 
grief  exasperates,  may  not  quite  disable  him,  nor  long  detain 
him  from  this  sacred  duty. 

Thy  greatest  man  from  earth  had  past, 
England !  and  now  is  gone  thy  last ; 
Thy  last  save  one,  whom  thou  hast  borne 
That  loss,  a  brother's  loss,  to  mourn. 
In  union  history  shall  place 
The  noblest  of  a  noble  race ; 
For,  just  and  grateful,  she  well  knows 
How  much  to  each  of  them  she  owes. 
High  shines  the  soldier's  sword  of  fire. 
The  record  held  by  truth  shines  higher. 


POEMS. 


Under  the  title  of  Epigrama  some  will  be  found  here  which 
the  general  reader  may  hardly  recognise  in  that  character. 
It  will  also  easily  be  believed,  from  the  subjects  if  not  from 
the  execution,  that  several  of  the  lighter  pieces  were  written 
in  early  youth.  My  thanks  are  now  returned  to  those  amiable 
friends  who  have  thought  them  worthy  of  preservation  so  long. 
At  the  close  of  my  seventy-ninth  year  I  am  amused  in  recollecting 
the  occasions.  W.  S.  L. 


EPIGRAMS. 

— ♦— 

I.  TO  ONE  WHO  QUOTES  AND  DETRACTS. 

EoB  me  and  maim  me !     Why,  man,  take  such  pains 
On  your  bare  heath  to  hang  yourself  in  chains  ? 


II. 


"Who  never  borrow  and  who  never  lend. 
Whatever  their  losses,  will  not  lose  their  friend. 


III. 


Poet  !  I  like  not  mealy  fruit ;  give  me 
Freshness  and  crispness  and  solidity ; 
Apples  are  none  the  better  over-ripe. 
And  prime  buck-venison  I  prefer  to  tripe. 
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IV. 

The  Eector  of  Saint  Peter's,  I  know  where. 
Of  erring  ignorance  takes  special  care ; 
Preaching,  "  It  much  behoves  us  that  we  pray 
For  these,  our  flock ;  none  want  it  more  tlian  they. 
For  such  benighted  creatures  all  must  feel  .  . 
Scarce  can  they  tell  a  lamprey  from  an  eel  \" 


V. 

Seeing  Loreto's  holy  house  descend. 

Two  robbers  were  converted.     Into  what  ? 

Into  more  robbers ;  robbers  without  end. 

Who  grind  men's  bones  and  feed  upon  men's  fat. 


VI.    ON  CATULLUS. 

Tell  me  not  what  too  well  I  know 
About  the  bard  of  Sirmio  .  . 

Yes,  in  Thalia's  son 
Such  stains  there  are  .  .  as  when  a  Grace 
Sprinkles  another's  laughing  face 

With  nectar,  and  runs  on. 


VII. 

Montalembert  and  Baraguay, 
Rejoice !  'tis  Freedom's  closing  day. 
Rejoice !  one  only  is  the  reign 
Now  from  the  Neva  to  the  Seine. 


VIII. 

There  falls  with  every  wedding  chime 
A  feather  from  the  wing  of  Time. 
You  pick  it  up,  and  say  "  How  fair 
To  look  upon  its  colours  are  I " 
Another  drops  day  after  day 
Unheeded ;  not  one  word  you  say. 
When  bright  and  dusky  are  blown  past. 
Upon  the  herse  there  nods  the  last. 

IX. 

Across,  up,  down,  our  fortunes  go. 
Like  particles  of  feathery  snow. 
Never  so  certain  or  so  sound 
As  when  they're  fallen  to  the  ground. 
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X. 

Erewhile  exulting  in  its  power 

Rose  thy  bright  form  o'er  worlds  of  sighs ; 

Graceful  as  then,  at  this  late  hour 
Upon  the  scattered  flowers  it  lies. 


XI.    DEFENDERS  OF  HAYNAU,  Ac 

A  Jew  apostate,  a  degenerate  Scot, 

Tongue  after  tongue,  lick  smooth  the  darkest  blot. 

But  only  widen  what  they  would  erase 

And  show  more  horrible  the  wretch  they  praise. 

The  scourge  that  lacerates  the  modest  bride. 

And  swings  about  the  matron's  breast,  they  hide. 

Bullet  and  halter  for  the  brave  and  wise  I 

Honor  and  wealth  for  loval  perjuries ! 

Wait !  there  are  thunderbolts  not  forged  in  heaven. 

And  crimes  there  only,  if  e'en  there,  forgiven. 


XII. 

Early  I  thought  tlie  worst  of  lies 

In  poets  was,  that  beauty  dies ; 

I  thought  not  only  it  must  stay. 

But  glow  the  brighter  every  day : 

Some  who  then  bloom'd  on  earth  are  gone. 

In  some  the  bloom  is  overblo\ni. 


XIII. 

Winter  has  changed  his  mind  and  fixt  to  come. 
Now  two  or  tliree  snow-feathers  at  a  time 
Drop  heavily,  in  doubt  if  they  should  drop 
Or  wait  for  others  to  support  their  faU. 


XIV. 

0  WHAT  a  pleasant  thing  it  is 
To  see  our  Derby  and  our  Dis 

Walk  hand  in  hand  together ; 
While  Lord  John  Russell  bites  his  nail 
At  whigs  and  liberals  who  turn  tail. 

And  wince  against  the  tether. 
After  his  poor  three  pints  of  port 
The  farmer  cries,  *'  Ha  !  that's  your  sort 

Of  chaps  to  save  the  nation. 
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Hip  !  for  dear  parsons  and  dear  com ! 
Hip !  for  the  bull  of  crumpled  horn ! 

Hip  !  hip !  for  Convocation  V 
But  no  such  pleasant  thing  it  is 
For  Derby  at  the  side  of  Dis 

Cantering  o'er  the  Commons, 
When  he  believes  he  hears  the  bell 
For  dinner-time,  it  tolls  his  knell 

Of  parting  power.     Sad  summons ! 


XV.    A  NOTE-COVER  WITH  SIX  OF  MY  CARDS. 

To  her  old  friend  does  Rose  devote 

Sometimes  two  minutes,  rarely  three. 

Yet  never  came  there  any  note 

(However  kind)  so  full  of  me. 


XVI. 

I  ENTREAT  you,  Alfred  Tennyson, 

Come  and  share  my  haunch  of  venison. 

I  have  too  a  bin  of  claret. 

Good,  but  better  when  you  share  it. 

Tho  His  only  a  small  bin. 

There's  a  stock  of  it  within. 

And  as  sure  as  Fm  a  rhymer. 

Half  a  butt  of  Rudesheimer. 

Come ;  among  the  sons  of  men  is  one 

Welcomer  than  Alfred  Tennyson  ? 


XVII. 

Smithfield  !  thy  festival  prepare 
And  drive  the  cattle  from  the  fair ; 
Another  drove  is  coming  fast  .  . 
Tie,  tie  the  faggot  to  the  mast : 
And  purify  the  nation's  crimes 
Again  as  in  the  good  old  times. 
"Huzza!"  the  children  cry,  "huzza ! 
Now  then  for  one  more  holiday!" 


XVIII. 

Joy  is  the  blossom,  sorrow  is  the  fruit. 
Of  human  life ;  and  worms  are  at  the  root. 


EPIGRAMS.  369 

XIX. 


''  Why  do  I  smile  ?"    To  hear  you  say 
"  Ofie  month,  and  then  the  shortest  day!** 
The  shortest,  whatever  month  it  be. 
Is  the  bright  day  you  pass  with  me. 


XX. 

Martha,  now  somewhat  stern  and  old. 
Found  men  grow  every  day  less  bold ; 
Yet  bad  enough ;  but  tolerated 
Because,  poor  souls  I  by  God  created. 
She  loved  her  dog  (the  worst  do  that) 
And  pampered  him,  morosely  fat. 
Eising  up  half-asleep,  it  hapt 
She  trod  upon  him  and  he  snapt. 
'*  Ah,  what  a  pitch,''  good  Martha  says, 
'^  Have  dogs  arrived  at  in  our  days  ! " 


XXI.    COWLEY'S  STYLE,* 

Dispenser  of  wide-wasting  woe. 
Creation's  laws  you  overthrow. 
Mankind  in  your  fierce  flames  you  bum 
And  drown  in  their  own  tears  oy  turn. 
Deluged  had  been  the  world  in  vain, 
Your  fire  soon  dried  its  clothes  again. 


XXIL 

Ye  who  adore  God's  Vicar  wliile  he  saith, 
Blessed  be  every  lie  that  props  the  faith, 
Draw  ye  from  reter's  fish  no  purer  oil 
To  feed  your  Lamp  ?    In  vain  then  do  ye  toil. 


xxin. 
Thought  fights  with  thought :  out  springs  a  spark  of  truth 
from  the  collision  of  the  sword  and  shield. 

*  Cowley's  style  in  poetry  is  like  Lamartine's  in  prose;  he  in  bis 
Uphaelle  "  thus  writes  of  a  lover  who  bums  the  letters  of  his  beloved. 
^t  lea  tti  brUUes  parce  que  la  cendre  mSme  en  edt  iU  trap  dutvde  pour  la 
itSe,  et  je  Vai  jetUe  aux  tentt  du  cieL" 
The  French  are  returning  to  their  ancien  rigitne,  we  see. . 

"a  ^ 
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XXIV. 

Where  are  the  sounds  that  swam  along 
l?he  buoyant  air  when  I  was  young? 
The  last  yibration  now  is  o*er. 
And  they  who  listened  are  no  more ; 
Ah  I  let  me  close  my  eyes  and  dream^ 
I  see  one  imaged  on  the  Leam. 

ixv. 
Fais  Love !  and  fairer  Hope  I  we  pla/d  tc^ether. 

When  ye  were  little  ones^  for  many  a  Sblj, 
Sometimes  in  fine,  sometimes  in  gloomier  weather : 

Is  it  not  hard  to  part  so  soon  in  May  P 

XXVI. 

Alas  !  'tis  very  sad  to  hear. 

Your  and  your  Muse's  end  draws  near : 

I  only  wish^  if  this  be  true. 

To  lie  a  little  way  from  you. 

The  grave  is  cold  enough  for  me 

Without  you  and  your  poetry. 


XXVU.    B.  ABUNDELL 

Nature  t  thou  mayest  fume  and  tr^. 
There's  but  one  white  violet; 
Scatter  o'er  the  vernal  ground 
Faint  resemblances  around. 
Nature !  I  will  teU  thee  yet 
There's  but  one  white  violet. 


XXVIII. 

Known  as  thou  art  to  ancient  Fame 
My  praise,  Eistormel,  shall  be  scant 

The  Muses  gave  thy  sounding  name. 
The  Graces  thy  inhabitant. 


XXIX. 

Mild  is  Euphemius,  mild  as  summer  dew 
Or  Belgic  lion  poked  to  Waterloo. 


XXX. 

A  FRIENDSHIP  never  bears  uncanker'd  fiuit 

Where  one  of  ancient  growth  has  been  blown  down. 
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XXXI. 

Pentheus,  by  maddening  Furies  driven. 
Saw,  it  is  said,  two  suns  in  heaven. 

And  I  believe  it  true; 
I  also  see  a  double  sun 
Where  calmer  mortals  see  but  one .  • 

My  sun,  my  heaven  .  .  in  you. 


XXXII. 

Graceful  Acacia !  slender,  brittle, 

I  think  I  know  the  like  of  thee; 
But  thou  art  tall  and  she  is  little  .  . 

What  God  shall  call  her  his  own  tree  ? 
Some  God  must  be  the  last  to  change  her; 

From  him  alone  she  will  not  flee ; 
0  may  he  fix  to  earth  the  ranger, 

And  may  he  lend  her  shade  to  me ! 


XXXIII. 

Whether  the  Furies  lash  the  criminal 
Or  weaker  Passions  lead  him  powerless  on, 
I  see  the  slave  and  scorn  him  equally. 


XXXIV. 

Unkindness  can  be  but  where  kindness  was ; 
Thence,  and  thence  only,  fly  her  certain  shafts 
And  carry  fire  and  venom  on  the  point. 


XXXV.    TO  POETS. 

My  children!  speak  not  ill  of  one  another; 

I  do  not  ask  you  not  to  hate ; 
Cadets  must  envy  every  elder  brother. 

The  little  poet  must  the  great. 


XXXVI. 

Cahills  !  do  what  you  will  at  home, 

Order'd,  or  order'd  not,  by  Eome. 

Teach  Innocence  the  deeds  of  Shame, 

Question  her,  what  each  act,  each  name  ? 

Hear  patiently,  where,  how,  how  often. 

Ere  gnostly  commination  soften. 

i&  'a  ^ 
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Brawl,  bidding  civil  discord  cease ; 
Murder,  to  please  the  Prince  of  Peace. 
For  Him  who  sees  thro  worids  set  spies^ 
And  guard  the  throne  of  Truth  with  lies. 
Only,  where  Treason  tempts  you,  pause^ 
And  leave  us  house  and  liome  and  laws. 


XXXVII. 

Love  ffies  with  bow  unstrung  when  Time  appears^ 
And  trembles  at  the  assault  of  heavy  years ; 
A  few  bright  feathers  bear  him  on  his  flight  * 
Quite  beyond  call,  but  not  forgotten  quite. 


XXXVIII. 

Matthias,  Giflford,  men  like  those. 
Find  in  great  poets  but  great  foes ; 
In  Wordsworth  but  a  husky  wheeze. 
Or  Byron  but  a  foul  disease. 
In  Southey  one  who  softly  bleats. 
And  one  of  thinnest  air  in  Keats. 
Yet  will  these  live  for  years  and  years. 
When  those  have  felt  the  fatal  shears. 


XXXIX. 

To  his  young  Rose  an  old  man  said, 
"  Tou  will  be  sweet  when  I  am  dead : 
Where  skies  are  brightest  we  shall  meet. 
And  there  will  you  be  yet  more  sweet. 
Leaving  your  winged  company 
To  waste  an  idle  thought  on  me.'* 

XL.    AMERICAN  CHRISTMAS  GAMES. 

When  eating  and  drinking  and  spitting  and  smoking 

And  romping  and  roaring  and  slapping  and  joking 

Have  each  had  fair  play,  the  last  toast  of  the  night 

Is  "  Success  to  the  brave  who  have  fought  the  good  fight.*' 

Then  America  whistles,  and  Hungary  sings, 

''The  cards  in  the  pack  are  not  all  knaves  and  kings. 

There  are  rogues  at  Vienna,  and  worse  at  Berlin, 

Who  chuckle  at  cheating  so  long  as  they  win ; 

For  us  yet  remains  a  prime  duty  to  do, 

Tho  we  dirty  the  kennel  by  dragging  them  thro.** 
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XLI. 

I,  NEAR  the  back  of  Lifers  dim  stage 
Feel  thro  the  slips  the  drafts  of  age. 
Fifty  good  years  are  gone :  with  youth 
The  wind  is  always  in  the  south. 


XLII. 

In  the  odor  of  sanctity  Miriam  abounds. 
Her  husband's  is  nearer  the  odor  of  hounds. 
With  a  dash  of  the  cess-pool,  a  dash  of  the  sty. 
And  the  water  of  cabbages  running  hard-by. 


XLIII. 

The  crysolites  and  rubies  Bacchus  brings 

To  crown  the  feast  where  swells  the  broad-vein'd  brow, 
Where  maidens  blush  at  what  the  minstrel  sings. 

They  who  have  coveted  may  covet  now. 

Bring  ine,  in  cool  alcove,  the  grape  uncrusht. 
The  peach  of  pulpy  cheek  and  down  mature, 

Where  every  voice  (but  bird's  or  child's)  is  husht. 
And  every  thought,  like  the  brook  nigh,  runs  pure. 

XLIV. 

"  Among  the  few  sure  truths  we  know  " 
A  poet,  deep  in  thought  and  woe. 
Says  "  Flowers,  wAen  they  have  livedo  must  die," 
And  so,  sweet  maid  I  must  you  and  L 


XLV. 

I  REMEMBER  the  time  ere  his  temples  were  grey. 
And  I  frown'd  at  the  things  he'd  the  boldness  to  say ; 
But  now  he  grows  old  he  may  say  what  he  will, 
I  laugh  at  his  nonsense  and  take  nothing  ilL 
Indeed  I  must  say  he's  a  little  improved. 
For  he  watches  no  longer  the  slily  beloved; 
No  longer,  as  once,  he  awakens  my  fears. 
Not  a  glance  he  perceives,  not  a  whisper  he  hears ; 
If  ever  he  heard  one,  it  never  transpired. 
For  his  only  delight  is  to  see  me  admired ; 
And  now,  pray,  what  better  return  can  I  make 
Than  flirt,  and  be  always  admired  ••  for  his  sake. 
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XLYI.    DIALOGUE. 
M. 

Why  !  who  now  in  the  world  is  this  ? 
It  cannot  be  the  same  .  .  I  miss 
The  gift  he  always  brought  .  .  a  kiss. 
Yet  stil  I  know  my  eyes  are  bright 
And  not  a  single  hair  tumM  wlute. 

L. 

0  idol  of  my  youth  I  upon 

That  joyous  head  grey  hair  there's  none^ 

Nor  may  there  ever  be !  grey  hair 

Is  the  unthrifty  growth  of  Care, 

Which  she  has  planted  .  .  you  see  where. 


XLVIL 

We  know  a  poet  rich  in  thought,  profuse 
In  bounty ;  but  his  grain  wants  wmnowing ; 
There  hangs  much  chaff  about  it,  barndoor  dust. 
Cobwebs,  small  insects  :  it  might  make  a  loaf, 
A  good  large  loaf,  of  household  bread;  but  flour 
Must  be  well  bolted  for  a  dainty  roll. 

XLVIII. 

What  garden  but  glows 

With  at  least  its  one  rose 
Whether  sunny  or  showery  be  June  ? 

What  heart  so  unblest 

That  it  never  possest 
One  treasure,  tho  perishing  soon  ? 


XLIX. 

Be  not  in  too  great  haste  to  dry 
The  tear  that  springs  from  sympathy. 


L. 

We  have  survived  three  months  of  rain, 

0  come  and  bring  the  sun  again ; 
Your  Rosebud,  tho  she  treads  on  air. 
Is  only  yet  the  morning  star ; 

Old  Januar/s  nineteenth  day 
To  me  is  like  the  first  of  May. 

1  drink  your  health  .  .  but  Time,  alas ! 
Holds  over  mine  another  glass. 
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In  which  no  liquid  rubies  shine^ 
But  whose  dry  sand  drains  all  the  wine : 
Fain  would  I  turn  it  upsidedown^ 
It  will  not  do  .  •  I  fear  his  frown ; 
Tho  on  the  whole  (now  come  and  see) 
He  has  been  somewhat  mild  with  me. 


LI. 

I  WILL  not)  dare  not,  look  behind. 
On  days  when  you  were  true  and  kind. 
Oh  that  I  now  oould  grow  as  blind. 
Why  did  you  ever  tempt  the  sea 
And  the  sea-breeze,  if  there  must  be 
A  lesson  of  inconstancy  ? 

LIL 

No  easy  thing  to  hit  the  mind 
That  wavers  with  each  gust  of  wind. 
Nor  worth  the  while,  unless  to  show 
What  a  good  blade  and  skill  can  do, 
Damascus  sabres  at  one  stroke 
Cut  lightest  plume  or  hardest  oaL 
I  let  your  feathers  sweep  the  plain 
And  sheath  my  scymeter  again. 

LIIL 

Thou  needst  not  pitch  upon  my  hat, 

Thou  witherd  leaf!  to  show  how  near 
Is  now  the  winter  of  my  year ; 

Alas  I  I  want  no  hint  of  that. 

Prythee,  ah  prythee  get  along ! 
Whisper  as  gently  in  the  ear, 
I  once  could  whisper  in,  to  fear 

No  change,  but  live  for  dance  and  song. 

LIV. 

Too  mindful  of  the  fault  in  Eve, 

You  ladies  never  will  believe, 

Else  I  would  venture  now  to  say 

I  love  you  quite  as  well  this  day 

As  when  fire  ran  along  my  veins 

From  your  bright  eyes,  and  joys  and  pains 

Each  other's  swelling  nerves  pursued. 

And  when  the  wooer  too  was  wooed. 
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LV. 

Neither  in  idleness  consume  thy  days> 

Nor  bend  thy  back  to  mow  the  weeds  of  praise. 


LVI. 

While  thou  wert  by 

With  laughing  eye, 
I  felt  the  glow  and  song  of  spring : 

Now  thou  art  gone 

I  sit  alone. 
Nor  heed  who  smile  nor  hear  who  sing. 

LVII. 

How  many  ages  did  the  planets  roll 

O'er  sapient  heads  that  nightly  watcht  their  course. 
Ere  the  most  sapient  betwixt  pole  and  pole 

Believed  them  fleeter  than  the  dustman's  horse ! 


LVIIL 

In  quadruped  or  winged  game 

Gourmands  there  are  who  like  the  high : 
'Tis  in  society  the  same  .  • 

A  touch  of  taint  is  spicery. 


LIX. 

Our  days  are  numbered,  0  Eliza !  mine 

On  the  lefi;  hand  have  many  numerals, 
Few  on  the  right ;  but  while  those  dap  decline 

May  her's  shine  bright  who  graced  these  lonely  halls ! 


LX. 


Cypress  and  Cedar !  gracefuUest  of  trees, 
Eriends  of  my  boyhood !  ye,  before  the  breeze. 
As  lofty  lords  beiore  an  eastern  throne. 
Bend  the  whole  body,  not  the  head  alone. 

LXI. 

Love  thou  thy  neighbour  as  thyself 

Lies  an  old  sawe  upon  the  shelf. 

With  intercourse  and  accent  bland 

Dogs  .  .  smooth  Maltese,  rough  Newfoundland, 

And  spirited  and  faithful  Spitz  •  . 
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Accost  me :  let  them  teach  the  wits. 
The  greater  have  come  up  and  done 
All  honor,  the  minuter  none. 
Singling  me  from  amidst  the  crowd 
Mj  next-door  neighbor  barks  most  loud. 


LXII. 

Stop,  stop,  friend  Cogan  !  would  you  throw 

That  tootn  away  ?     You  little  know 

Its  future :  that  which  now  you  see 

A  sinner's,  an  old  saint's  may  be, 

And  popes  may  bless  it  in  a  ring 

To  charm  the  conscience  of  some  king. 


LXIII. 

Yes,  I  will  come  to  Oxford  now 
Juicy  and  green  is  every  bough. 

Unfit  as  yet  to  roast  a  Froude : 
Exeter  cries,  "To  what  a  pass 
Are  we  reduced !  alas !  alas  V 

And  Church  and  College  wail  aloud. 


LXIV. 

People  may  think  the  work  of  sleep 

That  deep-indented  frown ; 
Its  post  of  honor  let  it  keep. 

Nor  draw  the  nightcap  down. 
Acknowledge  that  at  every  wheeze. 

At  every  grunt  and  groan. 
You  hear  nis  verses ;  do  not  these 

Proclaim  them  for  his  own  ? 


LXV. 

Years,  many  parti-color'd  years. 

Some  have  crept  on,  and  some  have  flown. 
Since  first  before  me  fell  those  tears 

I  never  could  see  fall  alone. 
Years,  not  so  many,  are  to  come. 

Years  not  so  varied,  when  from  you 
One  more  will  fall :  when,  carried  home, 

I  see  it  not,  nor  hear  adieu* 
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LXVL 

Death^  in  ap]proaching^  brings  me  sleep  so  sound 
I  scarcely  hear  the  dreams  that  hover  round ; 
One  crud  thing,  one  only,  he  can  do . . 
Break  the  bright  image  (Life's  best  gift)  of  you. 

LXVIL 

Hebe  stands  a  civil  man,  John  Hickes, 
Waiting,  he  says,  to  cross  the  Stvx. 
Check  that  dog's  treble-bass,  0  Charon ! 
Take  him,  and  lay  the  lighest  fare  on. 

LXVIIL    YOUNG. 

Thou  dreariest  droll  of  puffy  short-breath'd  writers ! 
All  thy  ntghUthoughU  and  day-thoughts  hung  on  mite 

LXIX.    A  quarrelsome  BISHOP. 

To  hide  her  ordure,  claws  the  cat ; 
You  claw,  but  not  to  cover  that. 
Be  decenter,  and  learn  at  least 
One  lesson  from  the  cleanlier  beast. 


LXX. 


Instead  of  idling  half  my  hours, 

I  might  have  learnt  the  names  of  flowers 

In  gardens,  groves,  and  fields.'' 
Where  then  had  been  the  sweet  surprize 
That  sparkles  from  those  dark-blue  eyes  ? 

Less  pleasure  knowledge  yields. 

LXXL 

Here  lies  our  honest  friend  Sam  Parr, 
A  better  man  than  most  men  are. 
So  learned,  he  could  well  dispense 
Sometimes  with  merely  common  sense ; 
So  voluble,  so  eloquent. 
You  little  heeded  what  he  meant : 
So  generous,  he  could  spare  a  word 
To  throw  at  Warburton  or  Hurd : 
So  loving,  every  village-maid 
Sought  his  caresses,  tho  afraid. 

LXXIL 

Jack  Campbell  I  if  few  are 
So  stealthy  as  you  are. 
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Few  steal  with  so  honest  a  face : 

But  recollect,  when 

You  pluck  a  fresh  pen. 
That  where  the  soil's  richest  is  deepest  the  trace. 

Beware  lest  Macaulay, 

Hard-fisted,  should  maul  ye 
When  he  catches  you  sucking  his  Bacon. 

At  Lister's  church-yard 

There  is  stationed  no  guard; 
Creep  over ;  Au  spoils  may  be  tjJcen. 


LXXIII. 

Bltthb  bell,  that  calls  to  bridal  halls. 

Tolls  deep  a  darker  day ; 
The  very  shower  tliat  feeds  the  flower 

Weeps  also  its  decay. 


LXXIV.    TO  AN  OLD  MULBERRY-TREE. 

Old  mulberry !  with  all  thy  moss  around. 
Thy  arms  are  shattered,  but  thy  heart  is  soand : 
So  then  remember  one  for  whom  of  yore 
Thy  tenderest  boughs  the  crimson  berry  bore ; 
Remember  one  who,  trusting  in  thy  strength. 
Lay  on  the  low  and  level  branch  full  lengiSi. 
No  strength  has  he,  alas  !  to  climb  it  now. 
Nor  strength  to  bear  him,  if  he  had,  hast  thou. 


LXXV. 

Hasten,  0  hasten,  poet  mine ! 
To  give  the  hoarsest  of  the  Nine 
Her  usual  syrop ;  let  her  go 
To  sleep,  as  she  lets  others  do. 


LXXVL 

Weak  minds  return  men  hatred  for  contempt. 
Strong  ones  contempt  for  hatred.    Which  is  best  ? 


LXXVII. 

In  port,  beyond  the  swell  of  winds  and  tides. 
My  little  skiff  the  Independence  ri^. 
Scanty,  tho  strong  and  hearty  is  her  crew, 
So,  come  aboard ;  she  can  find  room  for  yeu. 
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LXXYIIL    THE  DUKE  OP  YORK'S  STATUE. 

Enduring  is  the  bust  of  bronze^ 
And  thine,  0  flower  of  George's  sons. 
Stands  high  above  all  laws  and  dims. 

As  honest  men  as  ever  cart 
Conve/d  to  Tyburn  took  thy  part 
And  raised  thee  up  to  where  thou  art. 

LXXIX. 

Why  do  the  Graces  now  desert  the  Muse  ? 
They  hate  bright  ribbons  tying  wooden  shoes. 


LXXX. 

When  a  man  truly  loves  he  is  at  best 

A  frail  thermometer  to  the  beloved : 

His  spirits  rise  and  fall  but  at  her  breath. 

And  shower  and  sunshine  are  divined  from  her. 


LXXXI. 

Betier  to  praise  too  largely  small  deserts. 
Than  censure  too  severely  great  defects. 


LXXXII. 

Hungarians  !  raise  your  laurel'd  brows  again. 
Ye  who  can  raise  them  from  amid  the  slain. 
And  swear  we  hear  but  fables,  and  the  youth 
Who  sways  o'er  Austria  never  "  swerv'd  from  truth/ 


LXXXIII. 

Bidden  by  Hope  the  sorrowful  and  fond 

Look  o'er  the  present  hour  for  hours  beyond. 

Some  press,  some  saunter  on,  until  at  last 

They  reach  that  chasm  which  none  who  breathe  hath  pj 

Before  them  Death  starts  up,  and  opens  wide 

His  wings,  and  wafts  them  to  the  farther  side. 


LXXX  IV. 

Ireland  never  was  contented . . 
Say  you  so  ?  you  are  demented. 
Ireland  was  contented  when 
All  could  use  the  sword  and  pen. 
And  when  Tara  rose  so  high 
.  That  her  turrets  split  the  sky. 
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And  about  her  courts  were  seen 
Liveried  Angels  robed  in  green, 
Wearing,  by  Saint  Patrick's  bounty. 
Emeralds  big  as  half  a  county. 

LXXXV.    LADY  HAMILTON. 

Long  have  the  Syrens  left  their  sunny  coast, 
The  Muse's  voice,  heard  later,  soon  was  lost ; 
Of  all  the  Graces  one  remains  alone, 
Gods  call  her  Emma;  mortals,  Hamilton. 


LXXXVI. 

There  is  a  time  when  the  romance  of  life 
Should  be  shut  up,  and  closed  with  double  clasp 
Better  that  this  be  done  before  the  dust 
That  none  can  blow  away  falls  into  it, 


LXXXVII. 

Nay,  thank  me  not  again  for  those 

Camelias,  that  untimely  rose ; 

But  if,  whence  you  might  please  the  more 

And  Tvin  the  few  unwon  before, 

I  souglit  the  flowers  you  loved  to  wear, 

CyerjoyM  to  see  them  in  your  hair. 

Upon  my  grave,  I  pray  you,  set 

One  primrose  or  one  violet. 

.  ,  .  Stay  ...  I  can  wait  a  little  yet. 

LXXXVIIL 

Expect  no  grape,  no  fig,  no  wholesome  firuit 
From  Gaul  engrafted  upon  Corsican. 

LXXXIX.    AN  IRISHMAN  TO  FATHER  MATTHEW. 

0  FATHER  Matthew  I 
Whatever  path  you 

In  life  pursue, 
God  grant  your  Reverence 
May  brush  off  never  hence 

Our  mountain  dew ! 


xc. 
"A  Paraphrase  on  Job  "  we  see 
By  Young  :  it  loads  the  shelf : 
He  who  can  read  one  half  must  be 
Patient  as  Job  himself. 
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XCL 

Meteick  !  surrounded  by  Silurian  boors^ 
Against  that  rabble  shut  your  castle-doors; 
I  mean  that  coarser  rabble  which  aspires 
To  square  its  shoulders  in  the  squad  of  squires ; 
Which  holds  the  scholar  under  heavy  ban. 
And,  drunk  or  sober,  spurns  the  gentleman. 
Meyrick  !  how  wide  your  difference !  hardly  wider 
Your  mellow  claret  and  their  musty  cider. 

XCII. 

It  often  happens  a  bad  pun 

Goes  farther  than  a  better  one. 

A  miss  is  often  not  a  bit 

Less  startling  than  the  fairest  hit : 

This  (under  high-raised  eyebrows  seen) 

Poor  Goldsmith  proved  on  Tumham-green, 


XCIII. 

The  ancient  Faith  brings  recreant  Gauls 
In  guise  of  friends  to  scale  the  walls 
Of  manful  Rome :  as  false  their  word 
As  ever,  and  more  foul  the  sword. 


xciv. 
''What  is  my  faith  ?"     I  do  believe 
That  ladies  never  would  deceive. 
And  that  the  little  fault  of  Eve 
Is  very  easy  to  retrieve. 

*^  She  lost  vs  immortalUi/  !'' 

"Well,  so  she  might;  and  what  care  I  ? 

Eden  and  Paradise  are  nigh 

As  ever :  should  we  pass  them  by  ?'' 


XCV.    to  JOHN  FOBSTER. 

Censured  by  her  who  stands  above 
The  Sapphic  Muse  in  song  and  love, 
"  For  minding  v)hai  such  people  do^^ 
I  turn  in  confidence  to  you. 
Now,  Forster,  did  you  never  stop 
At  orange-peel  or  turnip-top. 
To  kick  them  from  your  path,  and  then 
Complacently  walk  on  agen  ? 
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XCVI. 

In  summer  when  the  snn's  mad  horses  pass 

Thro  more  than  half  the  heavens,  we  sink  to  rest 
In  Italy,  nor  tread  the  crackling  grass. 

But  wait  until  they  plunge  into  the  west : 
And  could  not  you,  Mazzini !  wait  awhile  ? 

The  grass  is  withered,  but  shall  spring  agen ; 
The  Gods,  who  frown  on  Italy,  will  smile 

As  in  old  times,  and  men  once  more  be  men. 


XCVII. 

God  scatters  beauty  as  he  scatters  flowers 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  tells  us  all  are  ours. 
A  hundred  lights  in  every  temple  bum. 
And  at  each  shrine  I  bend  my  knee  in  turn. 


XCVIII.    THE  DEATH  OF  MADAME  KOLAMD. 

Genius  and  Virtue !  dismal  was  the  dearth 

Ye  saw  throughout  all  France  when  ye  lookt  down. 

In  the  wide  waste  of  blood-besprinkled  earth. 
There  was  but  one  great  soul,  and  that  had  flown. 


xcix. 

Thebe  are  certain  blue  eyes 

"Which  insist  on  your  signs. 
And  the  readiest  to  give  them  is  far  the  most  wise; 

An  obstinate  lout 

Besolved  to  stand  out 
Cries  at  last  like  a  criminal  under  the  knout. 


c. 
Death  stands  above  me,  whispering  low 

I  know  not  what  into  my  ear : 
Of  his  strange  language  all  I  know 

Is,  there  is  not  a  word  of  fear. 


CI.    BOSE  ATLMEB'S  HAIB,  GIVEN  BY  HEB  SISTEB. 

Beautiful  spoils  I  borne  off  from  vanquisht  death ! 

Upon  my  heart's  high  altar  shall  ye  lie. 
Moved  but  by  only  one  adorer's  breath. 

Retaining  youth,  rewarding  constancy. 
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CII. 

Deserted  in  our  utmost  need 
Was  Ped,  and  what  poor  fags  succeed  1 
Lie  dead,  ye  bees !  come  forth,  ye  drones ! 
Malmsbunes,  Maidstones,  Pakingtons ! 
Hum  in  the  sunshine  while  ye  may. 
Tomorrow  comes  a  rainy  day. 

CIIL 

A  FLIRT  was  Belinda !  the  more  she  reproved 

Her  lover  for  changing  his  mind. 
''  Say  who,*'  cried  the  youth,  "  0  my  dearly  beloved ! 

Can  be  steddy  that  polks  with  the  wind  ?" 


CIV.    THE  ONE  GRAVE. 

Though  other  friends  have  died  in  other  days. 
One  grave  there  is  where  memory  sinks  and  stays. 


CV.    HENRY  THE  EIGHTH. 

Thou  murderous  man !  a  time  there  comes,  we  trust. 
When,  king's  or  peasant's,  dust  springs  forth  from  dust : 
Then,  when  the  spirit  its  own  form  shall  see. 
Beauteous  or  hideous,  woe  then,  wretch,  to  thee ! 


cvi. 
Wearers  of  rings  and  chains ! 
Pray  do  not  take  the  pains 

To  set  me  right. 
In  vain  my  faults  ye  quote ; 
I  write  as  others  wrote 

On  Sunium's  hight. 

CVII. 

Come  forth,  old  lion,  from  thy  den. 
Come,  be  the  gaze  of  idle  men. 
Old  lion,  shake  thy  mane  and  growl. 
Or  they  will  take  thee  for  an  owl. 


CVIII. 

Threaten  the  wretch  who  rashly  comes 
To  violate  these  tranquil  tombs. 
Eglantine !  sweet  protectress  !  you 
Can  threaten  him  and  punish  too. 


Envy  ne'er  thniat  into  my  liand  her  torch. 

The  robe  of  those  who  mount  up  higher  to  scorch. 

Oa  old  Greek  idols  1  may  fix  my  eyes 

Oftener,  and  bring  them  latter  sacrifice. 

Yet  on  the  altar  wliere  are  worshipt  ours 

I  light  my  taper  and  lay  down  my  flowers. 


Stbikb  with  Thor's  liammer,  strike  agen 
The  skulking  heads  of  half-form'd  men, 
And  every  northern  God  shall  smile 
Upon  thy  well-aiin'd  blow,  Carljle ! 


By  learned  men  was  England  led, 
"When  England  follow  d  men' like  these; 

His  father's  speeches  One  had  red,  . . . 
One,  Ovid's  Metamorphoses. 


T\^MAT  wouldst  thoa  say. 

Autumnal  day. 
Clothed  ill  a  mist  akin  to  rain? 

Tims  I  appear. 
Because  next  year, 
Perhaps  we  may  not  meet  again. 


Changeful!  how  little  do  you  know 
Of  Byron  when  you  call  liim  so  t 
True  as  the  magnet  is  to  iron 
Bjron  hath  ever  been  to  Biron. 
His  color'd  prints,  in  gilded  frames. 
Whatever  the  designs  and  names. 
One  image  set  before  the  rest. 
In  shirt  with  falling  collar  drest. 
And  keeping  up  a  rolling  fire  at 
Patriot,  conspirator,  and  pirate. 
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CXIV. 

Love,  flying  out  of  sight,  overshadows  me. 
And  leaves  me  cold  as  cold  can  be ; 
Farewell  alasses  !  and  no-mores  !  and  you. 
Sweetest  and  saddest  word,  adieu  ! 


CXV.    1858. 

Srr  quiet  at  your  hearthstones  while  ye  may ; 
Look  to  your  arms ;  place  them  within  your  reach ; 
Keep  dry  the  powder ;  throw  none  on  the  grate 
Li  idle  sport ;  it  might  blow  up  both  roof 
And  door :  and  then  the  Bear  that  growls  bursts  in. 


cxvi. 

Blind  to  the  future,  to  what  lies  before 
The  future,  what  our  feet  now  stand  upon. 
We  see  not,  look  not  for,  nor  think  about. 


CXVII. 

Ye  throw  your  crumbs  of  bread  into  the  stream. 

And  there  are  fish  that  rise  and  swallow  them ; 

Fish  too  there  are  that  lie  along  the  mud. 

And  never  rise,  content  to  feed  on  worms. 

Thus  do  we  poets ;  thus  the  people  do. 

What  sparkles  is  caught  up ;  what  sparkles  not 

Falls  to  the  bottom  mingled  with  the  sludge. 

And  perishes  by  its  solidity. 

The  minnows  twinkle  round  and  let  it  pass. 

Pursuing  some  minuter  particle. 

More  practicable  for  the  slender  gill. 


cxvin. 
My  yam  in  verse  is  short :  I  sit  among 
Our  few  old  women  who  ne'er  learnt  to  spin. 


cxix. 
Treasures  of  greek  has  .  .  ?    Li  vain  I  seek  'em. 
Is  all  the  greek  he  has  worth  album  gntcum  f 


EPIGRAMS.  387 


cxx. 
One  lovely  name  adorns  my  song, 

And,  dwelling  in  the  heart, 
For  ever  falters  at  the  tongue. 

And  trembles  to  depart. 


CXXI.    ON  SOUTHEY'S  BIRTHDAY,  Nov.  4. 

No  Angel  borne  on  whiter  wing 

Hath  visited  tlie  sons  of  men. 
Teaching  the  song  they  ought  to  sing 

And  guiding  right  the  unsteddy  pen. 
Recorded  not  on  earth  alone, 

0  Southev !  is  thy  natal  day. 
But  there  where  stands  the  choral  throne 

Show  us  thy  light  and  point  the  way. 

CXXII. 

Altho  my  soberer  ear  disdains 
The  irksome  din  of  tinkling  chains, 
I  pat  two  steers  more  sleek  than  strong 
And  yoke  them  to  the  car  of  Song. 

CXXIII. 

0  WRETCHED  despicable  slaves. 
Accomplices  and  dupes  of  knaves  ! 
The  cut-throat  uncle  laid  ye  low. 
The  cut-purse  nephew  gags  ye  now. 
Behold  at  last  due  vengeance  come 
For  the  brave  men  ye  slew  at  Borne. 


cxxiv. 
Penthesilkia,  bright  and  bold. 
Led  forth  her  Amazons  of  old. 
And  every  man  was  fain  to  yield 
Who  met  her  on  the  Attic  field 
Save  Theseus ;  by  that  bosom  bare 
Undazzled,  or  that  golden  hair ; 
He,  without  shuddering,  dared  to  twist 
Its  rings  around  his  stubborn  fist. 

The  times  are  altered :  now  again 
Our  Attic  virgins  scour  the  plain. 
And  Pallas  is  observed  to  rear 
Cer  those  her  i£gis  and  her  spear. 
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CXXV. 

There  are  some  tears  that  only  brave  men  shed. 

The  rest  are  common  to  the  human  race. 
The  cause  of  Hungary  when  Kossuth  pled 

Such  tears  as  his  roU'd  down  the  sternest  face. 
Girls  wondered,  by  the  side  of  youths  who  loved. 

Why  they  had  never  wept  until  that  hour ; 
Tender  they  knew  those  hearts,  but  never  moved 

As  then.    Love  own'd  there  was  one  greater  power. 


CXXVL 

The  fault  is  not  mine  if  I  love  you  too  much, 

I  loved  you  too  httle  too  long, 
Such  ever  your  graces,  your  tenderness  such. 

And  the  music  the  heart  gave  the  tongue. 

A  time  is  now  coming  wlien  Love  must  be  gone 
Tho  he  never  abandon^  me  yet. 

Acknowledge  our  friendship,  our  passion  disown. 
Our  follies  (ah  can  you  ?)  forget. 


cxxvn. 
If,  when  a  man  has  thrown  himself  on  flowers. 
He  feels  a  sharp  flint  under  him  and  springs 
Upon  his  legs,  he  feels  the  flint  again 
Tomorrow,  not  the  flowers :  they  drifted  down 
The  stream  of  Lethe  imperceptibly. 
Heavier  and  sooner  to  be  now  engulpht 
For  every  surface-drop  which  they  imbibed. 
I  have  so  much  of  leisure  that  1  hate 
To  lose  a  particle ;  as  hate  the  rich 
To  lose  the  dross  they  know  not  to  employ ; 
Else  would  1  moralize  a  good  half-hour 
On  pleasure  and  its  sequences,  and  speak 
As  ill  of  them  as  men  whom  they  have  left 
Usually  do  .  .  imgrateful,  like  the  rest. 


cxxvin. 
Leaf  after  leaf  drops  ofi*,  flower  after  flower. 
Some  in  the  chill,  some  in  the  warmer  hour : 
Alike  they  flourish  and  alike  they  fall, 
And  Earth  who  nourisht  them  receives  them  all. 
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Should  we,  her  wiser  sons,  be  less  content 
To  sink  into  her  lap  when  life  is  spent  ? 

CXXIX.    TO  A  CHILD. 

Pout  not,  my  little  Rose,  but  take 

With  dimpled  fingers,  cool  and  soft. 
This  posy,  when  thou  art  awake  .  . 

Mama  has  wome  my  posies  oft : 

This  is  the  first  I  offer  thee. 

Sweet  baby !  many  more  shall  rise 
From  trembling  hand,  from  bended  knee, 

Mid  hopes  and  fears,  mid  doubts  and  sighs. 

Before  that  hour  my  eyes  will  close ; 

But  grant  me.  Heaven,  this  one  desire  .  • 
In  mercy !  may  my  little  Rose 

Never  be  grafted  on  a  briar. 


cxxx. 
Rest  of  my  heart !  no  verse  can  tell 

My  blissful  pride,  beloved  by  you ; 
Yet  could  I  love  you  half  so  well 

Unless  you  once  had  grieved  me  too  ? 


cxxxi. 
Let  Youth,  who  never  rests,  run  by ; 

But  should  each  Grace  desert  the  Muse  ? 
Should  all  that  once  hath  charmed  us,  fly 

At  heavy  Age's  creaking  shoes  ? 
The  titter  of  light  Days  1  hear 

To  see  so  strange  a  figure  come ; 
Laugh  on,  light  Days,  and  never  fear ; 

He  passes  you ;  he  seeks  the  tomb. 


CXXXII. 

The  wisest  of  the  wise 
Listen  to  pretty  lies 

And  love  to  hear  'em  told. 
Doubt  not  that  Solomon 
Listened  to  many  a  one, 
Jome  in  his  youth  and  more  when  he  grew  old. 
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I  never  was  among 

The  choir  of  Wisdom^s  song. 

But  pretty  lies  loved  I 
As  much  as  any  king. 
When  youth  was  on  the  wing. 
And  (must  it  then  be  told?)  when  youth  had  quite  gone 

Alas !  and  I  have  not 
The  pleasant  hour  forgot 

When  one  pert  lady  said 
"  0  Walter  I  I  am  quite 
Bewilder'd  with  affright ! 
I  see  (sit  quiet  now)  a  white  hair  on  your  head." 

Another  more  benign 
Snipt  it  away  from  mine. 

And  in  her  own  dark  hair 
Pretended  it  was  found  .  .  . 
She  lept,  and  twirl'd  it  round  .  . 
Fair  as  she  was,  she  never  was  so  fair. 


cxxxin. 

Ulysses-likb  had  Myrrha  known. 

Aye,  many  a  man  in  many  a  town : 

At  last  she  swore  that  she  would  be 

Constant  to  one  alone,  to  me. 

She  fails  a  trifle :  I  reprove : 

Myrrha  no  longer  swears  her  love ; 

One  falsehood  honest  Myrrha  spares. 

And  argues  better  than  she  swears. 

"Look  now,"  says  she,  *'o'er  these  fair  plains. 

What  find  you  there  that  long  remains? 

The  rocks  upon  yon  ugly  hill 

Are  hard  and  cold  and  changeless  stil.** 

CXXXIV.    TO  AN  INNOCENT  GIRL. 

Maid  !  who  canst  hardly  yet  believe 
The  Tempter  could  have  tempted  Eve, 
And  wonderest  with  religious  doubt 
What  the  good  angels  were  about 
To  let  that  horrid  creature  in 
And  try  to  teach  her  what  is  sin  . . 
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Trust  me,  my  little  girl,  altlio 
Strange  is  the  story,  it  was  so. 
Her  whom  the  hollow  world  applauds 
Where'er  she  moves,  whatever  the  gauds 
Of  wit  and  beauty  she  may  wear. 
One  evil  action  strips  her  bare ; 
One  groveling  and  seductive  vice 
Tempts  her  .  .  and  farewel  Paradise  I 


cxxxv. 
The  Wine  is  murmuring  in  the  gloom. 
Because  he  feels  that  Spring  is  come 
To  gladden  everything  outside  .  . 
To  wing  the  dove  to  meet  his  bride. 
And  not  disdainfully  to  pass 
Even  the  snail  along  the  grass ; 
Because  he  feels  that  on  tlie  slope 
Of  his  own  hill  the  vine-flowers  ope ; 
Because  he  feels  that  never  more 
Will  earth  or  heaven  Ais  past  restore. 
He  beats  against  the  ribs  of  iron 
Which  him  and  all  his  strength  environ ; 
He  murmurs,  swells,  and  beats  agen. 
But  murmurs,  swells,  and  beats  in  vain. 
"  JFA^  think  about  it  /"  Need  I  say. 
Remembering  one  sweet  hour  last  May  ? 
We  think  and  feel  ('twas  your  remark) 
Then  most  when  all  around  is  dark. 


cxxxvi. 
No  insect  smells  so  fulsome  as  that  hard 

Unseemly  beetle  which  corrodes  the  rose. 
Bring  forth  your  microscope ;  about  the  bard 

One  very  like  it  (only  less)  it  shows. 


cxxxvii. 
A  SENTIMENTAL  lady  sate 
Lamenting  thus  a  rose's  fate. 
As  thirty  of  them,  nay  threescore, 
Bard-bitten  all,  have  done  before. 
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"  My  sweet  and  lovely  one !  ah  why 
Must  you  so  soon  decay  and  die  ? " 
"  I  know  not,"  with  soft  accents  said. 
And  balmy  breath  the  Rose,  "  kind  maid ! 
I  only  know  they  call  me  fair. 
And  fragrant  in  this  summer  air. 
If  youths  should  push  their  faces  down 
On  mine,  I  smile,  but  never  frown. 
And  never  ('twere  affected)  say 
So  much  as  '  wanton  !  go  away! 
I  would  not  wish  to  stop  behind 
And  perish  in  the  wint'ry  wind. 
I  have  had  sisters ;  all  are  gone 
Before  me,  and  without  a  moan. 
Be  thou  as  sweet  and  calm  as  they. 
And  never  mind  the  future  day." 


CXXXVIII.    SEPARATION. 

There  is  a  mountain  and  a  wood  between  us. 
Where  the  lone  shepherd  and  late  bird  have  seen  us 
Morning  and  noon  and  even-tide  repass. 
Between  us  now  the  mountain  and  the  wood 
Seem  standing  darker  than  last  year  they  stood. 
And  say  we  must  not  cross,  alas !  alas ! 


cxxxix. 
If  wits  and  poets,  two  or  three. 
Four  at  the  most,  speak  well  of  me. 
It  is  because  my  lonely  path 
Lies  hidden  by  the  hills  of  Bath. 
Neighbours  who  stir  one  step  from  prose 
Become  inevitable  foes. 
Poetic  steamers  rarely  fail 
Somehow  to  clash  upon  the  rail. 


CXL.    IRISH  THANKS  FOR  ROMISH  MIRACLES. 

Sure  from  thee,  most  Holy  Father, 
Miracles  in  heaps  we  gather: 
We  have  one  before  us  that's 
Very  like  the  Kerry  cats. 


EPIGRAMS.  393 


Wliich  our  history  by  Moore 
Tells  us  were  just  twenty-four. 
Others  show  the  very  house,  and 
Swear  there  were  eleven  thousand. 
Keeping  up  a  glorious  fight 
All  the  day  and  all  the  night. 
Not  a  knuckle,  not  a  rib. 
Left  at  morn  by  Tab  or  Tib, 
But  one  only  tail  to  tell 
What  the  Kerry  cats  befell. 
Blessings  on  thee.  Holy  Father, 
And  thy  miracles !     AVeM  rather 
See  as  many  Frenchmen  slain 
Than  those  Kerry  cats  again, 
Tho,  as  sure  as  you  are  bom. 
Few  we  want  to  watch  our  corn. 
Since  the  Union-guardians  eat 
Most  of  that,  and  all  the  meat. 
Hear  those  Frenchmen  yonder  cry 
Freedom  and  fraternity ! 
See  those  pebble-loads  of  carts 
Rumbling  from  their  joyous  hearts. 
See  those  sabres  hicking  hacking. 
And  those  rifles  clicking  clacking ! 
We  may  learn  one  lesson  by  't . . 
Never  go  afield  to  fight. 
Botheration!  botheration! 
Nation  striving  against  nation  ! 
When  a  single  one  can  do 
All  the  work  as  well  as  two. 


CXLI.    LIGHT  AND  DARK. 

As  trees  that  grow  along  the  waterside. 

However  stiff  and  stately  be  their  kind. 
Forego  their  nature,  put  away  all  pride 

And  bend  their  lofty  heads  before  the  wind 
Of  spring,  erect  thro  winter's ;  while  a  voice 

From  the  mild  ripples  charms  their  branches  do\nm. 
Branches  and  ripples  each  in  each  delight. 

And  these  forget  to  swell  and  those  to  frown ; 
So  does  that  grave  stem  man  before  you  now 
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Lose  all  his  harshness  while  you  sing  or  speak : 
Methinks  I  see  shot  upward  on  his  brow. 
The  tender  radiance  of  your  virgin  cheek. 


CXLIL    MY  LIZARD  IN  TUSCANY. 

You  pant  like  one  in  love,  my  Bamorino ! 
Can  it  be  fear  ?     Come  Walter  !  come  Carlino ! 
But  not  too  nigh ;  just  nigh  enough  to  see 
My  lizard,  greener  than  your  rosemary. 


CXLIIL 

Know  ye  the  land  where  from  its  acrid  root 
The  sweet  nepenthe  rears  her  ripen'd  fruit, 
Which  whoso  tastes  forgets  his  house  and  home  ? 
Ye  know  it  not :  come  on  then ;  come  to  Borne. 
Behold  upon  their  knees  with  cord  and  scourge 
Men,  full-grown  men,  pale  puffy  phantasts  urge ! 
Holiness  lies  with  them  in  fish  and  frogs. 
Mid  squealing  euauchs  and  mid  sculptured  logs. 
Mid  gaudy  dresses  changed  for  every  scene. 
And  mumbled  prayers  in  unknown  tongue  between. 
These  wrongs  imposed  on  them  they  call  their  rights! 
For  these  the  poor  man  toils,  the  brave  man  fights! 
Exclaiming  "  Saints  above !  your  triumphs  o'er. 
Shall  roasted  Bidleys  crown  the  feast  no  more  ? 
Shall  all  our  candles  gutter  into  gloom. 
And  faith  sit  still,  or  only  sweep  the  room  ? 


CXLIV.    BRIGHTON   1807. 

You  ask  what  he's  doing 
Who  lately  was  wooing 
And  fear'd  but  those  frowns 
That  came  dark  o'er  the  downs : 
When  night  is  returning 
He  sighs  for  the  morning 
And  ere  the  first  light 
Sighs  again  for  the  night. 


CXLV. 

If  you  no  longer  love  me. 
To  friendship  why  pretend  ? 
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Unworthy  was  the  lover, 

Unworthy  be  the  friend. 
I  know  there  is  another 

Of  late  prefer'd  to  me : 
Eecover'd  is  my  freedom. 

And  you  again  are  free. 
Tve  seen  the  bird  that  summer 

Deluded  from  her  spray 
Return  again  in  winter 

And  grieve  she  flew  away. 

CXLVI.    THE  BEES  OF  GUILLIVELLE.* 

Bees  !  conscripts  I  braves  of  Guillivelle ! 

What  poet,  yet  unborn,  shall  tell. 

Not  of  your  treasuries  of  sweets. 

But  of  your  more  than  manly  feats  ? 

Above  the  song  of  bard  or  bee, 

French  soldiers,  truly  French,  are  ye : 

Your  bayonets  at  once  invade 

The  densest  loftiest  barricade, 

And  equally  ye  take  it  ill 

Of  all  who  stir  or  who  sit  still. 

Beneath  yon  cart  what  Proudhons  fall ! 

What  Thierses,  where  those  goslings  sprawl. 

In  mire  as  deep,  writhe,  hiss,  and  gabble .  . 

Excessively  uncomfortable ! 

The  President,  as  due,  decrees 

Your  regiment  for  feats  like  these 

Be  called  The  Bonaparte  Bees. 


CXLVII.    PRIMROSE  TO  BE  DRIED  IN  A  BOOK. 

Humble  flower !  the  gift  of  Rose  I 
If  today  thy  life  must  close. 
Yet  for  ever  shalt  thou  be 
Just  as  fair  and  fresh  to  me ; 

A  farmer  at  Guinivelle  sent  his  carter,  with  a  cart  and  five  hoiBes,  to 
ove  some  rubbish  from  a  wall,  near  which  he  had  250  hives.  Returning 
he  house  for  something,  the  carter  tied  his  horses  to  a  tree.  The  bees 
ed  forth ;  tbo  horses  were  covered  with  them.    Coming  back,  he  found 

dead,  the  three  others  rolling  about  in  agony ;  and  these  also  died 
1  after.  The  same  swarms,  some  time  before,  had  stung  to  death 
iteen  gosUngs. 
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And  when  I  am  underground 
Shalt  among  these  leaves  be  found, 
And  the  finder  shall  exclaim 
'*  Up  I  arise  !  awake  to  fame  ! 
He  who  gave  thee  length  of  days 
Held  her  flower  above  his  bays/' 

CXLVIII. 

Your  last  request  no  fond  false  hope  deceives ; 

Tour's  shall  be,  Rose !  when  all  your  days  are  o'er, 
"The  sighs  of  Zephyrs  'mid  the  nestling  leaves;" 

"  And  many  more ! 

Many  shall  mourn  around  you,  lovely  Rose ! 

But  there  must  one  be  absent ;  there  is  one 
Who  griev'd  with  you  in  all  your  little  woes  .  . 

He  will  be  gone." 

CXLIX.    NIL  ADMIRARI,  Ac. 

Horace  and  Creech ! 
Thus  do  ye  teach  ? 
What  idle  speech ! 

Pope !  and  could  you 
Sanction  it  too  ? 
'Twill  never  do. 

One  idle  pen 
Writes  it,  and  ten 
Write  it  agen. 

Sages  require 
Much  to  admire. 
Nought  to  desire. 

God !  grant  thou  me 
Nature  to  see 
Admiringly. 

Lo !  how  the  wise 
Read  in  her  eyes 
Thy  mysteries ! 

CL. 

When  the  mad  wolf  hath  bit  the  scatter'd  sheep. 
The  madden'd  flock  their  penfold  overleap. 
And,  rushing  blind  with  fury,  trample  down 
The  kindest  master  with  the  coarsest  clown. 
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CLI.    ROME. 

At  Rome  may  everything  be  bought 
But  honesty,  there  vainly  sought : 
For  other  kinds  of  costly  ware 
The  poutif  opens  a  bazar. 
If  you  have  lost  your  soul,  you  may 
Procure  a  better  .  .  only  pay. 
If  you  have  any  favorite  sin, 
The  price  is  ticketed  .  .  walk  in. 
Tor  a  few  thousand  golden  pieces 
Uncles  may  marry  here  their  nieces ; 
The  pontif  slips  the  maiden  sash, 
And  winks,  and  walks  away  the  cash. 
Naples^  so  scant  of  blushes,  sees 
And  blushes  at  such  tricks  as  these. 
Until  a  ghostly  father  saith 
Behold,  my  sons!  the  ancient  faith. 
This  ancient  faith  brought  faithful  Gauls, 
In  guise  of  friends  to  scale  the  walls 
Of  manfull  Rome ;  and  Louis'  word 
Unsheath'd  Christina's  tamisht  sword. 


CLII. 

Our  youth  was  happy  :  why  repine 
That,  like  the  Year's,  Life's  days  decline  ? 
'Tis  well  to  mingle  with  the  mould 
T\Tien  we  ourselves  alike  are  cold. 
And  when  the  only  tears  we  shed 
Are  of  the  dying  or  the  dead. 


CLIII.    MISTAKE  RECTIFIED. 

'Tis  not  Lucilla  that  you  see 
Amid  the  cloud  and  storm  : 

'Tis  Anger  .  .  What  a  shame  that  he 
Assumes  Lucilla's  form ! 


CLIV.    GARDEN  AT  HEIDELBERG. 

Fill  me  the  beaker ! 
Now,  Rhine  and  Nekkar, 
Health  to  ye  both^  ye  noble  streams! 
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Yours  is  a  power, 

To  wing  the  hour 
High  above  Wisdom's  heavy  dreams. 

Germans!  beer-drinking, 

Tobacco-stinking, 
Gladly,  how  gladly  I  I  resign 

All  you  are  worth. 

Prom  south  to  north 
For  this  fresh  air  and  fragrant  wine. 

CLV.    ON  A  HEAVY  EPITAPH. 

He  who  hath  piled  these  verses  o'er  thy  head 
Besolved,  it  seems,  to  bury  thee  in  lead. 


CLVL 

Easy  I  thought  it  to  descry 
In  your  heart's  depths  its  purity. 
It  seem'd  pellucid ;  but  alas 
Pellucid  too  is  fragile  glass ! 
What  we  see  smooth  we  trust  is  sound, 
Nor  fear  to  slip  on  even  ground  : 
I  rise  and  rub  my  broken  knee. 
And  so  will  they  who  follow  me. 


CLVIL    TO  THE  GOD  TERMINUS. 

Terminus  !  whether  stock  or  stone,"*^ 
We,  like  our  sires,  thy  godhead  own, 
And  may  be  pardon'd,  let  us  hope. 
If  we  have  changed  thy  name  to  pope. 


CLVIII.    JUNE  '61. 

Versailles  !  Versailles  !  thou  shalt  not  keep 
Her  whom  tliis  heart  yet  holds  most  dear : 

In  her  own  country  she  shaU  sleep ; 
Her  epitaph  be  graven  here. 


CLIX.    TO  THE  countess  DE  MOLANDk 

I  WONDER  not  that  Youth  remains 

With  you,  wherever  else  she  flies : 
Where  could  she  find  such  fair  domains, 

Where  bask  beneath  such  sunny  eyes  ? 

Termine  !  Bire  lapis  Biye  es  defoasus  in  agro  Stipes. — TiBULLua 
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CLX. 

There  are  few  on  whom  Fortune  in  one  fonn  or  other. 
So  various  and  numberless,  never  hath  smiled ; 

One  fountain  the  sands  of  the  desart  may  cover. 
Another  shall  rise  in  the  rocks  of  the  wild. 

We  leave  the  bright  lotus  that  floats  on  our  river 
And  the  narrow  green  margin  where  youth  hath  reposed. 

Fate  drives  us ;  we  sigh,  but  sigh  vainly,  that  ever 
Our  eyes  in  a  slumber  less  sweet  should  be  closed : 

Ah !  while  it  comes  over  us  let  us  assemble 

Wliat  once  were  not  visions,  but  visions  are  now. 

Now  love  shall  not  torture,  now  hope  shall  not  tremble. 
And  the  last  leaf  of  myrtle  stil  clings  to  the  brow. 


CLXI. 

In  early  spring,  ere  roses  took 
A  matronly  unblushing  look. 
Or  lilies  had  begun  to  fear 
A  stain  upon  their  character, 
I  thought  the  cuckoo  more  remote 
Than  ever,  and  more  hoarse  his  note. 
The  nightingale  had  dropt  one  half 
Of  her  large  gamut,  and  the  laugh 
Of  upright  nodding  woodpecker 
Less  petulantly  struck  my  ear. 
"Wliy  have  the  birds  forgot  to  sing 
In  this  as  in  a  former  spring  ? 
Can  it  be  that  the  days  are  cold. 
Or  (surely  no)  that  I  am  old. 
Strange  fancy !  how  could  I  forget 
That  I  have  not  seen  eighty  yet ! 


CLX  II. 

Why  do  our  joys  depart 
For  cares  to  seize  the  heart  ? 
I  know  not.     Nature  savs. 
Obey  \  and  man  obeys. 
I  see,  and  know  not  why 
Thorns  live  and  roses  die. 
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CLXIII. 

All  is  not  over  while  the  shade 

Of  parting  life,  if  now  aslant, 
Eests  on  the  scene  whereon  it  play'd 

And  taught  a  docile  heart  to  pant. 
Autumn  is  passing  by ;  his  day 

Shines  mildly  yet  on  gathered  sheaves. 
And,  tho  the  grape  be  pluckt  away, 

Its  colour  glows  amid  the  leaves. 


CLXIV.    TWO  ROSES. 


Can  ye  not  love  more  sisterly, 
Ye  roses,  but  must  ymt,  keep  down 

The  latest-born  ?  you  under,  try 
To  push  aside  your  sister's  crown  ? 

0  shame  upon  you,  envious  pair ! 

Well  may  you  blush ;  and  well  may  you 
Hide  your  young  face.     Look !  one  comes  near 

Who  by  her  smile  shall  shame  the  two. 


CLXV.    YOUTH. 

The  days  of  our  youth  are  not  over  while  sadness 

Chills  never,  and  seldom  overshadows,  the  heart ; 
While  Friendship  is  crowning  the  banquet  of  Gladness 

And  bids  us  be  seated  and  ofifers  us  part ; 
While  the  swift-spoken  when?  and  the  slowly-breath'd  ^iMi 

Make  us  half-love  the  maiden  and  half-hate  the  lover, 
And  feel  too  what  is  or  what  should  be  a  blush  .  . 

Believe  me,  the  days  of  our  youth  are  not  over. 


clxvi.  age. 

Death,  tho  I  see  him  not,  is  near 
And  grudges  me  my  eightieth  year. 
Now,  I  would  give  him  all  these  last 
For  one  that  fifty  have  run  past. 
Ah  I  he  strikes  all  things,  all  alike. 
But  bargains  :  those  he  will  not  strike. 
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VAKIOUS. 


CLXVII. 

A  BIRD  was  seen  aloft  in  air ;  the  sun 
Shone  brightly  round  him,  yet  few  eyes  could  see 
His  colour,  few  could  scan  his  size ;  his  form 
Appear'd  to  some  like  a  huge  bow  unbent. 
To  others  like  a  shapeless  stake  hurl'd  by, 
With  a  stiff  breeze  against  it  in  its  flight. 
It  was  an  eagle  all  the  while :  he  swoopt 
Steddily  onward,  careless  of  the  gang 
Below  him,  talkative,  disquisitive. 
But  all  agreeing  'twas  a  bird  on  wing, 
Some  said  nine  inches,  some  said  ten  across. 
There  were  old  people  who  could  recollect 
That  market-day,  that  crowd,  that  questioning, 
Those  outcries  to  drive  off  the  fearless  bird. 
One  of  them  I  accosted ;  he  replied, 

"  Yea,  I  have  seen  him,  and  must  say  for  him 
Now  he  is  dead  (and  well  it  is  for  us) 
He  liked  a  coney  or  a  lamb  too  much. 
But  never  settled  on  dead  carcases 
To  pluck  out  eye  or  tug  at  putrid  tongue. 
They  who  reviled  him  while  he  swept  the  air 
Are  glad  enougli  to  wear  a  feather  now 
Of  that  strong  wing,  and  boast  to  have  observed 
Its  sunny  soaring  on  that  market-day.'' 


CLXVIII. 

Why  do  I  praise  a  peach 
Not  on  my  wall,  no,  nor  i^ithin  my  reach  ? 

Because  I  see  the  bloom 
And  scent  the  fracrrance  many  steps  from  home. 

Permit  me  stil  to  praise 
The  higher  Genius  of  departed  days. 

Some  are  there  yet  who,  nurst 
In  the  same  clime,  are  vigorous  as  the  first. 

And  never  waste  their  hours 
(Ardent  for  action)  among  meadow  flowers. 

Greece  with  calm  eyes  I  see. 
Her  pure  white  marbles  have  not  blinded  me, 
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But  breathe  on  me  the  love 
Of  earthly  things  as  bright  as  things  above 

There  is  (where  is  there  not  ?) 
In  her  fair  regions  many  a  desart  spot ; 

Neither  is  Dirce  clear. 
Nor  is  Hissus  full  throughout  the  year. 


CLXIX.    TO  A  LADY  ARCHER. 

Two  Goddesses,  not  always  friends. 

Are  friends  alike  to  you : 
To  you  her  bow  for  trial  lends 

The  statelier  of  the  two. 

*'  Let  Cupid  have  it,"  Venus  cries, 

Diana  says  "  No  !  no  ! 
Until  your  Cupid  grows  more  wise 

He  shall  not  have  my  bow/' 

Her  boy  was  sitting  at  her  side. 

His  bow  across  his  knee. 
"  Use  thou  thy  own,  use  this,''  she  cried 

"  I  did,  in  vain  !"  cried  he. 

"  Mother !  we  may  as  well  be  gone ; 

No  shaft  of  mine  can  strike 
That  figure  there,  so  like  thy  own, 

That  heart  there,  so  unlike. 


CLXX. 

It  was  a  dream  (ah  !  what  is  not  a  dream  ?) 
In  which  I  wander'd  thro  a  boundless  space 
Peopled  by  those  that  peopled  earth  erewhile. 
But  who  conducted  me  ?     That  gentle  Power, 
Gentle  as  Death,  Death's  brother.     On  his  brow 
Some  have  seen  poppies ;  and  perhaps  among 
The  many  flowers  about  his  wavy  curls 
Poppies  there  might  be ;  roses  I  am  siu'e 
I  saw,  and  dimmer  amaranths  between. 
Lightly  I  thought  I  lept  across  a  grave 
Smelling  of  cool  fresh  turf,  and  sweet  it  smelt. 
I  would,  but  must  not  linger ;  I  must  on. 
To  tell  my  dream  before  forgetfulness 
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Sweeps  it  away,  or  breaks  or  changes  it. 

I  was  among  the  Shades  (if  Shades  they  were) 

And  lookt  around  me  for  some  friendly  hand 

To  guide  me  on  my  way,  and  tell  me  all 

That  compast  me  around.     I  wisht  to  find 

One  no  less  finn  or  ready  than  the  guide 

Of  Alighieri,  trustier  far  than  he. 

Higher  in  intellect,  more  conversant 

AVith  earth  and  heaven  and  whatso  lies  between. 

He  stood  before  me  .  .  Southey. 

"  Thou  art  he,'' 
Said  I,  ''  whom  I  was  wishing." 

"  That  I  know/' 
Replied  the  genial  voice  and  radiant  eye. 
"  We  may  be  questioned,  question  we  may  not ; 
For  that  might  cause  to  bubble  forth  again 
Some  bitter  spring  which  crost  the  pleasantest 
And  shadiest  of  oiu:  paths." 

"I  do  not  ask" 
Said  I,  "  about  your  happiness ;  I  see 
The  same  serenity  as  when  we  walkt 
Along  the  downs  of  Clifton.     Fifty  years 
Have  roll'd  behind  us  since  that  summer-tide, 
Nor  thirty  fewer  since  along  the  lake 
Of  Lario,  to  Bellaggio  villa-crown'd. 
Thro  the  crisp  waves  I  urged  ray  sideling  bark, 
Amid  sweet  salutation  off  the  shore 
From  lordly  Milan's  proudly  courteous  dames." 
"  Landor !  I  well  remember  it,"  said  he, 
"  I  had  just  lost  my  first-born  only  boy. 
And  then  the  heart  is  tender ;  lightest  things 
Sink  into  it,  and  dwell  there  evermore." 

The  words  were  not  yet  spoken  when  the  air 
Blew  balmier ;  and  around  the  parent's  neck 
An  Angel  threw  his  arms  :  it  was  that  son. 
"  Father !  I  felt  you  wisht  me,"  said  the  bov, 
"  Behold  me  here  1 " 

Gentle  the  sire's  embrace. 
Gentle  his  tone.     "  See  here  your  father's  friend  !" 
He  gazed  into  my  face,  then  meekly  said 
"  He  whom  my  father  loves  hath  liis  reward 
On  earth ;  a  richer  one  awaits  him  here." 

Ti  Ti  *l 
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CLXXI.    ON  MOORE'S  DEATH. 

Idol  of  youths  and  virgins,  Moore ! 
Thy  days,  the  bright,  the  calm,  are  o'er ! 
No  gentler  mortal  ever  prest 
His  parent  Earth's  benignant  breast. 
What  of  the  powerful  can  be  said 
They  did  for  thee  ?     They  edited. 
What  of  that  royal  gourd  ?     Thy  verse 
Excites  our  scorn  and  spares  our  curse. 
Each  truant  wife,  each  trusting  maid. 
All  loves,  all  friendships,  he  betraid. 
Despised  in  life  by  those  he  fed. 
By  his  last  mistress  left  ere  dead. 
Hearing  her  only  wrench  the  locks 
Of  every  latent  jewel-box. 
There  spouse  and  husband  strove  alike. 
Fearing  lest  Death  too  soon  should  strike. 
But  fixt  no  plunder  to  forego 
Til  the  gross  spirit  sank  below. 

Thy  closing  days  I  envied  most. 
When  all  worth  losing  had  been  lost. 
Alone  I  spent  my  earlier  hour 
While  thou  wert  in  the  roseate  bower. 
And  raised  to  thee  was  every  eye. 
And  every  song  won  every  sigh. 
One  servant  and  one  chest  of  books 
EoUow'd  me  into  mountain  nooks, 
Where  sheltered  from  the  sun  and  breeze 
Lay  Pindar  and  Thucydides. 
There  antient  days  came  back  again. 
And  British  kings  renewed  their  reign  ; 
There  Arthur  and  his  knights  sat  round 
Cups  far  too  busy  to  be  crown'd ; 
There  Alfred's  glorious  shade  appeared, 
Of  higher  mien  than  Greece  e'er  rear'd. 
I  never  sought  in  prime  or  age 
The  smile  of  Fortune  to  engage. 
Nor  rais'd  nor  lower'd  the  telescope 
Erected  on  the  tower  of  Hope. 
From  Pindus  and  Parnassus  far 
Blinks  cold  and  dim  the  Georgian  star. 
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CLXXII.    TO  VERONA. 

Verona  !  thy  tall  gardens  stand  erect 

Beckoning  me  upward.     Let  me  rest  awhile 

Where  the  birds  whistle  hidden  in  the  boughs. 

Or  fly  away  when  idlers  take  their  place, 

Mated  as  well,  conceal^  as  willingly ; 

Idlers  whose  nest  must  not  swing  there,  but  rise 

Beneath  a  gleamy  canopy  of  gold. 

Amid  the  flight  of  Cupids,  and  the  smiles 

Of  Venus  ever  radiant  o'er  their  couch. 

Here  would  I  stay,  here  wander,  slumber  here. 

Nor  pass  into  that  theater  below 

Crowded  with  their  faint  memories,  shades  of  joy. 

But  ancient  song  arouses  me :  I  hear 

Ccelius  and  Aufilena;  I  behold 

Lesbia,  and  Lesbians  linnet  at  her  lip 

Pecking  the  fruit  that  ripens  and  swells  out 

For  him  whose  song  the  Graces  loved  the  most, 

Whatever  land,  east,  west,  they  visited. 

Even  he  must  not  detain  me :  one  there  is 

Greater  than  he,  of  broader  wing,  of  swoop 

SubUmer.     Open  now  that  humid  arch 

Where  Juhet  sleeps  the  quiet  sleep  of  death, 

And  Bomeo  sinks  aside  her. 

Fare  ye  well. 
Lovers  !     Ye  have  not  loved  in  vain  :  the  hearts 
Of  millions  throb  around  ye.     This  lone  tomb 
One  greater  than  yon  walls  have  ever  seen. 
Greater  than  Manto's  prophet  eye  foresaw 
In  her  own  child  or  Home's,  hath  hallowed ; 
And  the  last  sod  or  stone  a  pilgrim  knee 
Shall  press  (Love  swears  it,  and  swears  true)  is  JK.'re. 


CLXXIII.    LOSS  OF  MEMORY. 

Memory  !  thou  hidest  from  me  far, 
Hidest  behind  some  twinkling  star 
Which  peers  o'er  Pindiis,  or  whose  beam 
Crosses  that  broad  and  rapid  stream 
Where  2^us  in  wily  whiteness  shone 
And  Leda  left  her  virgin  zone. 
Often  I  catch  thy  glimpses  stil 
By  that  clear  river,  that  lone  hiU, 
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But  seldom  dost  thou  softly  glide 
To  take  thy  station  at  my  side, 
When  later  friends  and  forms  are  near ; 
From  these  thy  traces  disappear. 
And  scarce  a  name  can  I  recall 
Of  those  I  value  most  of  all. 
At  times  thou  hurriest  me  away. 
And,  pointing  out  an  earlier  day, 
Biddest  me  hsten  to  a  song 
I  ought  to  have  forgotten  long : 
Then,  looking  up,  I  see  above 
The  plumage  of  departing  Love, 
And  when  1  cry,  Art  thou  too  gone  ? 
He  laughs  at  me  and  passes  on. 
Some  images  (alas  how  few  !) 
Stil  sparkle  in  the  evening  dew 
Along  my  path :  and  must  they  quite 
Vanish  before  a  deeper  night  ? 
Keep  one,  0  Memory !  yet  awhile 
And  let  me  think  I  see  it  smile. 


CLXXIV. 

0  POLITICS !  ye  wriggling  reptiles,  hatcht 
In  hot  corruption,  head  and  tail  alike. 
Can  no  man  touch  you  but  liis  hand  must  stink 
Throughout  the  day  ?  must  sound  become  unsound 
In  your  inclosure  ?  0  ye  busy  mites 
That  batten  on  our  cheese,  and  fatten  there 
And  seem  its  substance !    Ye  shall  feel  the  pure 
And  cutting  air,  drop,  and  be  swept  away. 
Scullery  and  sink  receiving  you,  sent  down 
Race  after  race  ;  and  yet  your  brood  outlast 
Old  Memnon,  with  his  obelisks  for  guards. 
And  older  chiefs  whose  tents  are  pyramids, 
Your  generations  numberless,  your  food 
Man's  corrupt  nature,  man's  corroded  heart, 
Man's  liquified  and  unsubstantial  brain. 
Yea,  while  the  world  rolls  on,  unfelt  to  roll. 
There  will  be  grubs  and  Greys  within  its  core. 
Divested  of  their  marrow  and  their  nerve, 
Gigantic  forms  lie  underneath  our  feet 
Without  our  knowing  it :  we  pass,  repass. 
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And  only  stop  (and  then  stop  heedlessly 
Or  idly  curious)  when  some  patient  sage 
Explores  and  holds  a  bone  before  our  eyes, 
And  says  '^  Ydve  iramj^hd  on  it  long  enov^hy 
Now  let  it  teach  you  somewhat ;  try  to  learn. 
Meanwhile  the  meadow  hums  with  insect  sounds. 
And  gilded  backs  and  wings  o'ertop  the  grass : 
These  are  sought  keenly,  highly  prized,  and  cased 
(With  titles  on)  in  royal  cabinets/' 

CLXXV.    NAPIER. 

SciNDE  conquered,  England^s  power  restored, 
Napier  returned  each  prince  his  sword ; 
Knarled  with  jewels,  there  were  ten. 
And  all  unsheathed  by  gallant  men. 
"  Give  me  your  honor  and  take  mine  " 
Said  he.     ''  Behold  the  terms  ve  sign ! " 
lie  wrote  to  those  at  home  who  stand 
At  ease,  and  give  at  ease  command ; 
And  much  of  peace  he  spake,  and  more 
Of  men  who  blest  the  wounds  they  bore 
For  England's  glory ;  of  his  own 
What  word  did  Napier  utter  ?  .  .  none. 
Ripon  was  as  discreet ;  he  kept 
The  letter  from  all  eyes  and  slept 
Upon  that  battle-field. 

^'  But  wliere 
The  letter  ?  " 

*^ Letter?  I  declare 
/  have  forgotten  it" 

Forget 
The  blow  that  rings  o'er  Indus  yet. 
And  whose  eternal  echoes  roll 
From  sea  to  sea,  from  pole  to  pole ! 
To  save  him  his  last  grain  of  credit, 
Let  us  believe  he  lied  who  said  it. 


CLXXVI.    NELSON,  COLLINGWOOD,  PELLEW. 

Stedfast,  energic,  iron,  was  Nelson's  will 
To  man,  to  woman  flexible  as  gold. 
Who  are  the  pair  beside  him  that  support 
His  steps  ? 
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Two  greater  even  than  himself; 
More  virtuous,  nor  less  valiant ;  years  on  yeais. 
They  toil'd  upon  the  waves,  nor  rested  this 
His  weary  feet  on  his  domestic  hearth. 
Nor  felt  the  embraces  of  a  tender  brood 
Or  wife,  the  cherisht  of  his  youthful  days: 
And  tA(U,  with  countenance  as  firmly  mild. 
Shared  nearly  the  same  lot ;  but  more  than  once 
He  claspt  his  blooming  offspring  to  his  breast. 
Then  sprang  afloat. 

Our  annals  shall  record 
Actions  more  glorious  tlian  whatever  shone 
O'er  other  lands  and  other  seas :  not  Blake, 
Not  even  Blake,  tho  arm'd  by  Grod  himself. 
Displayed  more  active,  more  intrepid  skill. 
More  calm  decision,  than  was  tliine,  Pellew, 
Deliverer  of  all  captives  that  the  world 
Bemoaned  as  helpless,  hopeless,  in  Algiers. 
France  came  and  strode  upon  those  shattered  walls 
And  waved  her  flag  above  them,  and  stil  waves, 
Eegardless  of  her  vows.     But  when  were  oaths 
By  her  regarded?  even  with  herself? 
The  Frank  of  old  in  wood  and  swamp  was  free. 
The  Arab  in  his  desart :  now  alike 
They  share  the  chain ;  one  proud  to  see  it  shine. 
The  other  biting  it  with  frantic  tooth 
Til  burnt  alive  for  such  fierce  contumacy. 

Bitter  are  many  tears,  but  sweet  are  some ; 

These  have  short  courses,  those  run  long  and  wide. 

Who  hath  not  struck  his  brow  when  Time  hath  plow 

Its  flowery  fields,  at  thought  of  wrong  and  pain 

A  careless  hour  inflicted  ?     Mere  neglect 

Of  helping  up  a  sufferer,  is  enough 

By  its  reflection  to  o'ershadow  years 

Serenely  lying  on  life's  colder  slope. 

Well  is  it  for  us  when  we  feel  the  power 

To  take  another  turn,  a  fairer  view. 

And  bring  back  homeward  little  charities. 

And  hear  kind  words  and  grateful  sighs  again. 

Ah !  'tis  refreshing  as  the  earlier  breath 

Of  mower's  mom  :  then  tears  are  sweet  indeed. 

And  from  no  earth-stain'd  sources  do  they  flow. 
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CLXXVII.    INGRATITUDE.    18th  Nov.  1852. 

Ingratitude  !  we  seldom  miss 

Thy  presence  in  a  world  like  this ; 

But  tliou  wert  always  fond  of  state, 

A  close  attendant  on  the  great. 

So  little  mix  I  with  mankind, 

I  am  doubtful  in  what  Iiouse  to  find 

One  whom  scarce  any  but  hath  known  .  . 

Ingratitude !  where  art  thou  flown  ? 

O'er  chariot-wheels  and  horns  and  drums 

A  voice  (I  think  I  know  it)  comes. 

What  says  it  ?    In  my  ear  it  says, 

"  Men  differ  in  awarding  praise ; 

But  here  the  nations  all  unite 

In  one  applause,  since  each  one's  right 

His  sword  asserted ;  every  prince 

Swore  under  it"  .  .  And  unswore  since. 

Of  iron  crown  and  sour-krout  heart, 

Austria,  she  only,  stands  apart. 

Is  tliis  a  novelty  ?    Before, 

When  the  fierce  Turk  unhinged  her  door. 

And  Sobieski  struggled  hard 

To  bar  it,  what  was  his  reward  ? 

^Vhen  Wallenstein  no  more  enlarged 

The  lands  he  rescued,  he  was  charged 

With  treason :  when  Savoy's  Eugene 

Saw  her  fly  back,  and  stood  between 

Her  recreant  duke  and  rushing  foe. 

And  warded  ott'  the  final  blow ; 

When  Marlborough  swell'd  the  Danau's  flood 

With  Gallick  and  Bavarian  blood ; 

What  won  they?  what?  Ingratitude. 

Thus  to  herself  is  Austria  true  .  . 

Nought  better,  wiser,  could  she  do. 

Than  from  all  honors  thus  abstain 

To  him  who  gave  her  power  to  reign. 

Two  chiefs  hath  Austria  quite  her  own. 

Two  fit  supporters  of  the  tlirone : 

One  from  the  bailifs  ran  awav, 

''  1 

And  one  from  those  who  load  the  dray. 

Ah !  how  much  worthier  such  men  are 

Than  Wellington,  to  wear  her  star. 
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Her  cross,  inexplicable  riddle,* 
Her  tup,  hung  dangling  by  the  middle. 
And,  overgorged  with  gore  at  Pest, 
Eagle,  that  now  befouls  the  nest. 

CLXXVIII.    ENGLISH  HEXAMETERS. 

AsKEST  thou  if  in  my  youth  I  liave  mounted,  as  others  ba^ 

mounted. 
Galloping  Hexameter,  Pentameter  cantering  after, 
English  by  dam  and  by  sire ;  bit,  bridle,  and  saddlery,  Endi^; 
English  the  girths  and  the  shoes;  all  English  from  snaffle  to 

crupper ; 
Everything  English  about,  excepting  the  tune  of  the  jock^? 
Latin  and  Greek,  it  is  true,  I  have  often  attacht  to  my  phadoa 
Early  in  life,  and  sometimes  have  I  ordered  them  out  in  it* 

evening. 
Dusting  the  linings,  and  pleas'd  to  have  found  them  unvon 

and  untarnisht. 
Idle !  but  Idleness  looks  never  better  than  close  upon  sunset 
Seldom  mygoosequill,  of  goose  from  Germany,  fatted  in  Englaiidi 
(Frolicksome  though  I  have  been)  have  I  tried  on  HexameteTi 

knowing 

Latin  and  Greek  are  alone  its  languages.     We  have  a  measure 

Fashioned  by  Milton's  own  hand,  a  fuller,  a  deeper,  a  louder. 

Germans  may  flounder  at  will  over  consonant,  vowel,  and  Uquid, 

Liquid  and  vowel  but  one  to  a  dozen  of  consonants,  ending 

Each  with  a  verb  at  tlie  tail,  tail  heavv  as  African  ram's  tim. 

*         1 

Spenser  and  Shakspeare  had  each  his  own  harmony ;  each  an 

enchanter 
Wanting  no  aid  from  without.     Cievy  Chase  had  delighted 

their  fathers. 
Though  of  a  difl'erent  strain  from  the  song  on  the  W^raU  (f 

Achilles. 
Southey  was  fain  to  pour  forth  his  exuberant  stream  over  regions 
Near  and  remote :  his  command  was  absolute ;  every  subject^ 
Little  or  great,  he  controlled;  in  language,  variety,  fancy. 
Richer  tlian  all  his  compeers,  and  wanton  but  once  in  dominion; 
'Twas  when  he  left  the  full  well  that  for  ages  had  run  by  his 

homestead,  j 

Pushing  the  brambles  aside  which  encumber'd  another  up  higWi 
Letting  his  bucket  go  down,  and  hearing  it  bump  in  descen  wy 

*  What  the  cross  should  mean  on  the  breast  of  peijuren. 


\" 
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Grating  against  the  loose  stones  til  it  came  but  half-full  from 

the  bottom. 
Others  abstained  from  the  task.     Scott  wander'd  at  large  over 

Scotland ; 
Eeckless  of  Ex)man  and  Greek,  he  chaunted  the  Lay  of  the 

Minstrel 
Better  than  ever  before  any  minstrel  in  chamber  had  chaunted. 
Uarmion  mounted  his  horse  witli  a  shout  such  as  rose  under 

Ilion; 
Venus,  who  sprang  from  the  sea,  had  envied  the  Lake  and  its 

Lady. 
Never  on  mountain  or  wild  hath  echo  so  cheerily  sounded, 
Never  did  monarch  bestow  such  glorious  meed  upon  knight- 
hood, 
Never  had  monarch  the  power,  liberality,  justice,  discretion. 
Byron  liked  new-paper'd  rooms,  and  puird  down  old  wainscoat 

of  cedar; 
Bright-color'd  prints  he  preferred  to  the  graver  cartoons  of  a 

Baphael, 
Sailor  and  Turk  (with  a  sack)  to  Eginate  and  Parthenon  marbles. 
Splendid  the  palace  he  rais'd,  the  gin-palace  in  Poesy's  purlieus; 
Soft  the  divan  on  the  sides,  with  spittoons  for  the  qualmish 

and  queesy. 
Wordsworth,  well  pleas'd  with  himself,  cared  little  for  modern 

or  ancient. 
His  was  the  moor  and  the  tarn,  the  recess  in  the  mountain, 

the  woodland 
Scattered  with  trees  far  and  wide,  trees  never  too  solemn  or  lofty. 
Never  entangled  with  plants  overrunning  the  villager's  foot-path. 
Equable  was  he  and  plain,  but  wandering  a  little  in  wisdom. 
Sometimes  flying  from  blood  and  sometimes  pouring  it  freely  : 
Yet  he  was  English  at  heart.     If  his  words  were  too  many ; 

if  Fancy's 
Furniture  lookt  rather   scant  in   a  whitewasht  and  homely 

apartment ; 
If  in  liis  rural  designs  there  is  sameness  and  tameness ;  if  often 
Feebleness  is  there  for  breadth ;  if  his  pencil  wants  rounding 

and  pointing; 
Few  of  this  age  or  the  last  stand  out  on  the  like  elevation. 
There  is  a  sheepfold  he  raisM  which  my  memory  loves  to  revisit, 
Sheepfold  whose  wall  shall  endure  when  there  is  not  a  stone 

of  the  palace. 
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Keats,  the  most  Grecian  of  all,  rejected  the  meter  of  Grecians; 
Poesy  breathed  over  Aim,  breath'd  constantly,  tenderly,  freshly; 
Wordsworth  she  left  now  and  then,  outstretcht  in  a  sliunbefous 

languor. 
Slightly  displeased  .  .  but  return' d,  as  Aurora  returned  to 

Tithonus. 
Stil  there  are  walking  on  earth  many  poets  whom  ages  hereafia 
Will  be  more  willing  to  praise  than  we  now  are  to  praise  one 

another : 
Some  do  I  know ;  but  I  fear,  as  is  meet,  to  recount  or  report  them, 
For,  be  whatever  the  name  that  is  foremost,  the  next  will  run 

over. 
Trampling  and  rolling  in  dust  his  excellent  friend  the  precnrsoi. 
Peace  be  with  all !  but  afar  be  ambition  to  follow  the  Boman, 
Led  by  theGerman  uncombM  and  jigging  in  dactyl  and  spondee, 
Lumbering  shapeless  jackboots  which  nothing  can  polish  oi 

supple. 
Much  as  old  meters  delight  me,  'i  is  only  where  first  they  wot 

nurtured, 
Li  their  own  clime,  their  own  speech :  tlian  pamper  them  here, 

I  would  rather 
Tie  up  my  Pegasus  tight  to  the  scanty-fed  rack  of  a  sound;. 


CLXXIX.    TO  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

Gale  of  the  ni^ht  our  fathers  call'd  thee,  bird  ! 

Surely  not  rude  were  they  who  call'd  thee  so. 
Whether  mid  spring-tide  mirth  thy  song  they  heard 

Or  whether  its  soft  gurgle  melted  woe. 

They  knew  not,  heeded  not,  that  every  clime 
Hath  been  attemper' d  by  thy  minstrelsy ; 

They  knew  not,  heeded  not,  from  earliest  time 
How  every  poet's  nest  was  warm'd  by  thee. 

In  Paradise's  unpolluted  bowers 

Did  Milton  listen  to  thy  freshest  strain ; 

Li  his  own  night  didst  thou  assuage  the  hours 
When  Crime  and  Tyranny  were  crown'd  again. 

Melodious  Shelley  caught  thy  softest  song. 

And  they  who  heard  liis  music  heard  not  thine ; 

Gentle  and  joyous,  delicate  and  strong. 

Prom  the  far  tomb  his  voice  shall  silence  mine. 
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CLXXX.    ROLAND. 

When  she  wliose  glory  casts  in  shade 
France  and  her  best  and  bravest,  was  conveyed 

Thither  where  all  worth  praise  had  bled. 
An  aged  man  in  the  same  car  was  led 

To  the  same  end.     The  only  way, 
Boland  1  to  soothe  his  fear  didst  thou  essay. 

"0  sir  I  indeed  you  must  not  see 
The  blood  that  is  about  to  flow  from  me. 

Mount  first  these  steps.     A  mother  tome 
From  her  one  child  worse  pangs  each  day  hath  borne/' 

He  trembled  .  .  but  obe/d  the  word  .  . 
Then  sprang  she  up  and  met  the  reeking  sword. 


CLXXXL    CORDAY. 

Hearts  must  not  sink  at  seeing  Law  lie  dead ; 

No,  Corday,  no ; 
Else  Justice  had  not  crowned  in  heaven  thy  head 

Profaned  below. 

Three  women  France  hath  borne,  each  greater  far 

Than  all  her  men, 
And  greater  many  were  than  any  are 

At  sword  or  pen. 

Comeille,  the  first  among  Gaul's  rhymer  race 

Whose  soul  was  free. 
Descends  from  his  high  station,  proud  to  trace 

His  line  in  thee. 


CLXXXII.    JANE  OF  ARC. 

O  Maid  of  Arc  I  why  dare  I  not  to  say 

Of  Orleans  ?    There  thro  flames  thy  gbry  shone. 

Accursed,  thrice  accursed,  be  the  day 

When  English  tongues  could  mock  thy  parting  groan. 

With  Saints  and  Angels  art  thou  seated  now. 
And  with  true-hearted  patriots,  host  more  rare ! 

To  thine  is  bent  in  love  a  Milton's  brow, 
With  many  a  Demon  under .  .  and  Voltaire. 
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CLXXXIII. 
ON  THE  STATUE  OF  EBENEZER  ELLIOTT  BY  NEVILLE  BURNABD^ 

ORDEBED  BY  THE  >\'ORKINO  MEN  OF  8BEFFIKU). 

Glory  to  those  who  give  it !  who  erect 
The  bronze  and  marble,  not  where  frothy  tongue 
Or  bloody  hand  points  out,  no,  but  where  God 
Ordains  the  humble  to  walk  forth  before 
The  humble,  and  mount  higher  than  the  high. 
Wisely,  0  Slieffield,  wisely  hast  thou  done 
To  place  thy  Elliott  on  the  plinth  of  fame. 
Wisely  hast  chosen  for  that  solenm  deed 
One  like  himself,  bom  where  no  mother's  love 
Wrapt  purple  round  him,  nor  rang  golden  bells. 
Pendent  from  Libyan  coral,  in  his  ear. 
To  catch  a  smile  or  calm  a  petulance. 
Nor  tickled  downy  scalp  with  Belgic  lace ; 
But  whom  strong  Genius  took  from  Poverty 
And  said  Rise,  mother ,  and  behold  thy  child  ! 
She  rose,  and  Pride  rose  with  her,  but  was  mute. 

Three  Elliotts  there  have  been,  tlu*ee  glorious  men 
Each  in  his  generation.     One  was  doomed 
By  Despotism  and  Prelaty  to  pine 
In  the  damp  dungeon,  and  to  die  for  Law, 
Backt  by  slow  tortures  ere  he  reacht  the  grave.* 
A  second  hurl'd  his  thunderbolt  and  flame 
When  Gaul  and  Spaniard  moor'd  their  pinnaces. 
Screaming  defiance  at  Gibraltar's  frown. 
Until  one  moment  more,  and  other  screams 
And  other  writhings  rose  above  the  wave, 
Erom  sails  afire  and  hissing  where  they  fell, 
And  men  half  burnt  along  the  buoyant  mast. 
A  tliird  came  calmly  on,  and  askt  the  rich 
To  give  laborious  hunger  daily  bread, 
As  they  in  childhood  had  been  taught  to  pray- 
By  God's  own  Son,  and  sometimes  have  praid  since. 
God  heard;  but  they  heard  not:  God  sent  down  bread; 
They  took  it,  kept  it  all,  and  cried  for  more. 
Hollowing  both  hands  to  catch  and  clutch  the  crumbs. 

I  may  not  live  to  hear  another  voice, 
Elliott,  of  power  to  penetrate,  as  thine. 
Dense  multitudes ;  another  none  may  see 

*  See  For8ter*8  Stateamtn  of  the  CommonwealtlL 
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icading  the  Muses  from  unthrifty  shades 

?o  fields  where  corn  gladdens  the  heart  of  Man, 

^nd  where  the  tr.umpet  with  defiant  blast 

3I0WS  in  the  face  of  War,  and  yields  to  Peace. 

Therefor  take  thou  these  leaves  .  .  fresh,  firm,  tho  scant 

Co  crown  the  City  that  crowns  thee  her  son. 

5he  must  decay ;  Toledo  hath  decaid ; 

Ebro  hath  half-forgotten  what  bright  arms 

Plasht  on  liis  waters,  what  high  dames  adom'd 

The  baldric,  what  torn  flags  overhung  the  aile, 

W^hat  parting  gift  the  ransom'd  knight  exchanged. 

But  louder  than  the  anvil  rings  the  lyre ; 

A.nd  thine  hath  raised  another  city's  wall 

[n  solid  strength  to  a  proud  eminence. 

Which  neither  conqueror,  crushing  braver  men. 

Nor  time,  o'ercoming  conqueror,  can  destroy. 

So  now,  ennobled  by  thy  birth,  to  thee 

She  lifts,  with  pious  love,  the  thoughtful  stone. 

Genius  is  tired  in  search  of  Gratitude ; 

Here  they  have  met ;  may  neither  say  farewell ! 

CLXXXIV.    GERMAN  nEXAMETERS. 

Germany  !  thou  art  indeed  to  the  bard  his  Hercynian  forest; 
Puffy  with  tufts  of  coarse  grass ;  much  of  stunted  (no  high- 
growing)  timber; 
Keeping  your  own,  and  content  with  the  measure  your  sires 

have  bequeathed  you, 
Germans  !    let  Latium  rest,  and  leave  the  old  pipe  where  ye 

found  it ; 
Leave  ye  the  thirtyfold  farrow  so  quietly  sucking  their  mother 
On  the  warm  sands ;  they  will  starve  or  run  wild  in  the  brakes 

and  the  brambles, 
Swampy,  intangled,  and  dark,  and  without  any  passable  road 

through : 
Yet  tliere  are  many  who  wander  so  far  from  the  pleasanter 

places. 
Airy  and  sunny  and  sound  and  adom'd  with  the  garden  and 

fountain, 
Garden  where  Artemis  stands,  and  fountain  where  Venus  is 

bathing, 
All  the  three  Graces  close  by  :   at  a  distance,  and  somewhat 

above  her. 
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(Only  the  sky  overhead)  is  ApoUo  the  slayer  of  Python : 
Opposite,  minding  himnot,  but  intent  upon  bending  his  own  hot, 
Stands  other  archer,  less  tall,  whom  the  slayer  of  Python  had 

knelt  to 
Often,  when  Daphne  was  coy,  and  who  laught  at  his  handfol 

of  laurel. 
Flounder  in  mud,  honest  men,  then  smoke  to  the  end  of  tlie 

journey. 
Only  let  me  undisturbM  enjoy  the  lone  scenes  ye  relinqmsh : 
Strike  we  a  bargain  at  once  :  give  me  these ;    and  to  you  I 

abandon 
Carpenter,  cordwainer,  tapster,  host,  pedlar,  itinerant  actor, 
Tinker  and  tailor  and  baker  and  mender  of  saddles  and  bdlots, 
With  whomsoever  ye  list  of  Odd  Fellows,  of  Old  Free-And-Eaxj. 
Never  shall  enter  my  lips  your  tobacco-pipe,  never  yourbevrage, 
Bevrage  that  Bacchus  abhors:  let  it  fuddle  the  beast  of  SilenQS. 
Prere  is  contented  to  smile,  but  loud  is  the  laughter  of  Canning. 

CLXXXV.  FABLE  FOR  POETS. 

A  FLEA  had  nestled  to  a  dove 
Closely  as  Innocence  or  Love. 
Loth  was  the  dove  to  take  offence 
As  Love  would  be,  or  Innocence. 
When  on  a  sudden  said  the  flea 
"  I  wonder  what  you  think  of  me." 
Timidly,  as  becomes  the  young. 
The  dove  thus  answer'd. 

"  You  are  strong 
And  active,  and  our  house's  friend.'^ 

"  No  doubt !  and  here  my  merits  end?  ^ 
Cried  the  pert  flea.     A  moth  flew  by. 
"  Which  pleases  most,  that  m9th  or  I  ?  " 
The  dove  said,  "  Should  not  I  love  best. 
The  constant  partner  of  my  nest  ?  " 

"  Come !  that  won't  do :  I  wish  to  hear 
Which  is  most  handsome,  not  most  dear.'* 
Innocence  in  advance  of  Love 
Prompted,  and  thus  replied  the  dove. 
"  He  may  have  richer  colors  "  .  ,  , 

"He? 
What !  and  do  you  too  speak  of  me 
Disparaging  ?  "     Off  bounced  the  flea. 
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CLXXXVI. 


TuE&E  are  some  words  in  every  tongue 
That  come  betimes  and  linger  long : 
In  every  land  those  words  men  hear 
When  Youth  with  rosebud  crown  draws  near; 
Men  hear  those  words  when  life's  full  stream 
Is  rushing  to  disturb  their  dream ; 
When  slowly  swings  life's  vesper  bell 
Between  its  throbs  they  hear  it  well. 
Fainter  the  sound,  but  stil  the  same, 
Eecalling  one  beloved  name ; 
And  graven  on  ice  that  name  they  find 
When  Age  hath  struck  them  almost  blind. 


CLXXXVIL    PHELIM'S  PRAYER  TO  ST,  VITUS. 

There  was  a  damsel  ill  in  Limerick 

Of  that  distemper  which  impels  the  nerves 

To  motion  without  will ;  a  dance  'tis  call'd. 

Of  which  Saint  Vitus  is  the  dancing-master, 

PheUm  O'Murrough  saw  the  damsel  late 

Recovered  from  tliis  malady :  he  askt 

What  it  was  call'd  ?  who  cured  it  ?  having  heard. 

Homeward  he  hastened ;  yet  before  the  porch 

Of  the  first  chapel  lying  in  his  road 

He  fell  upon  his  knees,  and  thus  he  pray'd : 

"  Ah  !  now.  Saint  Yitis  !  may  it  plaise  yer  Honor ! 

Ye  know  as  well  as  any  in  the  world 

I  never  troubled  ye,  and  seldom  yours 

By  father's  side  or  mother's,  or  presumed 

To  give  the  master  of  the  house  a  wink. 

Or  bother  his  dear  son  about  my  wife. 

But,  now  I  know  what  ails  her,  I  would  fain 

Jist  tell  ye  what  she  suffers  from  .  .  the  same 

As  lately  visited  Peg  Corcoran 

At  the  bridge-end  (sec  ye)  in  Limerick, 

She  had  it  in  her  limbs,  in  every  one. 

Yet  she  found  saints  (your  Honor  above  all) 

Who  minded  her  and  set  her  up  again. 

Now  surely,  good  Saint  Vitis  I  bless  vour  heart ! 

If  you  could  cure  (and  who  shall  doubt  you  could  ?) 
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Such  awful  earthquakes  over  every  limb, 
^Twould  give  your  Honor  mighty  little  trouble 
To  lay  one  finger  on  one  spot  alone 
Of  my  poor  wife.     Unaisy  soul !  her  dance. 
The  deviFs  own  dance,  she  dances  day  and  night; 
But  only  with  the  tongue  .  .  Save  now  and  then 
It  seizes  foot  and  fist  and  stirs  them  sore. 
She  can  not  help,  poor  crathur !  but  must  hoot 
Murther !  bad  luck  to  ye !  and  bloody  thief! 
At  every  kick  and  cuff  that  she  vouchsafes. 
These,  plaise  ye,  are  the  burthen  of  the  song. 
And  this  the  dance  she  leads  me  up  and  down. 
Without  one  blest  vobisc^on,  evermore. 
Could  not  yer  Honor  stop  that  wagging  tongue 
And  woeful  fist  and  thundering  foot  of  hers  ? 
Do  now !  and  Phelim  will,  when  callM  upon. 
Work  for  ye  three  hard  days  in  Paradise." 


CLXXXVIII.    CONVERTERS. 

All  trifle  life  away ;  the  light  and  grave 
Trifle  it  equally.     If  'twere  at  home 
^T>vere  well ;  but  they  are  busy  too  abroad. 
They  loudly  cry,  "Take  not  God's  name  in  vain, 
And  call  God  down  to  punish  all  he  hates : 
The  fools  are  fewer  than  the  hypocrites ; 
And  yet  the  fools  are  Legion. 

Viper  brood ! 
Denounced  by  Him,  the  gentle  and  the  pure. 
Whom  your  transgressions  persecute,  look  up 
And  read  the  tables  of  eternal  law. 
Idlers,  and  worse  than  idlers,  ye  collect 
Pebbles  and  shells  along  the  lied  Sea  coast, 
Horeb  and  Sinai  standing  close  before. 
And  you  not  looking  from  above  the  sands  ! 


CLXXXIX.    TO  ANTINOE  IN  PARIS,  1802. 

I  VALUE  not  the  proud  and  stem 
Who  ruled  of  old  o'er  bleak  Auvergne, 
Whose  images  you  fear'd  to  pass 
Hecumbent  under  arching  brass, 
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Nor  thought  how  fondly  they  had  smiled 
Could  they  have  seen  their  future  child. 
And  yet,  Antinoe,  I  would  pray 
Saint  after  saint  to  see  the  day 
When  undejected  you  once  more 
Might  pass  along  that  chappel-floor ; 
When,  standing  at  its  altar  crowned 
With  wild  flowers  from  the  ruin  round. 
Your  village  priest  might  hear  and  bless 
A  love  that  never  shall  be  less. 


cxc. 

C I  STUB  !  whose  fragil  fl^ower 
Waits  but  the  vesper  hour 

To  droop  and  fall, 
Smoothen  thy  petals  now 
The  Floral  Fates  allow  .  . 

Ah  why  so  ruffled  in  fresh  youth  are  all  ? 
Thou  breathest  on  my  breast, 
"  We  are  but  like  the  rest 
Of  our  whole  family ; 
Ruffled  we  are,  'tis  true. 
Thro  life ;  but  are  not  yo%(,  ?  .  . 

Without  our  privilege  so  soon  to  die." 


CXCL    FABLE  TO  BE  LEARNT  BY  BEGINNERS. 

There  lived  a  diver  once  whose  boast 

Was  that  he  brought  up  treasures  lost. 

However  deep,  beneath  the  sea 

Of  glossy-hair' d  Partlienope. 

To  try  him,  people  oft  tlirew  in 

A  silver  cross  or  gold  zecchin. 

Down  went  the  diver  "fathoms  nine," 

And  you  miglit  see  the  metal  sliine 

Between  his  lips  or  on  his  head, 

While  lazy  Tethys  lay  abed. 

And  not  a  Nereid  round  her  heard 

The  green  pearl-spangled  curtain  stir'd. 

One  day  a  tempting  fiend  threw  down, 
Where  whirled  the  waves,  a  tinsel  crown, 
And  said,  "  O  diver,  you  who  dive 
Deeper  than  any  man  alive. 
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And  see,  where  other  folks  are  blind^ 

And^  what  all  others  miss,  can  find. 

You  saw  the  splendid  crown  I  threw 

Into  the  whirlpool :  now  can  you 

Eecover  it  ?  thus  won,  you  may 

Wear  it .  .  not  once,  but  every  day. 

So  may  your  sons/'     Down,  down  he  sprang  . 

A  hundred  Nereids  heard  the  clang. 

And  closed  him  round  and  held  him  fast  .  . 

The  diver  there  had  dived  his  last. 


CXCII.    ODE  TO  SICILY. 

I. 


No  mortal  hand  hath  struck  the  heroick  string 
Since  Milton's  lay  in  death  across  his  breast. 

But  shall  the  lyre  then  rest 
Along  tired  Cupid's  wing 
With  vilest  dust  upon  it  ?     This  of  late 

Uath  been  its  fate. 


n. 


But  thou,  0  Sicily  I  art  bom  agen. 

Far  over  chariots  and  Olympic  steeds 

I  see  the  heads  and  the  stout  arms  of  men. 

And  will  record  (God  give  me  power !)  their  deeds. 

III. 
Hail  to  thee  first,  Palermo  I  hail  to  thee 
Who  callest  with  loud  voice,  "  Arise!  he  free; 
Weak  is  the  hand  and  rusty  is  the  chain." 
Thou  callest;  nor  in  vain. 

IV. 

Not  only  from  the  mountain  rushes  forth 

The  knighthood  of  the  North, 

In  whom  my  soul  elate 
Owns  now  a  race  cognate. 
But  even  the  couch  of  Sloth  'mid  painted  walls 
Swells  up,  and  men  start  forth  from  it,  where  calls 
The  voice  of  Honor,  long,  too  long,  unheard. 

y. 

Not  that  the  wretch  was  fear'd 
Who  fear'd  the  meanest  as  he  fear'd  the  best, 
(A  reed  could  break  his  rest) 
But  that  around  aU  kings 
For  ever  springs 


\ 
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A  wasting  vapor  that  absorbs  the  fire 
Of  all  that  would  rise  higher. 

VI. 

Even  free  nations  will  not  let  there  be 

More  nations  free. 
Witness  (0  shame !)  our  own.  • 
Of  late  years  viler  none. 
The  second  Charles  found  many  and  made  more 
Base  as  himself :  his  reign  is  not  yet  o'er. 


To  gratify  a  brood 
Swamp-fed  amid  the  Suabian  wood^ 
The  sons  of  Lusitania  were  cajoled 

And  bound  and  sold^ 
And  sent  in  chains  where  we  unchain  the  slave 

We  die  with  thirst  to  save. 


yni. 


Ye  too,  Sicilians,  ye  too  gave  we  up 

To  drain  the  bitter  cup 
Ye  now  dash  from  ye  in  the  despot's  face  . . 
0  glorious  race. 


IX. 


Which  Hiero,  Gelon,  Pindar,  sat  among 
And  prais'd  for  weaker  deeds  in  deathless  song; 
One  is  yet  left  to  laud  ye.     Years  have  mar'd 
My  voice,  my  prelude  for  some  better  bard. 
When  such  shall  rise,  and  such  your  deeds  create. 


X. 


In  the  lone  woods,  and  late, 
Murmurs  swell  loud  and  louder,  til  at  last 

So  strong  the  blast 
That  the  whole  forest,  earth,  and  sea,  and  sky. 

To  the  loud  surge  reply. 

XI. 

Show,  in  the  circle  of  six  hundred  years, 
Show  me  a  Bourbon  on  whose  brow  appears 

No  brand  of  traitor.     Prune  the  tree . . 
From  the  same  stock  for  ever  will  there  be 
The  same  foul  canker,  the  same  bitter  fruit. 
Strike,  Sicily,  uproot 

The  cursed  upas.     Never  trust 
That  race  agen;  down  with  it,  dust  to  dust. 
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cxcin. 
Men  will  be  slaves;  let  them;  but  force  them  not; 
To  force  them  into  freedom  is  stil  worse ; 
In  one  they  follow  their  prone  nature's  bent. 
But  in  the  other  stagger  all  awry. 
Blind,  clamorous,  and  with  violence  overthrow 
The  chairs  and  tables  of  the  untasted  feast. 
Bastiles  are  reconstructed  soon  enough. 
Temples  are  long  in  rising,  once  cast  down. 
And  ever,  when  men  want  them,  there  are  those 
Who  tell  them  they  shall  have  them,  but  premise 
That  they  shall  rule  within  them  aud  without. 
Their  voices,  and  theirs  only,  reach  to  heaven. 
Their  sprinkler  cleanses  souls  from  inborn  sin 
With  its  sow-bristles  shaken  in  the  face. 
Their  surplice  sanctifies  the  marriage-bed. 
Their  bell  and  candle  drive  the  devil  off 
The  deathbed,  and  their  purchast  prayers  cut  short 
All  pains  that  would  await  them  after  death. 

0  plains  of  Tours  that  rang  with  MarteFs  arms 
Victorious !  these  are  then  the  fruits  ye  bear 
From  Saracenic  blood !  one  only  God 
Had  else  been  worshipt .  .  but  that  one  perhaps 
Had  seen  less  fraud,  less  cruelty,  below. 


CXCIV.    AN  OLD  MAN  TO  A  YOUNG  GIRL. 

I  SAW  the  arrow  quit  the  bow 
To  lay  thy  soaring  spirits  low. 

And  warnM  thee  long  ere  now ; 
For  this  thou  shunnest  me,  for  this 
No  more  the  leap  to  catch  the  kiss 

Upon  thy  calm  dear  brow. 

I  pitied  thee,  weU  knowing  why 

The  broken  song,  the  book  thrown  by. 

And  Fido's  foot  put  down. 
Who  looks  so  sorrowing  all  the  wlnle. 
To  hear  no  name,  to  hope  no  smile. 

To  fear  almost  a  frown. 

Lovers  who  see  thy  drooping  head 
In  lover's  plirase  have  often  said. 
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"  The  lily  drives  the  rose 
In  shame  away  from  that  sweet  face, 
Yet  shall  she  soon  regain  her  place 

And  fresher  bloom  disclose/* 

Show  them,  show  one  above  the  rest, 
A  lily^s  petals  idly  prest 

Are  firm  as  they  are  pure ; 
Tliose  which  but  once  have  given  way 
Stand  up  erect  no  second  day. 

No  gentlest  touch  endure. 


CXCV.    CONFALIONIERI. 


purest  breast  that  breathes  Ausonian  air, 

tter'd  these  words.     Hear  them,  all  lands!  .repeat 

iges !  on  thy  heart  the  record  bear 

il  the  last  tyrant  gasp  beneath  thy  feet, 

a  who  hast  seen  in  quiet  death  lie  down 

skulking  recreant  of  the  changeling  crown. 


II. 


im  an  old  man  now ;  and  yet  my  soul 
ifteen  years  is  younger  than  its  frame : 
*en  I  lived  (if  life  it  was)  in  one 
c  dungeon,  ten  feet  square :  alone  I  dwelt 

then  another  entered :  bv  his  voice 
iCW  it  was  a  man :  I  could  not  see 
ure  or  figure  in  that  dismal  place. 

year  we  talkt  together  of  the  past, 

oys  for  ever  gone  . .  ay,  wors(».  than  gone, 

ember'd,  prest  into  our  hearts,  that  sweUM 

sorely  soften'd  under  them:  the  next, 
exchanged  what  thoughts  we  found:  the  third,  no  thouglit 

left  us ;  memory  alone  remained, 
fourth,  we  askt  each  other,  if  indeed 
world  had  life  within  it,  life  and  joy 
vhen  we  left  it. 

Now  the  fifth  had  come, 

we  sat  silent:  all  our  store  was  spent. 
m  the  sixth  entered,  he  had  disappeared, 
er  for  death  or  doom  less  merciful: 

I  repined  not !  all  things  were  less  sad 
a  that  dim  vision,  that  unshapen  form 
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A  year  or  two  years  after  (indistinct 

Was  time,  as  light  was,  in  that  cell)  the  door 

Crept  open,  and  these  sounds  came  slowly  through : 

His  Majesty  the  Emperor  and  King 

Informs  you  that  twelve  months  ago  your  wife 

Quitted  the  living , , 

I  did  hear  the  words. 
All,  ere  I  fell,  then  heard  not  bolt  nor  \m" 


III. 


And  shall  those  live  who  help  with  armed  hand 
The  weak  oppressor  ?     Shall  those  live  who  clear 

The  path  before  him  with  their  golden  wand  ? 
Tremble,  vile  slaves !  your  final  hour  draws  near ! 

Purveyors  of  a  panther's  feast  are  ye. 

Degenerate  children  of  brave  Maccabee ! 


IV. 


And  dare  ye  claim  to  sit  where  Hampden  sate, 
Where  Pvm  and  Eliot  wam'd  the  men  of  blood : 

Where  on  the  wall  Charles  red  his  written  fate. 
And  Cromwell  sign'd  what  Milton  saw  was  good  ? 

Away,  ye  panders  of  assassin  lust. 

Nor  ever,  nope  to  lick  that  holy  dust. 


CXCVI.    TO  FRANCIS  HARE, 

BUBIED  AT  PALKBlfO,  ON  THE  UCSUBBSCTION  OF  ftlCILT  AKD  WAPLSS. 

Hare  !  thou  art  sleeping  where  the  sun  strikes  hot 
On  the  gold  letters  that  inscribe  thy  tomb. 

And  what  there  passeth  round  thee  knowest  not. 
Nor  pierce  those  eyes  (so  joyous  once)  the  gloom; 

Else  would  the  brightest  vision  of  thy  youth 
Kise  up  before  thee,  not  by  Fancy  led. 

But  moving  stately  at  tlie  side  of  Truth, 
Nor  higher  than  the  living  stand  the  dead. 


CXCVn.    TO  SAINT  CHARLES  BORROMEO, 

ON  TUB  XABSACRB  AT  MILAN. 
I. 

Saint,  beyond  all  in  glory  who  surround 

The  throne  above ! 
Thy  placid  brow  no  thorn  blood-dropping  crowned. 
No  grief  came  o^er  thy  love. 
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n. 


Save  what  they  suffered  whom  the  Plague's  dull  fire 

Wasted  away. 
Or  those  whom  Heaven  at  last  let  worse  Desire 
Sweep  with  soft  swoop  away. 


III. 


If  thou  art  standing  high  above  the  place 

Where  Verban  gleams. 
Where  Art  and  Nature  give  thee  form  and  space 

As  best  beseems. 


IV. 


Look  down  on  thy  fair  country,  and  most  fair 

The  sister  iles ; 
Whence  gratitude  eternal  mounts  with  prayer, 
Where  spring  eternal  snules; 


V. 


Watch  over  that  brave  youth  who  bears  thy  name. 

And  bears  it  well. 
Unmindful  never  of  the  sacred  flame 
With  which  his  temples  swell 


YI. 


When  praise  from  thousands  breathes  beneath  thy  shrine. 

And  incense  steeps 
Thy  calm  brow  bending  over  them,  for  thine 
Is  bent  on  him  who  weeps ; 


Vll. 


And,  0  most  holy  one  I  what  tears  are  shed 

Thro  all  thy  town  I 
Thou  wilt  with  pity  on  the  brave  and  dead, 
God  will  with  wrath,  look  down. 


cxcviii. 
Sleep,  tho  to  Age  so  needful,  shuns  my  eyes. 
And  visions,  brighter  than  Sleep  brings,  arise. 
I  hear  the  Norman  arms  before  me  ring, 
I  see  them  flash  upon  a  prostrate  king. 
They  conquer'd  Britain  as  they  conquer'd  France . . 
Far  over  Sicily  was  hurlM  the  lance  . . 
The  barking  heads  by  Scylla  all  croucht  low, 
And  fierce  Charybdis  wailM  beneath  the  blow. 
Now  Sparta-sprung  Taranto  hail'd  again 
More  daring  Spartans  on  his  fertile  plain  j 
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Now  Croton  saw  fresh  Milos  rise  around ; 
And  Sybaris,  with  recent  roses  crowned. 
Yielded  to  Valour  her  consenting  charms 
And  felt  the  flush  that  Beauty  feels  from  arms. 


CXCIX.    DANTE. 

Ere  blasts  from  northern  lands 
Had  cover'd  Italy  with  barren  sands, 

Rome's  Genius,  smitten  sore, 
WailM  on  the  Danube,  and  was  heard  no  more. 

Twelve  centuries  had  past 
And  crusht  Etruria  raised  her  head  at  last. 

A  mightier  Power  she  saw. 
Poet  and  prophet,  give  three  worlds  the  law. 

Wlien  Dante's  strength  arose 
Fraud  met  aghast  the  boldest  of  her  foes ; 

Religion,  sick  to  death, 
Lookt  doubtful  up,  and  drew  in  pain  her  breath. 

Both  to  one  grave  are  gone ; 
Altars  stil  smoke,  stil  is  the  God  unknown. 

Haste,  whoso  from  above 
Comest  with  purer  fire  and  larger  love, 

Quenchest  the  Stygian  torch. 
And  lead  est  from  the  Garden  and  the  Porch, 

AVhere  gales  breathe  fresh  and  free. 
And  where  a  Grace  is  call'd  a  Charity, 

To  Him,  the  God  of  peace, 
Who  bids  all  discord  in  his  household  cease  .  • 

Bids  it,  and  bids  again, 
But  to  the  purple-vested  speaks  in  vain. 

Crying,  'Can  this  be  borne?' 
The  consecrated  wine-skins  creak  with  scorn ; 

While,  leaving  tumult  there. 
To  quiet  idols  young  and  old  repair. 

In  places  where  is  light 
To  lighten  day  .  .  and  dark  to  darken  night. 


cc. 

I. 


I  TOLD  ye,  since  the  prophet  Milton's  day 
Heroic  song  hath  never  swept  the  earth 
To  soar  in  flaming  chariot  up  to  Heaven. 


VARIOUS.  4£7 

Taunt,  little  children !  taunt  ye  while  ye  may* 
Natural  your  wonder,  natural  is  your  mirth, 
Natural  your  weakness.     Ye  are  all  forgiven. 

n. 

One  man  above  all  other  men  is  great. 
Even  on  this  globe,  where  dust  obscures  the  sign. 
God  closed  his  eyes  to  pour  into  his  heart 
His  own  pure  wisdom.     In  cliill  house  he  sate. 
Fed  only  on  those  fruits  the  hand  divine 
Disdained  not,  thro  his  angels,  to  impart. 


III. 


He  was  despised  of  those  he  would  have  spilt 
His  blood  to  ransom.     How  much  happier  we, 
Altho  so  small  and  feeble !     We  are  taught 
There  may  be  national,  not  royal  guilt. 
And,  if  there  has  been,  then  there  ought  to  be. 
But  'tis  the  illusion  of  a  mind  distraught. 


IV. 


This  with  a  tiny  hand  of  ductile  lead 

Shows  me  the  way ;  this  takes  me  down  his  slate. 

Draws  me  a  line  and  teaches  me  to  write; 

Another  pats  me  kindly  on  the  head. 

But  finds  one  letter  here  and  there  too  great. 

One  passable,  one  pretty  well,  one  quite. 


V. 


No  wonder  I  am  proud.     At  such  award 
The  Muse  most  virginal  would  raise  her  chin 
Forth  from  her  collar-bone.     What  inward  fire 
Must  swell  the  bosom  of  that  favor'd  bard 
And  wake  to  vigorous  life  the  germ  within. 
On  whom  such  judges  look  with  such  regard ! 


CCI.    TO  VERONA. 

To  violate  the  sanctitude  of  song, 

Of  love,  of  sepulture,  have  I  abstainM, 

Verona  !  nor  would  let  just  wrath  approach 

Garden  or  theater :  but  wrongs  are  heapt 

On  thy  fair  head  :  my  pen  must  help  the  sword 

fo  sweep  them  ofif. 

Shall  Austria  hatch  beneath 
Thy  sunny  citadel  her  mealworm  brood  ? 
Shall  Austria  pluck  thy  olives,  press  thy  grapes. 
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Gamer  thy  corn,  tliy  flocks  and  herds  consume  ? 
Enough  ^tis  surely  that  Parthenop^ 
Bends  under  the  false  Bourbon.     Foren  force 
Crushes,  and  let  it  crush,  the  unmanly  race. 
Degenerate  even  from  Sybarites ;  but  thine 
The  warlike  Gaul  and  Rome's  austerer  son 
Rear'd  up  to  manhood  and  begirt  in  arms. 
Eise  then,  Verona !     Lift  the  wave  of  war. 
As  Nature  lifts  Benacus  at  thy  side. 
Tempestuous  in  its  surges,  while  the  banks 
Are  blithe  around,  and  heaven  above  serene. 
The  toad's  flat  claws  hold  not  the  dolphin  down. 
Nor  sinks  and  sewers  pollute  the  Adrian  wave. 


CCIL 

I. 
Tew  poets  beckon  to  the  calmly  good. 

Few  lay  a  hallowing  hand  upon  the  head 

Which  lowers  its  barbarous  for  our  Delphick  crown : 

But  loose  strings  rattle  on  unseasoned  wood 

And  weak  words  whifile  round  where  Virtue's  meed 

Shrines  in  a  smile  or  shrivels  in  a  frown. 


II. 


He  shall  not  give  it,  shall  not  touch  it,  he 
Who  crawls  into  the  gold-mine,  bending  low 
And  brining  from  its  dripples  with  much  mire 
One  shining  atom.     Could  it  ever  be, 
O  God  of  light  and  song  ?     The  breast  must  glow 
Not  with  tlnne  only,  but  with  Virtue's  fire. 


coin.    SAPPUOS  EXPOSTULATION. 

Forget  thee  ?  when  ?     Thou  biddest  me  ?  dost  thm 
Bid  me,  what  men  alone  can,  break  my  vow  ? 

0  my  too  well  beloved !  is  there  aught 

1  ever  have  forgot  which  thou  hast  taught  ? 
Aiid  shall  the  lesson  first  by  thee  imprest 
Drop,  chapter  after  chapter,  from  my  breast  ? 
Since  love's  last  flickering  flame  from  thine  is  gone. 
Leave  me,  0  leave  me  stil,  at  least  my  own. 

Let  it  burn  on,  if  oidy  to  consume. 

And  light  me,  tho  it  light  me  to  the  tomb. 
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False  are  our  dreams  or  there  are  fields  below 
To  which  the  weariest  feet  the  swiftest  go ; 
And  there  are  bitter  streams  the  wretched  bless, 
Before  whose  thirst  they  lose  their  bitterness. 
'Tis  hard  to  love  I  to  unlove  harder  yet ! 
Not  so  to  die  .  .  and  then  .  .  perhaps  .  .  forget. 


cciv. 
What  slender  youth  perfused  with  fresh  macassar 
Wooes  thee,  O  England,  in  St.  Stephen^s  bower  ? 
For  whom  unlockest  thou  the  chest  that  holds  thy  dower? 

Simple  as  ever !     Is  there  a  deluder 
Thou  hast  not  listened  to,  thou  hast  not  changed. 
Laughing  at  one  and  all  o'er  whom  thy  fancy  ranged? 

The  last  that  won  thee  was  not  overhappy, 
And  people  found  him  wavering  like  thyself : 
The  little  man  looks  less  now  laid  upon  the  shelf. 

While  the  big  waves  against  the  rocks  are  breaking. 
And  small  ones  toss  and  tumble,  fume  and  fret, 
Along  the  sunny  wall  I  have  hung  up  my  net. 


CCV.    THE  HALL  AND  THE  COTTAGE. 

A  MAN  there  sate,  not  old,  but  weak  and  worn 
Worse  than  age  wears  and  weakens,  near  a  wall 
Where  dogs  inside  were  playing  round  the  court. 
While,  conscious  of  his  station  in  the  house. 
Deep-sided,  ebon-footed,  and  ring-tailM, 
Stalkt  the  gray  cat,  and  all  about  gave  way. 
Yet,  fearless  of  her  talon,  pigeons  dropt. 
First  one,  and  then  another,  from  the  roof. 
To  pick  up  crumbs,  shaken  from  snow-white  cloth. 
Winter  had  now  set  in,  and  genial  fires 
Drew  families  around  them ;  near  the  grate 
The  small  round  table  left  the  large  behind ; 
And  filberts  bristled  up,  and  medlars  oped 
Their  uncouth  lids,  and  chesnuts  were  revealed 
Beneath  the  folded  napkin,  moist  and  hot. 
Scant  had  the  bounty  been  if  all  this  store. 
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Supervacaneous,  had  gone  forth  bestowed 

On  the  poor  wretch  outside :  he  never  raised 

His  hopes,  he  never  raisM  his  thoughts,  so  high. 

Dinner  was  over  in  that  pleasant  home. 

And  worthy  were  its  inmates  to  enjoy 

In  peace  its  plenteous  yet  uncostly  fare. 

Little  they  thought  that  wliile  the  dogs  within 

The  court  were  playing,  some  of  them  erect 

Against  their  adversary,  couchant  some 

And  panting  to  spring  forward,  while  the  doves 

Cooed  hoarse  with  crop  replenisht,  and  walkt  round 

Each  his  own  mate,  trailing  along  the  tiles 

His  wing,  his  bosom  purpling  with  content ; 

Little  thought  they  how  near  them  loitered  one 

Who  might  have  envied  the  least  happy  cur 

Or  cat  or  pigeon.     To  his  cottage  bent 

His  fancy,  from  his  own  sad  cares  repel'd. 

Fancies  are  fond  of  lying  upon  down, 

Tho  they  are  often  bred  and  born  elsewhere ; 

His  was  a  strange  one.     But  men^s  minds  are  warpt 

By  fortune  or  misfortune,  weal  or  woe. 

By  heat  and  cold  alike.     The  hungry  man 

Thought  of  his  children's  hunger ;  the  sharp  blast 

Blew  from  them  only.     When  he  raised  his  eyes 

And  saw  the  smoke  ascending  o'er  the  hall. 

He  said  .  .  his  words  are  written  . .  God  knows  where 

''  0 1  could  I  only  catch  that  smoke  which  wreathes 

And  riots  round  the  rich  man's  chimney-vane, 

And  bring  it  down  among  my  ice-cold  brats. 

They  would  not  look  and  turn  away  from  me. 

And  rather  press  the  damp  brick  floor  again 

With  their  blue  faces,  than  see  him  they  call'd 

Father  !  dear  father  !  when  they  woke  ere  dawn." 


CCVI.    ON  THE  SLAUGHTER  OF  THE  BROTHERS  BANDIERI,  BETBA 

TO  THE  KING  OF  NAPLES. 

Borne  on  white  horses,  which  the  God  of  Thrace 
Eein'd  not  for  wanton  Glory  in  the  race 

Of  Elis,  when  from  far 

Ran  forth  the  regal  car. 
Even  from  Syracuse,  across  the  sea. 
To  roll  its  thunder  thro  that  fruitless  lea; 
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No ;  but  on  steeds  whose  foam 

riew  o'er  the  helm  of  Rome, 
Came  Castor  and  his  brotlier ;  at  which  sight 
A  shout  of  victory  drown'd  the  din  of  fight. 

O  Rome !  0  Italy ! 

DoomM  are  ye,  doomed  to  see 
Nor  guides  divine  nor  high-aspiring  men, 
Nor  proudly  tread  the  battle-field  agen  ? 

Lo  !  who  are  they  who  land 

Upon  that  southern  strand  ? 
Ingenuous  are  their  faces,  firm  their  gait .  . 
Ah !  but  what  darkness  follows  them  ?  .  .  'tis  Fate  I 

They  turn  their  heads  .  .  and  blood 

Alone  shows  where  they  stood ! 
Sons  of  Bandiera !  heroes  !  by  your  name 
Evoked  shall  inextinguishable  flame 

Rise,  and  o'er-run  yon  coast. 

And  animate  the  host 
As  did  those  Twins  . .  the  murderers  to  pursue 
Til  the  same  sands  their  viler  blood  imbue. 


CCVII.    PROPER  LESSON  FOR  CHARLES'S  MARTYRDOM. 

TO  DIXWELL, 

Who  stetc  in  judgment  on  Charles  I.,  and  whose  descendant  Is  erecting  a  monument 

to  him  in  Boston,  U.  S. 

There  are  whose  hand  can  throw  the  shafts  of  song 
Athwart  wide  oceans ;  barb'd  with  burning  h'ght 
Do  they  dispell  all  mists  Time  throws  around. 
And  where  they  fall  men  build  the  beacon-tower 
And  watch  the  cresset,  age  succeeding  age. 
Dixwell !  whose  name  sounds  highest  toward  heaven 
Of  all  but  one*  the  fresher  earth  hath  seen, 
Honor  to  thee  !  and  everlasting  praise  ! 
Thou  shrankest  not  at  smiting  Perjury 
Under  the  crown :  thou  shrankest  not  at  rocks 
And  shoals  and  ice-towered  firths,  and  solitudes 
And  caverns  where  the  hunter  hunted  man. 
Remote  from  birthplace,  kindred,  comrade,  friend. 
Of  seed  like  thine  sprang  Freedom  strong  and  arm'd. 
Whose  empire  shall  extend  beyond  the  shore 
Where  Montezuma's  plumed  head  lies  low, 

*  Washington. 
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(A  shore  whose  waters  waft  the  name  of  Peace) 

To  reahns  more  ancient  than  all  realms  beside^ 

Where  the  sun  rises  over  far  Cathay. 

Blest  be  thy  country !  blest  in  sons  like  thine  I 

If  lust  of  gold  forbids  it .  .  if  the  slave 

Baises  his  manacle  and  pleads  to  God 

And  they  who  see  and  hear  it  mock  the  prayer, 

At  least  shall  thousands  in  my  words  exclaim 

''  Honor  to  thee  !  and  everlasting  praise ! 

Happy  beyond  all  glory^s  happiness, 

Look  down  on  thy  young  nation ;  there  alone 

The  weak  and  the  distorted  from  the  womb 

Never  are  dandled  into  frowardness, 

Never  may  seize  and  fracture  what  they  list, 

Striking  at  random  stem  and  mild  alike ; 

Nor  floats  the  chaff  above,  nor  sinks  the  grain.' 


ccviii, 
Tenderest  of  tender  hearts,  of  spirits  pure 
The  purest !  such,  O  Cowper  I  such  wert  thou. 
But  such  are  not  the  happiest :  thou  wert  not. 
Til  borne  where  all  those  hearts  and  spirits  rest. 
Young  was  I,  when  from  latin  lore  and  greek 
I  played  the  truant  for  thy  sweeter  Task, 
Nor  since  that  hour  hath  aught  our  Muses  held 
Before  me  seem'd  so  precious ;  in  one  hour, 
I  saw  the  poet  and  the  sage  unite. 
More  grave  than  man,  more  versatile  than  boy ! 
Spenser  shed  over  me  his  sunny  dreams ; 
Cnaucer  far  more  enchanted  me ;  the  force 
Of  Milton  was  for  boyhood  too  austere. 
Yet  often  did  I  steal  a  glance  at  Eve : 
Fitter  for  after-years  was  Shakespeare's  world. 
Its  distant  light  had  not  come  down  to  mine. 
Thy  milder  beams  with  wholesome  temperate  warmth 
Kll'd  the  small  chamber  of  my  quiet  breast, 
I  would  become  as  like  thee  as  I  could ; 
Pirst  rose  the  wish  and  then  the  half-belief, 
Foundecl  like  other  half  and  whole  beliefs 
On  sand  and  chaff  I  "  We  must  be  like,  ''said  I, 
"  I  loved  my  hare  before  I  heard  of  his." 
'Twas  very  true ;  I  loved  him,  though  he  stampt 
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Sometimes  in  anger^  often  moodily. 
I  am  the  better  for  it :  stil  I  love 
God's  unperverted  creatures,  one  and  all, 
I  dare  not  call  them  brute,  lest  they  retort. 
And  here  is  one  who  looks  into  my  face. 
Waving  his  curly  plumes  upon  his  back. 
And  bids  me  promise  faithfully,  no  hare 
Of  thine  need  fear  him  when  they  meet  above. 


CCIX.    TO  YOUTH. 


Where  art  thou  gone,  light-ankled  Youth? 

With  wing  at  either  shoulder. 
And  smile  that  never  left  thy  mouth 

Until  the  Hours  grew  colder : 

Then  somewhat  seem'd  to  whisper  near 

That  thou  and  I  must  part ; 
I  doubted  it ;  I  felt  no  fear. 

No  weight  upon  the  heart : 

If  aught  befell  it.  Love  was  by 

And  roll'd  it  off  again ; 
So,  if  there  ever  was  a  sigh, 

'Twas  not  a  sigh  of  pain. 

I  may  not  call  thee  back ;  but  thou 

Eeturnest  when  the  hand 
Of  gentle  Sleep  waves  o'er  my  brow 

His  poppy-crested  wand ; 

Then  smiling  eyes  bend  over  mine. 

Then  Ups  once  prest  invite ; 
But  Sleep  hath  given  a  silent  sign 

And  both,  alas  I  take  flight. 


cox.    TO  AGE. 

Welcome,  old  friend!    These  many  yete 
Have  we  lived  door  by  door: 

The  Fates  have  laid  aside  their  shears 
Perhaps  for  some  few  more. 


1 1 
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I  was  indocil  at  an  age 

When  better  boys  were  taught. 

But  thou  at  length  hast  made  me  sage. 
If  I  am  sage  in  aught. 

Little  I  know  from  other  men. 

Too  little  they  from  me. 
But  thou  hast  pointed  well  the  pen 

That  writes  these  lines  to  thee. 

Thanks  for  expelling  Fear  and  Hope, 

One  vile,  the  other  vain ; 
One^s  scourge,  the  other's  telescope, 

I  shall  not  see  again : 

Eather  what  lies  before  my  feet 
My  notice  shall  engage  . . 

He  who  hath  braved  Youth's  dizzy  heat 
Dreads  not  the  frost  of  Age. 


CCXL 

Now  yellow  hazels  fringe  the  greener  plain 
And  mountains  show  their  unchained  necks  again, 
And  little  rivulets  beneath  them  creep 
And  gleam  and  glitter  in  each  cloven  steep ; 
Now,  when  supplanted  by  insidious  snow 
The  huge  stone  rolls  into  the  lake  below. 
What  can  detain  my  lovely  friend  from  hom^ 
Fond  in  these  scenes,  her  earlier  scenes,  to  roam? 
'Tis  that  mid  fogs  and  smoke  she  hears  the  claim 
And  feels  the  love  of  freedom  and  of  fame : 
Before  those  two  she  bends  serenely  meek  .  . 
They  also  bend,  and  kiss  her  paler  cheek. 


CCXII.    ON  MUSIC. 

Many  love  music  but  for  music's  sake. 
Many  because  her  touches  can  awake 
Thoughts  that  repose  within  the  breast  half-dead. 
And  rise  to  follow  where  she  loves  to  lead. 
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What  various  feelings  come  from  days  gone  by  I 
What  tears  from  far-off  sources  dim  the  eye ! 
Pew,  when  light  fingers  with  sweet  voices  play 
And  melodies  swell,  pause,  and  melt  away. 
Mind  how  at  every  touch,  at  every  tone, 
A  spark  of  life  hath  glistened  and  hath  gone. 


CCXIII.    TYRANNICIDE. 


Danger  is  not  in  action,  but  in  sloth ; 

By  sloth  alone  we  lose 
Our  strength,  our  substance,  and,  far  more  than  both. 

The  guerdon  of  the  Muse. 
Men  kill  without  compunction  hawk  and  kite ; 

To  save  the  folded  flock 
They  chase  the  wily  plunderer  of  the  night 

O'er  thicket,  marsh,  and  rock. 
Sacred  no  longer  is  Our  Lord  the  wolf 

Nor  crowned  is  crocodile  : 
And  shall  ye  worship  on  the  Baltick  Gulph 

The  refuse  of  the  Nile  ? 
Among  the  myriad  men  of  murder'd  sires 

Is  there  not  one  stil  left 
Whom  wrongs  and  vengeance  urge,  whom  virtue  fires  ? 

One  conscious  how  bereft 
Of  all  is  he  .  .  of  country,  kindred,  home  .  . 

He,  doom'd  to  drag  along 
The  dray  of  serfdom,  or  thro  lands  to  roam 

That  mock  an  unknown  tongue  ? 
A  better  faith  was  theirs  than  pulpits  preach 

Who  struck  the  tyrant  down. 
Who  taught  the  brave  how  patriot  brands  can  reach 

And  crush  the  proudest  crown. 
No  law  for  him  who  stands  above  the  law. 

Trampling  on  truth  and  trust ; 
But  hangman's  hook  or  courtier's  "  privy  paw " 

Shdl  drag  him  thro  the  dust. 
Most  dear  of  all  the  Virtues  to  her  Sire 

Is  Justice ;  and  most  dear 
To  Justice  is  Tyrannicide ;  the  fire 

That  guides  her  flashes  near. 

1  V  ^ 
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See  o'er  the  desert  God's  red  pillar  tower ! 

Follow,  ye  Nations !  raise 
The  hymn  to  God !    To  God  alone  be  power 

And  majesty  and  praise !  * 


CCXIV.    THE  MOTHER  OF  PRINCE  RUPERT.f 

Sole  one  of  all  thy  race 
Who  never  brought  disgrace 

Upon  thy  native  land  ! 
Against  the  ruined  wall 
Where  rang  thy  marriage-hall, 

Now  still  as  heaven,  I  stand, 

And  think  upon  thy  son. 
Who  many  laurels  won 

Where  laurels  should  not  grow, 
Til  England's  star  prevailed 
And  Caledonia's  paled. 

And  the  dmi  crown  lay  low. 


CCXV.    JEALOUSY  ACKNOWLEDGED. 

Too  happy  poet !  true  it  is  indeed 

That  I  am  jealous  of  thee.     Bright  blue  eyes 

(Half  eye  half  heaven)  look  up  into  thy  face 

From  Tuscan  bonnet  of  such  sunny  straw. 

In  wonderment .  .  Glorious  is  poetry ; 

But  give  me  pretty  girls,  give  youth,  give  joy ; 

K  not  my  youth,  another's ;  not  my  joy. 

Then  too  another's.     I,  alas !  have  lost 

My  quailpipe :  I  must  not  approach  thy  marsh. 

To  lift  the  yellow  goslings  off  the  ground 

And  warm  them  in  my  bosom  with  my  breath. 

Sorely  this  vexes  me  \  not  all  thy  wares. 

I  have  mill'd  verses  somewhat  solider 

And  rounder  and  more  ringing :  what  of  that  ? 

*  Sciebat  homo  sapiensJuB  semper  hoc  fuisse  ut  quae  tyranni  eripuii 
ea  ifrawMM  vnttrfectiiy  ii  quibus  erepta  essent,  recuperarent.  lUe  lir 
no8  quidem  contemnendi.  Cicero,  Phiup.  2. 

+  Justice  has  been  lately  done  to  his  memory  by  the  diacriminatinf 
of  Eliot  Warburton.  He  died  poor :  his  calumniator  Clarendon  wi 
**  uihUtd  tepuldier"  but  a  treasury  of  which  the  vault  fell  in. 
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Meanwhile  the  bevy  flutters  home  again. 
And  thou  canst  blandly  lower  thy  head  to  one, 
Murmuring  the  sonnet,  whispering  the  roundelay. 
Or  haply  .  .  such  things  have  been  done  before  .  • 
Give  her,  as  from  thy  pantry,  not  from  mine. 
The  crumbs  of  my  seed-cake,  all  soakt  in  milk. 


CCXVI.  APPEAL  TO  SLEEP. 

Soon  to  waken,  may  my  Rose 

Early  sink  in  soft  repose ! 

Mine  ?  ah !  mine  she  must  not  be^ 

But,  O  gentle  Sleep,  to  thee 

One  as  dear  do  I  resign 

As  if  Heaven  had  made  her  mine. 

Gentle  Sleep !  O  let  her  rest 

Upon  thy  more  quiet  breast ! 

When  pale  Morn  returns  again. 

She  returns  to  gloom  and  pain. 

For  how  many  friends  will  say. 

As  their  pride  is  torn  away, 

" Sweetest  Eose  1  adieu!  adieu!*' 

I  may  bear  to  say  it  too. 

But  afar  from  her  and  you. 


CCXVII.    A  RAILROAD  ECLOGUE. 
FATHER. 

What  brought  thee  back,  lad  ? 

SON. 

Father !  the  same  feet 
As  took  me  brought  me  back,  I  warrant  ye. 

FATHER. 

Couldst  thou  not  find  the  rail  ? 

SON. 

The  deuce  himself. 
Who  can  find  most  things,  could  not  find  the  rail. 

FATHER. 

Plain  as  a  pike-staff  miles  and  mdles  it  lies. 

SON. 

So  they  all  told  me.    Pike-staffs  in  your  day 
Must  have  been  hugely  plainer  than  just  now. 
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FATHER. 

What  didst  thou  ask  for  ? 

BOX. 

Ask  for  ?  TewkesbuTT, 
Thro  Defford  opposite  to  Breedon-hill. 

FATHER. 

Bight :  and  they  set  ye  wrong  ? 

BON. 

Me  wrong  ?  not  they ; 
The  best  among  'em  should  not  set  me  wrong, 
Nor  right,  nor  anything ;  I'd  tell  'em  that. 

FATHER. 

Herefordshire's  short  horns  and  shorter  wits 

Are  known  in  every  quarter  of  the  land, 

Tliose  blunt,  these  blunter.     Well !  no  help  for  it! 

Each  might  do  harm  if  each  had  more  of  each  .  . 

Yet  even  in  Herefordshire  there  are  some 

Not  downright  dolts  .  .  before  the  cider's  broacht, 

Wlien  all  are  much  alike  .  .  yet  most  could  tell 

A  railroad  from  a  parish  or  a  pike. 

How  thou  couldst  miss  that  railroad  puzzles  me. 

Seeing  there  lies  none  other  round  about. 

BON. 

I  found  the  rails  along  the  whole  brook-side 
Left  of  that  old  stone  bridge  across  yon  Avon. 

FATHER. 

That  is  the  place. 

SON. 

There  was  a  house  hard-by. 
And  past  it  ran  a  furnace  upon  wheels. 
Like  a  mad  bull,  tail  up  in  air,  and  horns 
So  low  ye  might  not  see  'em.     On  it  bumpt. 
Roaring,  as  strait  as  any  arrow  flits. 
As  strait,  as  fast  too,  ay,  and  faster  went  it. 
And,  could  it  keep  its  wind  up  and  not  crack. 
Then  woe  betide  the  eggs  at  Tewkesbury 
This  market-day,  and  lambs,  and  sheep  1  a  score 
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Of  pigs  might  be  made  flitches  in  a  trice, 
Before  they  well  could  knuckle. 

Father  I  father ! 
K  they  were  oum,  thou  wouldst  not  chuckle  so, 
And  shake  thy  sides,  and  wipe  thy  eyes,  and  rub 
Thy  breeches-knees,  like  Sunday  shoes,  at  that  rate. 
Hows'ever  .  • .  . 

FATHER. 

'Twas  the  train,  lad,  'twas  the  train. 

SON. 

May-be :  I  had  no  business  with  a  train. 

'*  Go  thee  Jy  raily'  you  told  me ;  ^^by  the  rail 

Ai  Defford"  .  .  and  didst  make  a  fool  of  me. 

FATHEB. 

Ay,  lad,  I  did  indeed :  it  was  methinks 
Some  twenty  years  agone  last  Martinmas. 


CCXVIII.    SOME  ANCIENT  POET'S  DITTY. 

A  LUMD  day  is  coming  on,  Melissa ! 

A  day  more  sad  than  one  of  sleet  and  storm. 

Together  we,  Melissa,  toe  have  spent 

.  .  'Twas  not  the  summer  of  my  life,  'twas  not 

The  earliest,  brightest,  of  autumnal  hours. 

Yet  your  sweet  voice  persuaded  me  'twas  spring : 

You  said  you  felt  it  so,  and  so  must  I. 

My  hedge  begins  to  show  the  naked  thorn, 

The  glow-worm  disappears  from  under  it : 

Impending  is  that  hour  when  I  must  lay 

My  brow  no  longer  on  the  placid  lap 

Of  my  beloved,  bending  my  right  arm. 

Around  her  ancle  in  a  sad  constraint. 

And  fearing  to  look  up  and  wake  reproof 

Which  fain  would  slumber :  then  were  lost  that  hand 

Compressing  now  its  petals  over  mine 

And  now  relaxing  to  compress  again. 

Moist  as  was  ever  Hebe's  or  the  Mom's. 

I  go  where,  sages  tell  us,  bloom  afresh 

Heroines,  divinities :  I  would  not  change 

(Credulous  as  I  am,  and  pious  too) 

Certainties  for  uncertainties ;  beside. 

My  soul  is  only  soul  enough  for  one. 
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CCXIX.    LEDA. 

Wonder  we  that  the  highest  star  above 

Sprang  forth  to  thy  embrace, 
0  Leda !  wonder  we,  when  daring  Love 

TumM  thy  averted  face  ? 

Smiles  he  had  seen  in  Hebe,  such  as  won 

Him  of  the  poplar  crown. 
Jove,  until  then  half-envious  of  his  son. 

Then  threw  his  scepter  down. 

Loose  hung  his  eagle's  wings;  on  either  side 

A  dove  thrust  in  her  head  : 
Eagle  had  lost  his  fierceness,  Jove  his  pride  .  . 

And  Leda  what  ?  .  .  her  dread. 


ccxx. 
When  closes  overhead  the  warmer  ray. 
And  love  has  lived  his  little  life  away. 
How  dull  and  lingering  comes  the  ancient  tale. 
How  sorrowful  the  song  of  nightingale ! 
At  last  by  weariness,  not  pain,  opprest. 
We  pant  for  sleep,  and  find  but  broken  rest ; 
A  rest  unbroken  in  due  order  comes. 
And  friends  awake  us  in  their  happier  homes. 


CCXXL    ON  THE  APPBOACH  OF  A  SISTER'S  DEATH. 

Spirit  who  risest  to  eternal  day, 

0  hear  me  in  thy  flight ! 

Detain  thee  longer  on  that  opening  way 

1  would  not  if  I  might. 

Methinks  a  thousand  come  between  us  two 

Whom  thou  wouldst  rather  hear : 
Fraternal  love  thou  smilest  on ;  but  who 

Are  they  that  press  more  near  ? 

The  sorrowful  and  innocent  and  wrong'd. 

Yes,  these  are  more  thy  own. 
For  these  wilt  thou  be  pleading  seraph4ongaed 

(How  soon !)  before  the  Throne. 
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CCXXII. 
<  THE  DEATH  OF  M.  IVOSSOLI  AND  HIS  WIFE  MARGARET  FULLER. 

Over  his  millions  Death  has  lawful  power, 
But  over  thee,  brave  lyOssoli !  none,  none. 
After  a  longer  struggle,  in  a  jQght 
Worthy  of  Italy  to  youth  restored. 
Thou,  far  from  home,  art  sunk  beneath  the  surge 
Of  the  Atlantick ;  on  its  shore ;  in  reach 
Of  help;  in  trust  of  refuge ;  sunk  with  all 
Precious  on  earth  to  thee  .  .  a  child,  a  wife ! 
Proud  as  thou  wert  of  her,  America 
Is  prouder,  showing  to  her  sons  how  high 
SweUs  woman's  courage  in  a  virtuous  breast. 
She  would  not  leave  behind  her  those  she  loved : 
Such  solitary  safety  might  become 
Others;  not  her;  not  her  who  stood  beside 
The  ptJlet  of  the  wounded,  when  the  worst 
Of  France  and  Perfidy  assail'd  the  walls 
Of  unsuspicious  Eome.     Best,  glorious  soul, 
Kenown'd  for  strength  of  genius,  Margaret ! 
Best  with  the  twain  too  dear !     My  words  are  few. 
And  shortly  none  will  hear  my  failing  voice. 
But  the  same  language  with  more  full  appeal 
Shall  hail  thee.     Many  are  the  sons  of  song 
Whom  thou  hast  heard  upon  thy  native  plains 
Worthy  to  sing  of  thee :  the  hour  is  come ; 
Take  we  our  seats  and  let  the  dirge  begin. 


CCXXIII. 

Avon  that  never  thirsts,  nor  toils  along. 
Nor  looks  in  anger,  listened  to  my  song. 
So  that  I  envied  not  the  passing  names 
Whose  gilded  barges  bumisht  prouder  Thames, 
Eemembering  well  a  better  man  than  I, 
Whom  in  those  meads  the  giddy  herd  ran  by. 
What  time  the  generous  Raleigh  bled  to  death. 
And  Lust  and  Craft  playM  for  Elizabeth. 
While  Murder  in  imperial  robe  sat  by 
To  watch  the  twinkling  of  that  sharp  stem  eye. 
Til  when  a  sister-queen  was  called  to  bleed. 
Her  fingers  cased  in  jewels  signed  the  deed ! 
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CCXXIV. 

Thebe  was  a  lovely  tree,  I  knew 
And  well  remember  where  it  grew. 
And  very  often  felt  inclined 
To  hear  its  whispers  in  the  wind. 
One  evening  of  a  summer  day 
I  went,  without  a  thought,  that  way. 
And,  sitting  down,  I  seem'd  to  hear 
The  tree's  soft  voice,  and  some  one's  near. 
Yes,  sure  enough  I  saw  a  maid 
"With  wakeful  ear  against  it  laid. 
Silent  was  everytliing  around 
While  thus  the  tree  in  quivering  sound : 
"  They  pant  to  cull  our  fruit,  and  take 
A  leaf,  they  tell  us,  for  our  sake. 
On  the  most  faithful  breast  to  wear 
And  keep  it,  til  both  perish,  there. 
Sad  pity  such  kind  hearts  should  pant 
So  hard !     We  give  them  all  they  want. 
They  come  soon  after  and  just  taste 
The  fruit,  and  throw  it  on  the  waste. 
Again  they  come,  and  then  pluck  off 
What  poets  call  our  hair,  and  scoff ; 
And  long  ere  winter  you  may  see 
These  leaves  fall  fluttering  round  the  tree. 
They  come  once  more  :  then,  then  you  find 
The  root  cut  round  and  undermined  : 
Chains  are  clencht  round  it :  that  fine  head. 
On  which  stil  finer  words  were  said. 
Serves  only  to  assist  the  blow 
And  lend  them  aid  to  lay  it  low." 
Methinks  I  hear  a  gentie  sigh. 
And  fain  would  guess  the  reason  why ; 
It  may  have  been  for  what  was  said 
Of  fruit  and  leaves,  of  root  and  head. 


CCXXV.    TO  THE  WORM. 

First-born  of  all  creation !  yet  unsung ! 
I  call  thee  not  to  listen  to  my  lay, 
For  well  I  know  thou  tumest  a  deaf  ear, 
Indiflerent  to  the  sweetest  of  complaints. 
Sweetest  and  most  importunate.    The  voice 
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Wliich  would  awaken,  and  which  almost  can. 

The  sleeping  dead,  thou  rearest  up  against 

And  no  more  heedest  than  the  wreck  below. 

Yet  art  thou  gentle ;  and  for  due  reward, 

Because  thou  art  so  humble  in  thy  ways. 

Thou  hast  survived  the  giants  of  waste  worlds. 

Giants  whom  chaos  left  unborn  behind. 

And  Earth  with  fierce  abhorrence  at  first  sight 

Shook  from  her  bosom,  some  on  burning  sands. 

Others  on  icy  mountains,  far  apart ; 

Mammoth,  and  mammoth's  architype,  and  coil 

Of  serpent  cable-long,  and  ponderous  mail 

Of  lizard,  to  whom  crocodile  was  dwarf. 

Wrong  too  hath  oft  been  done  thee :  I  have  watcht 

The  nightingale,  that  most  inquisitive 

Of  plumed  powers,  send  forth  a  sidelong  glance 

Prom  the  low  hazel  on  the  smooth  footpath. 

Attracted  by  a  glimmering  tortuous  thread 

Of  silver  left  there  when  the  dew  had  dried. 

And  dart  on  one  of  thine,  that  one  of  hers 

Might  play  with  it.     Alas !  the  young  will  play. 

Reckless  of  leaving  pain  and  death  behind. 

I  too  (but  early  from  such  sin  forbore) 

Have  fastened  on  my  hook,  aside  the  stream 

Of  shady  Arrowe  or  the  broad  mill-pond, 

Thy  writhing  race.     Thou  wilt  more  patiently 

Await  my  hour,  more  quietly  pursue 

Thy  destined  prey  legitimate. 

I  calFd  thee  at  the  opening  of  my  song ; 
Last  of  creation  I  will  call  thee  now. 
What  fiery  meteors  have  we  seen  transcend 
Our  firmament !  and  mighty  was  their  power. 
To  leave  a  solitude  and  stench  behind. 
The  vulture  inay  have  revell'd  upon  men ; 
Upon  the  vulture's  self  thou  revellest : 
Princes  may  hold  high  festival ;  for  thee 
Chiefly  they  hold  it.    Every  dish  removed. 
Thou  comest  in  the  silence  of  the  night, 
Takest  thy  place,  thy  train  insinuatest 
Into  the  breast,  lappest  that  wrinkled  heart 
Stone-cold  within,  and  with  fresh  appetite 
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Agen  art  ready  for  a  like  carouse. 

Behold  before  thee  the  first  minstrel  known 
To  turn  from  them  and  laud  unbidden  guest  1 
He,  who  hath  never  bent  his  brow  to  king, 
Perforce  must  bend  it,  mightier  lord,  to  thee. 

CCXXVL    ON  SWIFT  JOINING  AVON  NEAR  RUGBY. 

Silent  and  modest  Brook  I  who  dippest  here 
Thy  foot  in  Avon  as  if  childish  fear 
Witheld  thee  for  a  moment,  wend  along ; 

Go,  followed  by  my  song. 
Sung  in  such  easy  numbers  as  they  use 
Who  turn  in  fondness  to  the  Tuscan  Muse, 
And  such  as  often  have  flow'd  down  on  me 

From  my  own  Fiesole. 
I  watch  thy  placid  smile,  nor  need  to  say 

That  Tasso  wove  one  looser  lay. 
And  Milton  took  it  up  to  dry  the  tear 

Dropping  on  Lycidas's  bier. 
In  youth  how  often  at  thy  side  I  wander'd  ! 
What  golden  hours,  hours  numberless,  were  squander 
Among  thy  sedges,  while  sometimes 
I  meditated  native  rhymes. 
And  sometimes  stumbled  upon  Latian  feet ; 

Then,  where  soft  mole-built  seat 
Invited  me,  I  noted  down 
What  must  full  surely  win  the  crown 
But  first  impatiently  vain  efforts  made 
On  broken  pencil  with  a  broken  blade. 

Anon,  of  lighter  heart,  I  threw 
My  hat  where  circling  plover  flew, 
And  once  I  shouted  til,  instead  of  plover. 
There  sprang  up  half  a  damsel,  half  a  lover. 
I  would  not  twice  be  barbarous ;  on  I  went .  . 
And  two  heads  sank  amid  the  pillowing  bent. 

Pardon  me,  gentle  Stream,  if  rhyme 
Holds  up  these  records  in  the  face  of  Time : 
Among  the  falling  leaves  some  birds  yet  sing. 
And  Autumn  hath  his  butterflies  like  Spring. 
Thou  canst  not  turn  thee  back,  thou  canst  not  see 

Reflected  what  hath  ceast  to  be : 
Haply  thou  little  knowest  why 
I  check  this  levity,  and  sigh. 
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Thou  never  knewest  her  whose  radiant  mom 
Lighted  my  path  to  Love ;  she  bore  thy  name^ 

She  whom  no  Grace  was  tardy  to  adorn. 

Whom  one  low  voice  pleasM  more  than  louder  fame: 

She  now  is  past  my  praises :  from  her  urn 

To  thine,  with  reverence  due,  I  turn. 

O  silver-braided  Swift  I  no  victim  ever 

Was  sacrificed  to  thee. 

Nor  hast  thou  carried  to  that  sacred  Biver 

Vases  of  myrrh,  nor  hast  thou  run  to  see 

A  band  of  Msenads  toss  their  timbrels  high 

Mid  io-evohes  to  their  Deity. 

But  holy  ashes  have  bestrewn  thy  stream 

Under  the  mingled  gleam 

Of  swords  and  torches,  and  the  chaunt  of  Home, 

When  Wiclif's  lowly  tomb 
Thro  its  thick  briars  was  burst 
By  frantic  priests  accurst ; 

For  he  had  enter'd  and  laid  bare  the  lies 

That  pave  the  labyrinth  of  their  mysteries. 

We  part  .  .  but  one  more  look  I 
Silent  and  modest  Brook ! 


ccxxvii. 
A  VOICE  in  sleep  hung  over  me,  and  said 
"  Seest  thou  him  yonder  ?"    At  that  voice  I  raised 
My  eyes :  it  was  an  Angel's :  but  he  veil'd 
His  face  from  me  with  both  his  hands,  then  held 
One  finger  forth,  and  sternly  said  agen, 
"  Seest  thou  him  yonder  ?" 

On  a  grassy  slope 
Slippery  with  flowers,  above  a  precipice, 
A  slumbering  man  I  saw  :  methought  I  knew 
A  visage  not  unlike  it;  whence  the  more 
It  trouoled  and  perplext  me. 

"Can  it  be 
My  own?''  said  I. 

Scarce  had  the  word  escaped 
When  there  arose  two  other  forms,  each  fair. 
And  each  spake  fondest  words,  and  blamed  me  not. 
But  blest  me,  for  the  tears  they  shed  with  me 
Upon  that  only  world  where  tears  are  shed. 
That  world  which  they  (why  without  iiie^^\A&As&« 
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Another  now  came  forth,  with  eye  askance : 
That  she  was  of  the  earth  too  well  I  knew. 
And  that  she  hated  those  for  loving  me 
(Had  she  not  told  me)  I  had  soon  divined. 
Of  earth  was  yet  another ;  but  more  like 
The  heavenly  train  in  gentleness  and  love : 
She  from  afar  brought  pity;  and  her  eyes 
FillM  with  the  tears  she  fear'd  must  swell  firom  mine: 
Humanest  thoughts  with  strongest  impulses 
Heaved  her  fair  bosom ;  and  her  hand  was  raised 
To  shelter  me  from  that  sad  blight  which  fell 
Damp  on  my  heart ;  it  could  not ;  but  a  blast. 
Sweeping  the  southern  sky,  blew  from  beyond 
And  threw  me  on  the  ice-bergs  of  the  north. 

ccxxvin. 
From  leaves  unopenM  yet,  those  eyes  she  lifts 

Which  never  youthful  eyes  could  safely  view. 
"  A  book,  a  flower,  such  are  the  only  gifts 

I  like  to  take  .  .  nor  like  them  least  from  you.'* 

A  voice  so  sweet  it  needs  no  Muse's  aid 

Spake  it,  and  ceast.     We,  ofl*ering  bqth,  reply 

"  These  tell  the  dull  old  tale  that  youth  must  fade, 
Thisy  the  bright  truth  that  genius  shall  not  die." 

CCXXIX.    ELIOT  WARBURTON. 

Above  what  head  more  hopeful  ever  closed 

The  gates  of  Ocean,  Warburton,  than  thine? 
Thou  mightest  in  that  mansion  have  reposed 

Where  Valor's  and  where  Wisdom's  trophies  shine: 
God  wiird  it  otherwise :  nor  anthem  swells 

Around  thy  mortal  spoils ;  but,  passing  o'er 
The  Atlantick  wave,  in  grief  the  sailor  tells 

Where  last  was  seen  whom  earth  shall  see  no  more. 


CCXXX.    ITALY  IN  JANUARY  1858. 

O  NATION  of  Alfieri !  thou 
Before  the  cope  and  cowl  must  bow. 
And  GtJlick  herds  from  Tiber  drink 
Until  the  stagnant  water  sink, 
And  nothing  be  there  left  but  mud 
Dark  with  long  streaks  of  civic  blood. 
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Mark,  Galileo,  with  what  glee, 

From  sorcer/s  fragile  thraldom  free, 

The  sun  spins  round  thy  worlds  and  thee ! 

Above,  to  keep  them  in,  is  bent 

A  solid  marble  finnament. 

Which  saints  and  confessors  hold  down 

Sunnounted  with  a  triple  crown. 

Torture  had  made  thee  (never  mind  !) 

A  little  lame,  a  little  blind: 

God's  own  right-hand  restores  thy  sight. 

And  from  his  own  he  gives  thee  light ; 

His  arm  supports  thy  mangled  feet. 

Now  firm,  and  plants  near  His  thy  seat. 

Savonarola !  look  below. 

And  see  how  fresh  those  embers  glow 

Which  once  were  faggots  round  the  stake 

Of  him  who  died  for  Jesu's  sake. 

Who  walkt  where  his  apostles  led. 

And  from  God's  wrath,  not  mortal's,  fled.* 

Come,  Dante !  virtuous,  sage,  and  bold. 

Come,  look  into  that  miry  fold ; 

Foxes  and  wolves  lie  there  asleep, 

Cergorged ;  and  men  but  wake  to  weep: 

Come,  Saints  and  Virgins !  whose  one  tomb 

Is  Rome's  parental  catacomb ; 

Above  where  once  ye  bled,  there  now 

Foul  breath  blows  blushes  from  the  brow 

Of  maidens,  whipt  until  they  fall 

To  feed  the  plump  confessional. 

0  earUer  shades !  no  less  revered ! 

In  your  Elysium  ye  have  heard 

No  tale  so  sad,  no  tale  so  true, 

None  so  incredible  to  you. 

Gloomy  as  droops  the  present  day, 
And  Hope  is  chill'd  and  shrinks  away. 
Another  age  perhaps  may  see 
Freedom  raise  up  dead  Italy. 

CCXXXI.    SHAKSPEABE  AND  MILTON. 

The  tongue  of  England,  that  which  myriads 
Have  spoken  and  will  speak,  were  paralyzed 
Hereafter,  but  two  mighty  men  stand  forth 
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Above  the  flight  of  ages,  two  alone ; 
One  crying  out, 

All  nations  ^oke  thro  me. 
The  other : 

True  ;  and  thro  this  trumpet  burst 
God's  word;  the  fall  of  Angels,  and  the  doom 
First  of  immortal,  then  of  mortal,  Man, 
Glory  !  be  glory  !  not  to  me,  to  God. 


CCXXXII.    TO  MIDSJJMMER  DAY. 

Crown  of  the  Year,  how  bright  thou  shinest  ? 

How  little,  in  thy  pride,  divinest 

Inevitable  fall  1  albeit 

We  who  stand  round  about  fore-see  it. 

Shine  on ;  sliine  bravely.    There  are  near 

Other  bright  children  of  the  Year, 

Almost  as  high,  and  much  like  thee 

In  features  and  in  festive  glee  : 

Some  happy  to  call  forth  tne  mower. 

And  hear  his  sharpened  scythe  sweep  o'er 

Bank  after  rank :  then  others  wait 

Before  the  grange's  open  gate. 

And  watch  the  nodding  wane,  or  watch 

The  fretted  domes  beneath  the  thatch. 

Til  young  and  old  at  once  take  wing 

And  promise  to  return  in  spring. 

Yet  I  am  sorry,  I  must  own. 

Crown  of  the  Year!  when  thou  art  gone. 


CCXXXIII. 

So  then,  I  feel  not  deeply  I  if  I  did, 

I  should  have  seized  the  pen  and  pierced  therewith 

The  passive  world ! 

And  thus  thou  reasonest  ? 
Well  hast  thou  known  the  lover's,  not  so  well 
The  poet's  heart :  while  that  heart  bleeds,  the  hand 
Presses  it  close.     Oiief  must  run  on  and  pass 
Into  near  Memory's  more  quiet  shade 
Before  it  can  compose  itself  in  song. 
He  who  is  agonised  and  turns  to  show 
His  agony  to  those  who  sit  around. 
Seizes  the  pen  in  vain :  thought,  fancy,  power, 


VARIOUS.  449 

Rush  back  into  his  bosom ;  all  the  strength 
Of  genius  can  not  draw  them  into  light 
From  under  mastering  Grief;  but  Memory, 
The  Muse's  mother,  nurses,  rears  them  up, 
Informs,  and  keeps  them  with  her  all  her  days. 


ccxxxiv. 

LiTTLB  you  think,  my  lovely  friend. 
While  o*er  these  easy  lines  you  bend 

That  they  can  give  you  many  days. 
You  little  think,  to  whom  belong 
The  purer  streams  of  sacred  song. 

He  from  the  tomb  the  prey  of  Death  can  raise 
He  can,  and  will ;  for  this  is  due 
From  lum  above  the  rest  to  you, 

Tho  with  the  rest  he  shares  your  smile : 
Ah !  most  he  wants  it,  as  you  know  .  . 
One,  only  one,  would  sootne  his  woe  .  . 

Beguile  not  him  .  .  and  all  but  him  beguile ! 


CCXXXV.    TO  SHELLEY. 

Shelt^y  !  whose  song  so  sweet  was  sweetest  here. 

We  knew  each  other  Ettle ;  now  I  walk 

Along  the  same  green  path,  along  the  shore 

Of  Lerici,  along  the  sandy  plain 

Trending  from  Lucca  to  the  Pisan  pines. 

Under  whose  shadow  scattered  camels  lie. 

The  old  and  young,  and  rarer  deer  uplift 

Their  knotty  branches  o*er  high-feather'd  fern. 

Regions  of  happiness  1  I  greet  ye  well ; 

Your  solitudes,  and  not  your  cities,  stayed 

My  steps  among  you ;  for  with  you  alone 

Converst  I,  and  with  those  ye  bore  of  old. 

He  who  beholds  the  skies  of  Italy 

Sees  ancient  Rome  reflected,  sees  beyond. 

Into  more  glorious  Hellas,  nurse  of  Gods 

And  godlike  men :  dwarfs  people  other  lands. 

Frown  not,  maternal  England  I  thy  weak  child 

Kneels  at  thy  feet  and  owns  in  shame  a  lie. 
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CCXXXVL    WRITTEN  AT  HURSTMONCEAUX. 

OK  BEADIVO  A  POKM  OF  WORDSWORTH'S. 

Derwent  !  Winander  1  sweetest  of  all  sounds 
The  British  tongue  e^er  uttered !  lakes  that  Heaven 
Reposes  on,  and  finds  his  image  there 
In  all  its  purity,  in  all  its  peace  1 
How  are  your  ripples  playing  round  my  heart 
From  sucn  a  distance?  while  I  gaze  upon 
The  plain  where  William  and  where  Caesar  led 
From  the  same  Gaulish  strand  each  conquering  host, 
And  one  the  Briton,  one  the  Saxon  name. 
Struck  out  with  iron  heel.     Well  may  they  play. 
Those  ripples,  round  my  heart,  buoyed  up,  entnmced. 
Derwent !  Winander !  your  twin  poets  come 
Star-crown'd  along  with  you,  nor  stand  apart. 
Wordsworth  comes  hither,  hither  Southey  comes. 
His  friend  and  mine,  and  every  man's  who  lives. 
Or  who  shall  live  when  days  far  off  have  risen. 
Here  are  they  with  me  yet  again,  here  dwell 
Among  the  sages  of  Antiquity, 
Under  his  hospitable  roof  whose  life 
Surpasses  theirs  in  strong  activity. 
Whose  Genius  walks  more  humbly,  stooping  down 
From  the  same  highth  to  cheer  the  weak  of  soul 
And  guide  the  erring  from  the  tortuous  way. 
Hail  ye  departed  !  hail  thou  later  friend, 
Julius  !*  but  never  by  my  voice  invoked 
With  such  an  invocation  .  ,  hail,  and  live ! 


ccxxxvii. 

Agen,  perhaps  and  only  once  agen, 

I  turn  my  steps  to  London.     Few  the  scenes 

And  few  the  friends  that  there  delighted  me 

Will  now  delight  me :  some  indeed  remain, 

Tho  changed  in  features .  .  friend  and  scene  .  .  both  changed 

I  shall  not  watch  my  lilac  burst  her  bud 

In  that  wide  garden,  that  pure  fount  of  air. 

Where,  risen  ere  the  moms  are  warm  and  bright. 

And  stepping  forth  in  very  scant  attire. 

Timidly,  as  became  her  in  such  garb, 

*  Archdeacon  Hare. 
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She  hastened  prompt  to  call  up  slumbering  Spring. 

White  and  dim -purple  breathed  my  favorite  pair 

Under  thy  terrace,  hospitable  heart,* 

Whom  twenty  summers  more  and  more  endeared ; 

Part  on  the  Amo,  part  where  every  clime 

Sent  its  most  graceful  sons  to  kiss  thy  hand. 

To  make  the  humble  proud,  the  proud  submiss. 

Wiser  the  wisest,  and  the  brave  more  brave. 

Never,  ah  never  now,  shall  we  alight 

Where  the  man-queenf  was  bom,  or,  higher  up 

The  nobler  region  of  a  nobler  soul,t 

Where  breathed  his  last  the  more  than  kingly  man. 

Thou  sleepest,  not  forgotten,  nor  unmourn'd. 
Beneath  the  chesnut  shade  by  Saint  Germain ; 
Meanwhile  I  wait  the  hour  of  my  repose. 
Not  under  Italy's  serener  sky, 
Where  Fiesole  beheld  me  from  above 
Devising  how  my  head  most  pleasantly 
Might  rest  ere  long,  and  how  with  such  intent 
I  smoothM  a  platform  for  my  villagers, 
(Tho  stood  against  me  stubborn  stony  knoll 
With  cross-grainM  olives  long  confederate) 
And  brought  together  slender  cypresses 
And  bridal  myrtles,  peering  up  between. 
And  bade  the  modest  violet  bear  her  part. 

Dance,  youths  and  maidens!  tho  around  my  grave 
Ye  dance  not,  as  I  wisht :  bloom,  myrtles  !  bend 
Protecting  arms  about  them,  cypresses ! 
I  must  not  come  among  you;  faxe  ye  well ! 


EPISTLES. 


CCXXXVIII.    TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "FESTUS.* 

ON  THC  CLA89ICK  AVD  BOXAHTICK. 

Philip  !  I  know  thee  not,  thy  song  I  know : 
It  fell  upon  my  ear  among  the  last 
Destined  to  JeJI  upon  it ;  but  while  strength 
Is  left  me,  I  will  rise  to  hail  the  morn 
Of  the  stout-hearted  who  begin  a  work 
Wherin  I  did  but  idle  at  odd  hours. 

•  Ladj  Bleasington.        f  Elizabeth.        X*r\ie^toV.«c^Ait. 

Q  (k  a 


I 


452        THE  LAST  FRUrr  OPT  AN  OLD  TKKE. 

The  Faeries  never  tempted  me  away 
From  higher  fountains  and  severer  shades; 
Their  rings  allured  me  not  from  deeper  track 
Left  by  Olympick  wheel  on  ampler  plain ; 
Yet  could  I  see  them  and  can  see  them  now 
With  pleasurable  warmth,  and  hold  in  bonds 
Of  brotherhood  men  whom  their  gamesome  wreath 
In  youth's  fresh  slumber  caught,  and  stil  detains. 
I  wear  no  cestus ;  my  right-hand  is  free 
To  point  the  road  few  seem  inclined  to  take. 
Admonish  thou,  witli  me,  the  starting  youth, 
Eeady  to  seize  all  nature  at  one  grasp. 
To  mingle  earth,  sea,  sky,  woods,  catwacts. 
And  make  all  nations  think  and  speak  alike. 

Some  see  but  sunshine,  others  see  but  gloom^ 
Others  confound  them  strangely,  furiously ; 
Most  have  an  eye  for  colour,  few  for  form. 
Imperfect  is  the  glory  to  create, 
Unless  on  our  creation  we  can  look 
And  see  that  all  is  good ;  we  then  may  rest. 
In  every  poem  train  the  leading  shoot; 
Break  off  the  suckers.    Thought  erases  thought. 
As  numerous  sheep  erase  each  other's  print 
When  spungy  moss  they  press  or  sterile  sand. 
Blades  thickly  sown  want  nutriment  and  droop. 
Although  the  seed  be  sound,  and  rich  the  soil; 
Thus  healthy-bom  ideas,  bedded  close. 
By  dreaming  fondness  perish  overlain. 
A  rose  or  sprig  of  myrtle  in  the  hair 
Pleases  me  oetter  than  a  far-sought  gem. 
I  chide  the  flounce  that  checks  the  nimble  feet. 
Abhor  the  cruel  piercer  of  the  ear, 
And  would  strike  down  the  chain  that  cuts  in  two 
The  beauteous  column  of  the  marble  neck. 
Barbarous  and  false  are  all  such  ornaments. 
Yet  such  hath  poesy  in  whim  put  on. 
Classical  hath  been  deem'd  each  Eoman  name 
Writ  on  the  roU-call  of  each  pedagogue 
In  the  same  hand,  in  the  same  tone  pronounced ; 
Yet  might  five  scanty  pages  well  contain 
All  that  the  Muses  in  fresh  youth  would  own 
Between  the  grave  at  Tomos,  wet  with  tears 
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Rolling  amain  down  Getick  beard  unshorn, 
And  that  grand  priest  whose  purple  shone  afar 
From  his  own  Venice  o^er  the  Adrian  sea. 
We  talk  of  schools  ,  .  unscholarly ;  if  schools 
Part  the  romantick  from  the  classical. 
The  classical  like  the  heroick  age 
Is  past ;  but  Poetry  may  reassume 
That  glorious  name  with  Tartar  and  with  Turk, 
With  Goth  or  Arab,  Sheik  or  Paladin, 
And  not  with  Roman  and  with  Greek  alone. 
The  name  is  graven  on  the  workmanship. 
The  trumpet-blast  of  Marndon  never  shook 
The  God-Duilt  walls  of  Hion ;  yet  what  shout 
Of  the  Achaians  swells  the  heart  so  high  ? 
Nor  fainter  is  the  artillery-roar  that  booms 
From  Hoheniinden  to  the  Baltiek  strand. 
Shakespeare  with  majesty  benign  callM  up 
The  obedient  classicks  from  their  marble  seat. 
And  led  them  thro  dim  glen  and  sheeny  glade, 
And  over  precipices,  over  seas 
Unknown  by  mariner,  to  palaces 
High-archt,  to  festival,  to  dance,  to  joust. 
And  gave  them  golden  spur  and  vizor  barred. 
And  steeds  that  Pheidias  had  tum'd  pale  to  see. 
The  mighty  man  who  open'd  Paradise, 
Harmonious  far  above  Homerick  song. 
Or  any  song  that  human  ears  shall  hear. 
Sometimes  was  classical  and  sometimes  not : 
Home  chained  him  down ;  the  younger  Italy 
Dissolved  (not  fatally)  his  Sampson  strength. 
I  leave  behind  me  those  who  stood  around 
The  throne  of  Shakespeare,  sturdy,  but  unclean. 
To  hurry  past  the  opprobrious  courts  and  lanes 
Of  the  loose  pipers  at  the  Belial  feast. 
Past  mime  obscene  and  grinder  of  lampoon . . 
Away  the  petty  wheel,  the  callous  hand ! 
Gt)lasmith  was  classical,  and  Gray  almost ; 
So  was  poor  Collins,  heart-bound  to  Romance : 
Shelley  and  Keats,  those  southern  stars,  shone  higher. 
Cowper  had  more  variety,  more  strength, 
Gentlest  of  bards !  stil  pitied,  stil  beloved ! 
Shrewder  in  epigram  than  polity 
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Was  CanniDg;  Prere  more  graceful;  Smith  more  grand;' 

A  genuine  poet  was  the  last  alone. 

Bomantick^  classical^  the  female  hand 

That  chained  the  cruel  Ivan  down  for  ever. 

And  followed  up,  rapt  in  his  fiery  car. 

The  bov  of  Casabianca  to  the  skies. 

Other  fair  forms  breathe  round  us,  which  exert 

"With  Paphian  softness  Amazonian  power. 

And  sweep  in  bright  array  the  Attick  field. 

To  men  turn  now,  who  stand  or  lately  stood 
With  more  than  Royalty^s  gilt  bays  adorn'd. 
Wordsworth,  in  sonnet,  is  a  classick  too. 
And  on  that  grass-plot  sits  at  Milton's  side ; 
In  the  long  walk  he  soon  is  out  of  breath 
And  wheezes  heavier  than  his  friends  could  wisli. 
Follow  his  pedlar  up  the  devious  rill. 
And,  if  you  faint  not,  you  are  well  repaid. 
Large  lumps  of  precious  metal  lie  engulpht 
In  gravely  beds,  whence  you  must  delve  them  out 
And  tliirst  sometimes  and  hunger;  shudder  not 
To  wield  the  pickaxe  and  io  shake  the  sieve. 
Well  shall  the  labour  be  (tho  hard)  repaid. 
Too  weak  for  ode  and  epick,  and  his  gait 
Somewhat  too  rural  for  the  tragick  pall. 
Which  never  was  cut  out  of  duifel  grey. 
He  fell  entangled,  "  on  the  grunsel-edge 
Plat  on  his  face,  and  shamed  his  worshipers.'* 

Classick  in  every  feature  was  my  friend 
The  genial  Southey :  none  who  ruled  around 
Held  in  such  order  such  a  wide  domain  . . 
But  often  too  indulgent,  too  profuse. 

The  ancients  see  us  under  them,  and  grieve 
That  we  are  parted  by  a  rank  morass. 
Wishing  its  flowers  more  delicate  and  fewer. 
Abstemious  were  the  Greeks;  they  never  strove 
To  look  so  fierce  :  their  Muses  were  sedate. 
Never  obstreperous  :  you  heard  no  breath 
Outside  the  flute ;  each  sound  ran  clear  within. 
The  Pauns  might  dance,  might  clap  their  hands,  might 
Might  revel  and  run  riotous ;  the  Nymphs 

•  Bobus  Smith. 
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Furtively  glanced,  and  feared,  or  seem'd  to  fear ; 
Descended  on  the  lightest  of  light  wings, 
The  graceful  son  of  Maia  mused  apart. 
Graceful,  but  strong ;  he  listen^ ;  he  drew  nigh ; 
And  now  with  his  own  lyre  and  now  with  voice 
Tempered  the  strain ;  Apollo  calmly  smiled. 

CCXXXIX.    TO  FRIEND  JONATHAN. 

Friend  Jonathan !  for  friend  thou  art. 
Do  prythee  take  now  in  good  part 

Lines  the  first  steamer  shall  waft  o'er. 
Sorry  am  I  to  hear  the  Blacks 
Still  bear  your  ensign  on  their  backs ; 
The  stripes  they  suffer  make  me  sore. 

So  !  they  must  all  be  given  up 
To  drain  again  the  bitter  cup. 

Better,  far  better,  gold  should  come 
From  Pennsylvaniau  wide-awakes, 
Ubiquitarian  rattlesnakes, 

Or,  pet  of  royalty,  Tom  Thumb. 

Another  region  roUs  it  down. 

Where  soon  wiU  rise  its  hundredth  town  : 

The  wide  Pacifick  now  is  thine. 
With  power  and  riches  be  content ; 
More,  more  than  either,  God  hath  sent. . 

A  man  is  better  than  a  mine. 

Scarce  half  a  century  hath  past 
Ere  closed  the  tomb  upon  your  last, 

The  man  that  built  the  western  world : 
When  gamblers,  drunkards,  madmen  rose. 
He  wrencht  the  sword  from  all  such  foes 

And  crusht  them  with  the  iron  they  hurrd. 

Beware  of  wrong.     The  brave  are  true : 
The  tree  of  Freedom  never  grew 

Where  Fraud  and  Falsehood  sowM  their  salt. 
Hast  thou  not  seen  it  stuck  one  day 
In  the  loose  soil,  and  swept  away 

The  next,  amid  the  blind  and  halt. 

Who  danced  like  maniacs  round  about  ? 
The  noisiest,  foulest,  rabble-rout  I 
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Earth  spurns  them  from  her,  half-afraid. 
Slaves  they  will  ever  be,  and  shouM, 
Drunken  with  every  neighbour's  blood. 

By  every  chief  they  arm  betrayed. 


CCXL.    TO  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

Call  we  for  harp  or  song? 
Accordant  numbers,  measured  out,  belong 

Alone,  we  hear,  to  bard. 
Let  him  this  badge,  for  ages  wom^  discard; 

Bicher  and  nobler  now 
Than  when  the  close-trimM  laurel  markt  his  brow. 

And  from  one  fount  his  thirst 
Was  slaked,  and  from  none  other  proudly  burst 

Neighing,  the  winged  steed. 
Gloriously  jfresh  were  those  young  days  indeed! 

Clear,  tho  confined,  the  view; 
The  feet  of  giants  swept  that  early  dew ; 

More  graceful  came  behind. 
And  golden  tresses  waved  upon  the  wind. 

Pity  and  Love  were  seen 
In  earnest  converse  on  the  humble  green ; 

Grief  too  was  there,  but  Grief 
Sat  down  with  them,  nor  struggled  from  relief. 

Strong  Pity  was,  strong  he. 
But  little  Love  was  bravest  of  the  three. 

At  what  the  sad  one  said 
Often  he  smiled,  tho  Pity  shook  her  head. 

Descending  from  their  clouds. 
The  Muses  mingled  with  admiring  crowds : 

Each  had  her  ear  incUned, 
Each  caught  and  spoke  the  language  of  mankind 

Prom  choral  thraldom  free . . 
Dickens!  didst  thou  teach  them  or  they  t^ach  Hut  J 


CCXLL    TO  ROBERT  EYRES  LANDOR. 

ON  HIS  ¥AWV  AND  HIS  JRKTHVaj. 
'AAA*  tuit  rtutrayt  vowv  imttt  ^>lf»».     PlKCAK. 

Eare,  since  the  sons  of  Leda,  rare  a  twain, 
Bom  of  one  mother,  which  hath  reacht  the  goal 
Of  Immortality  :  the  stem  is  rare 
Which  ripens  close  together  two  rich  fruits. 
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Two  Scipios  were  "the  thunderbolts  of  war," 
And  blasted  what  they  fell  upon :  the  arm 
Of  Napier,  far  more  glorious,  bent  each  horn 
Of  Indus  to  his  yokemate  Ganges,  hail'd 
For  higher  victory,  hsJl'A  for  rescueing 
A  hundred  nations  from  barbaric  sway. 
The  light  of  Scipio  was  outshone  by  him 
He  vanquisht,  by  the  Julian  star  eclipst. 
And  Scipio  had  no  brother  who  could  lift 
The  scroll  of  Mars  above  the  reach  of  Time. 

We  too,  alike  in  studies,  we  have  toil'd. 
In  calmer  fields  and  healthier  exercise. 
Not  without  Honor :  Honor  may  defer 
His  hour  of  audience,  but  he  comes  at  last. 
Behold !  there  issue  from  one  house  two  chiefs* 
Beyond  all  contest ;  one  in  shafts  of  wit 
Hurrd  o*er  the  minster  to  the  Atlantic  strand. 
The  other  proudly  unapproachable 
Striking  a  rock  whence  gush  the  founts  of  song ; 
Dull  sands  lie  flat  and  dwarf  shrubs  writhe  around. 
Twice  nine  the  centuries  since  the  Latian  Muse 
Wail'd  on  the  frozen  Danube  for  her  son 
Exiled,  her  glory  to  revive  no  more 
Until  that  destined  period  was  fulfil'd. 
Scaring  the  wrens  at  Cam's  recumbent  side. 
Never  by  Tiber's  one  of  statelier  step 
Or  loftier  mien  or  deeper  tone  than  ne 
Whom,  bold  in  youth,  I  dared  to  emulate. 
Nor  stoopt  my  crest  to  peck  light  grain  among 
The  cackling  poultry  of  the  homestead  yard. 

Thine  is  the  care  to  keep  our  native  springs 
Pure  of  pollution,  clear  of  weeds ;  but  thine 
Are  also  graver  cares,  with  fortune  blest 
Not  above  competence,  with  duties  charged 
Which  with  more  zeal  and  prudence  none  perform. 
There  are  who  guide  the  erring,  tend  the  sick. 
Nor  frown  the  starving  from  a  half-closed  door, 
But  none  beside  my  brother,  none  beside. 
In  stall  thick-littered  or  on  mitred  throne. 
Gives  the  more  needy  all  the  Church  gives  him. 
Unaided,  tho  years  press  and  health  declines, 

*  Sydney  and  Bobos  SmitK 
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By  auglit  of  clerical  or  human  aid. 
Thou  serves!  God,  and  God's  poor  guests,  alone. 
Enough  were  this  to  damn  thee  here  below. 
But  not  enough  to  drive  those  forms  away 
Which  to  pure  votary  morn  and  eve  descend. 
The  Muse,  the  Grace,  the  Nymph  of  stream  and  grove; 
But  not  enough  to  make  the  sun  less  warm 
On  thy  smooth  walks  and  pleasant  glades  dose  mown, 
Or  lamplight  duller  on  thy  pictured  walls. 
Thy  Taney  rests  upon  deep-bosomed  Truth, 
And  wakes  to  Harmony ;  no  word  is  tost 
To  catch  the  passing  wind  like  unmade  hay. 
Few  can  see  this,  whirled  in  the  dust  around. 
And  some  who  can  would  rather  see  awry. 
If  such  could  add  to  their  own  fame  the  fame 
Their  hands  detract  from  others,  then  indeed 
The  act,  howbeit  felonious,  were  less  vile ; 
They  strip  the  wealthy,  but  they  clothe  the  poor. 
Aside  thy  Fawn  expect  some  envious  stab. 
Some  latent  arrow  from  obscure  defile ; 
Aside  thy  Arethusa  never  hope 
Untroubled  rest :  men  will  look  up  and  see 
What  hurts  their  eyes  in  the  strong  beams  above. 
And  shining  points  will  bring  fierce  lightnings  down 
Upon  thy  head,  and  mine  by  birth  so  near. 
Heedless  of  brawlers  in  the  pit  beneath. 
To  whosoe'er  enacts  the  nobler  part. 
Known  or  unknown,  or  friendly  or  averse, 
I  vrill  throw  crowns,  and  throw  unsparingly ; 
Nor  are  these  crowns  too  light  to  fly  direct. 
Nor  fall  they  short,  far  as  the  scope  may  be. 
Better  I  deem  it  that  my  grain  of  myrrh 
Bum  for  the  living  than  embalm  the  dead. 
Take  my  fraternal  offering,  not  composed 
Of  ditch-side  flowers,  the  watery-stalkt  and  rank, 
Such  as  our  markets  smell  of,  all  day  long. 
And  roister  ditty-roaring  rustics  wear ; 
But  fresh,  full,  shapely,  sprinkled  with  that  lymph 
Which  from  Peneios  on  the  olive- wreath 
Shook  at  loud  plaudits  under  Zeus  high-throned. 
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CCXLII.    TO  GUYON. 

GuYON !  thy  praises  few  dare  sing. 
But  not  so  few  shall  hear. 

From  virgin  earth  thy  laurels  spring 
O'er  fountain  deep  and  clear. 

Honor,  not  Glory,  led  thee  forth. 
Young,  ardent :  at  thy  word 

Uprose  the  Danube ;  and  the  North 
Saw  the  last  sheath'd  thy  sword. 


CCXLIII.    TO  AUBREY  DE  VERB. 

Welcome  !  who  last  hast  chmb'd  the  doven  hill 

Forsaken  by  its  Muses  and  their  God ! 

Show  us  the  way ;  we  miss  it,  young  and  old. 

Eoses  that  can  not  clasp  their  languid  leaves, 

Puffy  and  odorless  and  overblown. 

Encumber  all  our  walks  of  poetry; 

The  satin  sUpper  and  the  mirror  boot 

DeUght  in  pressing  them :  but  who  hath  trackt 

A  Grace's  naked  foot  amid  them  all  ? 

Or  who  hath  seen  (ah  I  how  few  care  to  see  !) 

The  close-bound  tresses  and  the  robe  succinct  ? 

Thou  hast ;  and  she  hath  placed  her  palm  in  thine. 

Walk  ye  together  in  our  fields  and  groves  : 

We  have  gay  birds  and  graver,  we  have  none 

Of  varied  note,  none  to  whose  harmony 

Time  long  will  listen,  none  who  sings  alone. 

Make  thy  proud  name  yet  prouder  for  thy  sons, 

Aubrey  de  Vere  1     Fling  far  aside  all  heed 

Of  that  hyaena  race  which  growls  and  smiles 

Alternate,  and  which  neither  blows  nor  food 

Nor  stem  nor  gentle  brow,  domesticate. 

Await  some  Cromwell,  who  alone  hath  strength 

Of  heart  to  dash  down  its  wild  wantoness 

And  fasten  its  fierce  grin  with  steddy  gaze. 

Come,  re-ascend  with  me  the  steeps  of  Greece, 

With  firmer  foot  than  mine.     None  stop  the  road. 

And  few  will  follow :  we  sliall  breathe  apart 

That  pure  fresh  air,  and  drink  the  untroubled  spring. 
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Lead  thou  the  way ;  I  knew  it  once ;  my  sight 
May  miss  old  marks ;  lend  me  thy  hand ;  press  on ; 
Elastic  is  thy  step^  thy  guidance  sure. 


CCXLIV.    TO  A  FRIEND'S  REMONSTRANCE. 

Preacher  of  discotUefit !  Then  large  indeed 
Would  be  my  audience,  copious  my  display 
Of  common-places.  Better  curb  and  quell 
Not  by  the  bridle  but  the  provender. 

Sportsmen !  manorial  lords !  of  you  am  I. 
Let  us,  since  game  grows  scarcer  every  day. 
Watch  our  preserves  near  home :  we  need  but  beat 
About  the  cottage-garden  and  slim  croft 
Tor  plenteous  sport.     Catch  up  the  ragged  child. 
Kiss  it,  however  frightened :  take  the  hand 
Of  the  young  girl  from  out  the  artizan's 
Who  leads  her  to  the  factory,  soon  to  wear 
The  tissue  she  has  woven  dyed  in  shame : 
Help  the  halt  eld  to  rule  the  swerving  ass, 
Ana  upright  set  his  crutch  outside  the  porch. 
To  reach,  nor  stoop  to  reach,  at  his  return. 
'Tis  somewhat  to  hear  blessings,  to  confer 
Is  somewhat  more.     Wealth  is  content  to  shine 
By  his  own  light,  nor  asks  he  Virtue's  aid ; 
But  Virtue  comes  sometimes,  and  comes  unaskt. 
Nay,  comes  the  first  to  conference. 

There  is  one. 
One  man  there  is,  high  in  nobility 
Of  birth  and  fortune,  who  erects  his  house 
Among  the  heathen,  where  dun  smoke  ascends 
All  day  around,  and  drearier  fire  all  night. 
Far  from  that  house  are  heard  the  church's  bells. 
And  thro  deep  cinders  lies  the  road,  yet  there 
Walks  the  rich  man,  walks  in  humility. 
Because  the  poor  he  walks  with,  and  with  God. 
No  mitred  purple-buskin'd  baron  he. 
Self-privileged  to  strip  the  calendar 
Of  Sabbath  days,  to  rob  the  cattle's  rest. 
And  mount,  mid  prance  and  neighing,  his  proud  throne 

Of  what  is  thinking  now  thy  studious  head, 
0  artist!  in  the  glorious  dome  of  Art, 
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That  thou  shouldst  turn  thine  eyes  from  Titian's  ray. 
Or  EaflfaeFs  halo  round  the  Virgin's  head 
And  Child's,  foreshowing  Paradise  regained? 
Of  EUesmere  thou  wert  thinking;  so  was  I. 


CCXLV.    TO  LORD  DUDLEY  C.  STUART, 

WITH  AS  ODE  TO  XOBAUTH. 

This  is  my  hour 

To  bow  to  Power. 
*'  What  Power?''  you  ask,  with  wonder  in  your  eye. 

Soon  said  and  heard 

The  simple  word  .  . 
That  Power  which  bends  before  Humanity. 

Go  then,  my  line ! 

His  knees  entwine 
(Better  than  garter)  who  hath  cheer'd  the  slave. 

Little  can  you. 

Poor  infant !  do  .  . 
Be  led  by  Stuart  to  the  just  and  brave. 


CCXLVL    TO  KOSSUTH. 

Death  in  the  battle  is  not  death. 

Deep,  deep  may  seem  the  mortal  groan. 
Yet  sweeter  than  an  infant's  breath 

Is  Honor's,  on  that  field  alone 

\Vhere  Kossuth  call'd  his  Spirits  forth 
Aloft  from  Danaw's  heaving  breast : 

They  quell'd  the  south,  they  shook  the  north. 
They  sank  by  fraud,  not  strength,  represt. 

If  Freedom's  sacred  fire  lies  quencht, 
0  England !  was  it  not  by  thee  ? 

Ere  from  such  hands  the  sword  was  wrencht 
Thine  was  the  power  to  shield  the  free. 

Bussells  erewhile  might  raise  their  crest 

Proud  as  the  elder  of  our  land^ 
Altho  I  find  but,  in  the  best. 

The  embroider'd  glove  of  Sidne/s  hand. 
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Bachel  may  mourn  her  children  now^ 
Prom  higher  source  her  glory  springs, 

"Where  Shatspeare  crowns  Southampton's  brow, 
Above  the  reach  or  gaze  of  kings. 

Eussells  ?  where  ?  where  ?     To  wave  on  high 
Faction  her  slender  twig  may  place. 

And  cover  when  that  twig  shall  die. 
With  plumes  as  dark  the  dark  disgrace. 

Drive  the  drear  phantom  from  my  sight, 
O  Kossuth !     Eound  our  wintery  shore 

Spread  broad  thy  strong  and  healthy  light .  . 
Crush  we  these  slippery  weeds  no  more. 

Each,  be  he  soldier,  sage,  or  bard. 

Must  breast  and  cross  the  sea  of  strife. 

Ere  swells  the  hymn,  his  high  reward. 
Sung  from  the  one  true  Book  of  Life. 

What  casket  holds  it  ?  in  what  shrine 
Begem'd  with  pearl  and  priceless  stone  ? 

The  treasury  is  itself  divine  .  . 

The  poet^s  breast  .  .  'tis  there  alone. 


CCXLVII.    TO  TUE  CONQUEROR  OF  8CIMDE. 

Welcome  to  England,  thou  whom  peace 
More  than  triumphant  war  delights. 

Welcome  to  England,  thou  whom  Greece 
Had  chosen  to  protect  her  rights. 

Had  chosen  to  arouse  her  bands 

When  Sloth  and  Pleasure  held  them  down ; 
Upon  thy  brow  her  grateful  hands 

Had  often  placed  the  double  crown. 

Napier !  T  praise  thee  not  because 

Of  powerful  princes  overthrown. 
But  for  those  just  and  equal  laws, 

Napier !  thy  gift,  and  thine  alone. 

May  years  far  hence,  wlien  British  feet 
Tread  Waterloo's  historick  plains. 

Some  pious  voice  these  words  repeat. 
Thank  Heaven!  one  hero  yet  remains. 
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CCXLVIIL— TO  CAVAIGNAC. 

And  shall  the  bloody  wave  agen, 
Dissevering  freedom's  bravest  men. 
Dash  all  ashore  ?  and  civic  fight 
Demolish  wrong,  establish  right  I 
Alas !  it  must  be !    Well  for  France, 
Awakening  from  her  frantic  trance. 
She  finds  at  last  a  virtuous  man 
To  regulate  her  rushing  van. 

Never  wilt  thou,  sage  Cavaignac ! 
Pursue  Ambition's  tortuous  track. 
The  shade  of  Qlonr  seems  to  tend 
That  way,  but  melts  before  its  end. 
What  name  more  glorious  than  was  his 
Whose  life  midway  went  all  amiss  ? 
He  well  surveyed  the  battle-field. 
But  ill  what  that  soakt  soil  should  yield. 
Losing  the  train  that  limpt  behind. 
He  lost  all  energy  of  mind ; 
Like  smitten  viper,  now  aloof 
To  bite,  now  crusht  by  heel  or  hoof. 

Mindful  of  Washington,  who  hurl'd 
Back  from  the  new  the  worn-out  world, 
Eemember,  First  of  Men  !  that  thou 
To  thy  own  heart  hast  made  the  vow 
That  France  henceforward  shall  be  free  .  .  . 
Henceforward  is  her  trust  in  thee. 


CCXLIX.    TO  GENERAL  SIR  W.  NAPIER. 

Over  these  solid  downs  eight  years  have  past. 

Since,  with  that  man  who  taught  how  fields  were  won. 

By  every  river  of  Iberia's  realms, 

Aiid  under  every  mountain,  and  against 

Every  beleaguei^d  city,  I  return' d. 

While  Jupiter  shone  forth  severely  bright. 

Watcher  of  all  things  in  the  world  below. 

Napier,  how  art  thou  changed  !     The  brow,  the  soul, 
Serene  as  ever,  but  deep-biting  wounds. 
And,  keener  than  deep-biting  wounds,  the  fangs 
Of  malice  and  ingratitude  corrode 
Thy  generous  heart.    Bear  bravely  up,  O  friend ! 
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0  glory  of  all  those  who  call  thee  so ! 

Thy  spirit  is  unchanged.     That  deathless  bird, 

The  black  Caucasian,  hither  wings  his  way. 

Swooping  from  sunny  Scinde  o'er  foggy  Thames, 

And  fain  would  pounce :  he  may  have  tugg'd  and  torn 

Thy  breast  awhile ;  it  springs  again  elate. 

And  the  foul  bird  flies  at  the  shout  of  Fame. 


CCL.    TO  THE  REVEREND  CUTHBERT  SOUTHET. 

CuTHBERT !  whose  father  first  in  all  our  land 

Sate  in  calm  judgment  on  poetic  peer, 

'Whom  hatred  never,  friendship  seldom,  warpt .  . 

Agen  I  read  his  page  and  hear  his  voice ; 

I  heard  it  ere  I  knew  it,  ere  I  saw 

Who  utter'd  it,  each  then  to  each  unknown. 

Twelve  years  had  past  when  upon  Avon's  cli£f, 

Hard-by  his  birth-place,  first  our  hands  were  joined; 

After  three  more  he  visited  my  home. 

Along  Lantony's  ruin'd  ailes  we  walkt 

And  woods  then  pathless,  over  verdant  hill 

And  ruddy  mountain,  and  aside  the  stream 

Of  sparkling  Hondy.     Just  at  close  of  day 

There  by  the  comet's  light  we  saw  the  fox 

Rush  from  the  alders,  nor  relax  in  speed 

Until  he  trod  the  pathway  of  his  sires 

Under  the  hoary  crag  of  Comioy. 

Then  both  were  happy. 

War  had  paused :  the  Loire 
Invited  me.     Agen  burst  forth  fierce  War. 
I  minded  not  his  fury :  there  I  staid. 
Sole  of  my  countrymen,  and  foes  abstain'd 
(Tho  sore  and  bleeding)  from  my  house  alone. 
But  female  fear  impell'd  me  past  the  Alps, 
Where,  loveliest  of  all  lakes,  the  Lario  sleeps 
Under  the  walls  of  Como. 

There  he  came 
Agen  to  see  me ;  there  agen  our  walks 
We  recommenced  .  .  less  pleasant  than  before. 
Grief  had  swept  over  him ;  days  darken'd  round : 
Bellagio,  Valiutelvi,  smiled  in  vain. 
And  Monterosa  from  Helvetia  far  j 

Advanced  to  meet  us,  mild  in  majesty 
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Above  the  glittering  crests  of  giant  sons 
Station^  around  ...  in  vain  too !  all  in  vain  ! 

Perhaps  the  hour  may  come  when  others,  taught 
By  him  to  read,  may  read  my  page  aright 
And  find  what  lies  within  it;  time  enough 
Is  there  before  us  in  the  world  of  thought. 
The  favor  I  may  need  I  scorn  to  ask. 
What  sovran  is  there  able  to  reprieve. 
How  then  to  grant,  the  life  of  the  conderan'd 
By  Justice,  where  the  Muses  take  their  seat  ? 
Never  was  I  impatient  to  receive 
What  any  man  could  give  me :  when  a  friend 
Grave  me  my  due,  I  took  it,  and  no  more  .  . 
Serenely  glad  because  that  friend  was  pleas'd. 
I  seek  not  many,  many  seek  not  me. 
If  there  are  few  now  seated  at  my  board, 
I  pull  no  children's  hair  because  they  munch 
Gilt  gingerbread,  the  figured  and  the  sweet, 
Or  wallow  in  the  innocence  of  whey ; 
Give  me  wild-boar,  the  buck's  broad  haunch  give  mty 
And  wine  that  time  has  mellowM,  even  as  time 
Mellows  the  warrior  hermit  in  his  cell. 


CCLI.    TO  ELIZA  LYNN,  ON  HER  AAfTMOKE, 

High  names,  immortal  names,  have  women  borne ; 

In  every  land  her  amaranthine  crown 

Virtue  hath  placed  upon  the  braided  brow ; 

In  many,  courage  hath  sprung  up  and  shamed 

The  stronger  man's  unbrave  audacity ; 

In  many,  nay  in  all,  hath  Wisdom  touclit 

The  fairer  front  benignly,  and  hath  kist 

Those  lids  her  lessons  kept  from  their  repose. 

Only  for  Hellas  had  the  Muses  dwelt 

In  the  deep  shadow  of  the  gentler  breast, 

To  soothe  its  passion  or  repeat  its  tale. 

They  lived  not  but  in  Hellas.     Tiere  arose 

Erinna,  there  Corinna,  there  (to  quench 

The  torch  of  poe^y,  of  love,  of  life. 

In  the  dim  water)  Sappho.     Far  above 

All  these,  in  thought  and  fancy,*  she  whose  page 

kivary,  by  order  of  Bonaparte,  seized  the  whole  impression  of  Madame 
afeTs  Cfermany,  and  forced  her  to  take  refuge  in  Sweden. 
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The  world's  last  despot  seiz'd  and  trampled  on, 

Casting  her  forth  where  Summer's  gladden'd  sun 

Shone  o'er  the  nightless  laurel  from  the  Pole. 

Before  her  advent^  England's  maidens  heard 

The  Simple  Story :  other  voices  since 

Have  made  their  softness  sound  thro  manly  tones 

And  overpower  them.     In  our  days,  so  sweet. 

So  potent,  so  diversified,  is  none 

As  thine.  Protectress  of  Aspasia's  fame. 

Thine,  golden  shield  of  matchless  Pericles, 

Pure  heart  and  lofty  soul,  Eliza  Lynn  1 

CCLII.    TO  SIR  WILLIAM  MOLESWORTH. 

No  bell,  no  cannon,  by  proud  Ocean  borne 

From  Ganges  or  from  Tagus  or  from  Rhine, 

Striking  with  every  fiery  pulse  (nor  less 

In  every  panting  interval  between) 

England's  deep  heart,  sounds  now.    The  world  revive 

Grief  for  the  saviour  of  our  country  sinks 

At  last  into  repose.    We  look  around 

On  those  wlio  stood  with  him  and  heard  his  voice 

Amid  the  uproar  of  domestic  strife ; 

"We  spurn,  as  well  we  may  do,  all  who  left 

Their  sinking  leader  in  his  bravest  fight. 

Eight  against  Famine,  fight  entlironing  Peace. 

He  who  wins  power  is  sure  of  wiiming  praise. 

Sweeter  unearned  than  earn'd,  and  he  may  sing. 

As  sang  in  hstless  bower  the  Venusine, 

"  The  ready  and  the  facile  one  for  me  /" 

I  laud  the  man  who  struggles  hard  for  Fame. 

Borne  o'er  false  suitors  and  invidious  elds. 

O'er  impotent  and  sterile  blandishments. 

O'er  sounding  names  that  worthless  wealth  acquires 

Or  recreant  genius  self-exiled  from  heaven, 

Faitliful  is  Fame  to  him  who  holds  her  dear. 

Napiers  and  Wellingtons  not  every  day 

March  out  before  us ;  no,  nor  every  day 

Are  wanted ;  but  for  every  day  we  want 

Integrity,  clear-sighted,  even-paced. 

Broad-breasted,  single-hearted,  single-tongued. 

Such  as  in  Peel.    Longer  and  quicker  step 

Sometimes  is  needful. 
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Thou  whose  patient  care, 
Patient  but  zealous,  anxious  but  serene, 
Hath  watcht  o'er  every  region  of  our  rule 
With  calm  keen  eye,  undazzled  and  undim'd. 
Molesworth !  watch  on !    The  false,  the  insolent, 
Who  riveted  erewhile  Australia's  chain. 
And  shook  it  in  her  ear  to  break  her  rest. 
Then  calFd  up  Hope,  then  call'd  up  Tantalus, 
And  rub'd  his  knees  at  their  credulity  .  . 
Him  thou  well  knowest .  .  him  with  hand  and  foot 
Spurn  down,  and  hold  him  lifelong  from  the  forge. 


CCLIII.    TO  THEODOSIA  G ARROW  AT  FLORENCE. 

FoNDLER  and  mourner  of  The  Two  Gazelles, 
At  your  approach  the  heart  of  Florence  swells. 
Nobly,  0  Theo  I  has  your  verse  call'd  forth 
The  Boman  valour  and  Subalpine  worth. 
So  stored  with  poetry  what  British  mind 
Have  you,  departed  from  us,  left  behind  ? 
This  makes  a  pretty  garden,  which  he  fills 
With  tiny  castles  and  with  tinkling  rills ; 
Then  calls  the  Faeries  from  their  steril  ground. 
And  ranker  funguses  spring  thick  around. 
This,  blear  and  languid,  stSf  in  beak  and  claw. 
With  smaller  vermin  crams  his  puffy  maw. 
Pursues  with  flapping  wing  a  hedgerow  flight 
And  revels  in  the  richness  of  the  night. 
While  owls  sweep  on,  and  humming-birds  flit  past. 
Your  bower,  where  cedars  spring  aloft,  shall  last. 


CCLIV.    TO  THE  PRINCESS  BEL0I0I080. 

Bight  in  my  path  what  goddess  stands  ? 

Whose  is  that  voice  ?  whence  those  commands  ? 

I  see  thy  stately  step  again. 

Thine  eyes,  the  founts  of  joy  and  pain. 

Daughter  of  the  Triulzi !  t^ose 

But  now  on  Lario's  lake  arose. 

Shedding  fresh  blessings,  purer  light  .  . 

And  hast  thou  left  the  Alpine  hight. 

The  yellow  vale,  grey-budding  vine 

Whom  guardian  maple's  nets  entwine, 

The  villa  where  from  open  sash 
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"We  heard  columnar  fountains  dash. 
While  candid  Gods  unmoved  above 
Soften  and  quietly  reprove 
Such  restlessness,  and  citron's  bloom 
Waves  from  clear  gem  its  warm  perfume. 
No  loitering  here :  we  must  obey. 
Where  the  loud  trumpet  points  the  way. 
Where  new-bom  men  Ausonia  calls. 
And  standards  shine  from  mouldering  walls 
Cer  dark  Albunea's  woods,  and  o'er 
Where  graceful  Tibur's  temples  soar. 
Cornelia's  race  lives  yet;  nor  drown'd 
In  the  drear  gulph  is  Clelia;  found 
Again  is  Arria's  dagger;  now 
Who  bears  it  ?  Belgioioso,  thou. 
Light  on  the  wounded  rests  a  hand 
Kings  may  not  kiss,  much  less  command ; 
Nor  shrinkest  thou  to  hear  the  slirill 
Cry  thro'  gnasht  teeth,  nor  (oozing  stil) 
To  staunch  the  dense  dark  blood.     At  feats 
Like  these  the  prowling  thief  retreats. 
Untrue  to  Italy,  to  all, 
Untruest  to  himself,  the  Gaul ! 
The  splayfoot  of  our  British  Muse 
Wags  woefully  in  wooden  shoes ; 
Nor  will  the  Graces  bind  their  zone 
Bound  panting  bosom  overgrown; 
But  thou  shalt  never  feel  the  wrong 
Of  bruises  from  a  barbarous  tongue : 
No,  nor  shall  ditty  dull  and  weak 
Raise  wrath  or  blushes  to  thy  cheek ; 
Nor  shall  these  wreaths  which  now  adorn 
Thy  brow,  drop  off  thee,  dead  ere  morn. 
When  wars  and  kingly  frauds  are  past. 
With  Justice  side  by  side,  the  last 
Sad  stain  of  blood  (Q  blessed  day  I) 
Egeria's  lymph  shall  wash  away. 


CCLV.    TO  LUI!«INA  DE  SODRE. 

A  generation's  faded  skirts  have  swept 
Thro  that  door*  opposite,  since  one  beToved 

*  TVk%Ba.\K  Rooms. 
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(Before  your  mother's  eyes  gave  heaven  its  light. 
And  made  her  *  mother^s  brighter,  even  hers) 
Behind  these  benches  lean'd  upon  my  arm. 
Nor  heard  the  musick  that  provoked  the  dance. 

Andy  Luisina  I  with  a  man  so  old 
Bather  would  you  converse  than  show  the  waltz 
Its  native  graces  ?  reared  in  courts,  and  first 
With  boys  to  empire  bom,  with  Kaisar's  self. 
In  early  girlhood  nightly  exercised. 
Blush  not  to  have  been  chosen :  'twas  that  blush. 
The  dawn  of  beauty  in  the  pure  fresh  mind. 
Which  won  the  choice :  Hwas  not  Pereira's  name, 
'Twas  not  De  Sodre's,  not  Mac^do's,  sent 
To  Austria's  throne  with  delegated  power, 
Well  weighed,  the  brightest  jewel  of  Brazil. 
To-day  he  left  us :  thro  the  Atlantic  wave 
To-morrow  will  he  turn  his  large  clear  eye 
(Mirrour  where  Honor  sees  himself  full-sized) 
Toward  the  city  where  God's  man  elect. 
Above  all  other  of  created  men. 
Guided  the  courses  of  His  last-launcht  world. 
And  stampt  a  name  to  live  when  not  a  wreck 
Of  that  young  city  shall  o'ertop  the  dust. 

My  happiness  is  tranquil ;  thus  may  yours 
Be  ever !     But  so  tranquil  ?  no,  not  quite. 
Youth  has  its  gales ;  weeds  grow  where  ripples  cease, 
And  life  in  steril  sands  forgets  its  course. 
If  I  might  whisper  in  a  lady's  ear. 
Which  Memory  tells  me  I  have  done  erewhile. 
This  is  the  harmless  whisper  I  would  breathe ; 
''  Winter's  rare  suns  are  welcome,  Luisina ! 
But  Spring  and  Summer  bring  the  flower  and  fruit. 
Fain  would  I  live  for  one  more  bridal  day. 


CCLVI.    TO  A  PBOFESSOR  IN  GERMANY. 

Tell  me ;  which  merits  mopt  the  hangman's  hold  ? 
This,  who  leaps  boldly  in  the  crowded  fold 
And  kills  your  sheep  before  your  eyes,  or  that 
Whom  your  too  plenteous  kitchen  clothed  with  fat ; 
Who,  mischievous  from  idleness,  repairs. 
To  steal  the  cupboard-keys  you  keep  upstairs, 

*  Countess  de  Molaixd^. 
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And,  when  yon  catch  him,  suddenly  turns  round 

And  throws  you,  bruised  and  maim'd,  along  the  ground? 

The  choice  has  puzzled  you  ?  and  you  are  loth 

To  favour  either !     "Well  then,  gi\re  him  both. 

Had  my  last  words  been  heard  by  yon  wise  folk. 

Your  necks  no  longer  had  endured  the  yoke. 

Were  but  some  twenty  perjurers  driven  forth, 

Pear  would  have  chainM  the  wolf  that  gnaws  the  north : 

Poland  had  risen  from  her  death-like  trance. 

And  shamed,  the  foulest  of  seducers,  France. 

Kossuth  and  Klapka  then  at  home  might  die. 

Nor  Turks  alone  teach  Christianity ; 

Rome  on  no  weak  old  wanton  place  her  trust. 

But  stamp  her  brittle  idols  into  dust. 

Perjurers,  traitors,  twenty  at  the  most. 

Cast  upon  Britain's  weed-collecting  coast, 

Unharm'd,  and  carrying  with  them  all  their  own. 

Leaving  but  what  they  forfeited  .  .  the  throne  .  . 

Had  left  each  German  people  safely  free. 

And  shown  what  princes  are,  and  men  can  be. 

Wliile  cries  of  anguish  pierce  thro  cries  of  joy. 

Moves  the  huge  God  who  moves  but  to  destroy : 

O'er  India's  children  the  grim  idol  lours. 

Its  weaker  shadow,  westering,  reaches  ours. 

Kings  in  their  madness  trample  nations  down. 

Madder  are  nations  who  adore  a  crown : 

One  only  shines  beneficent :  the  love 

Of  England  guard  it !  guard  it  His  above  ! 

CCLVII.    TO  MESCHID  THE  LIBERATOR. 

Valor  not  always  is  propel'd  by  War ; 

Often  he  takes  a  seat 
Under  the  influence  of  a  milder  star. 

More  happy  and  more  great. 

Foremost  in  every  battle  waved  on  high 

The  plume  of  Saladin ; 
He  chased  our  northern  meteors  down  the  skv. 

And  shone  in  peace  serene. 

In  vain  two  proud  usurpers  side  by  side, 
Meschid !  would  shake  thy  throne : 
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Sit  firm ;  these  outlaws  of  the  world  deride, 
And  fear  thy  God  alone. 

No  God  who  winks  from  canvas  at  the  crowd, 

No  God  who  sweats  from  wood. 
No  God  at  whose  high-cross  priests  chaffer  loud. 

No  God  who  sells  his  blood; 

But  merciful  and  mighty,  wise  and  just. 

Who  lays  the  proud  man  low. 
Who  raises  up  the  fallen  from  the  dust. 

And  bids  the  captive  go. 

In  these  thou  foUowest  Him,  thou  one  sublime 

Among  the  base  who  press 
Man^s  heart,  man's  intellect;  the  wrongs  their  crime 

Inflicts,  thy  laws  redress. 

Justice  hath  raised  thee  higher  than  him  whose  blade 

The  Drave  and  Danube  won. 
Fastening  the  towers  of  Widdin  and  Belgrade 

To  his  Byzantine  throne. 

Can  Egypt,  Syria,  can  the  land  of  mjTrh, 

Can  all  thou  rulest  o'er. 
Such  glory  on  thy  diadem  confer  ? 

.  .  Thy  path  leads  on  to  more. 

Meschid  !  I  pick  up  paras  in  no  court. 

To  none  I  oend  the  knee. 
But,  Virtue's  friend !  Misfortune's  sole  support ! 

I  give  my  hand  to  thee. 


CCLVHI.    TO  BERANGER  AT  TOURS. 

O  HARP  of  France !  why  hang  unstrung 
Those  poplar-waving  iles  among 

Which  thinly  shade  the  sunny  Loire  ? 
Beranger !  bid  that  harp  once  more 
Eesound  to  Seine's  polluted  shore. 

And  wake  to  shame  thy  slumbering  choir. 

Beauty  and  love  and  joyous  feast 
Become  thee^  but  become  thee  least 


I 
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In  these  dark  days  when  none  rejoioe; 
Tet  thou  hast  deeper  tones,  and  those 
Can  shake  with  terror  freedom's  foes : 

Strike,  sing;  they  shall  not  drown  thy  voice. 

Bid  France  lift  up  her  brow  agen. 
Nor  cower  before  the  bravest  men. 

Remembering  those  her  prime  had  borne; 
Hated,  distrusted,  hath  she  been. 
But  never  until  now  hath  seen 

So  near,  so  dark,  the  scowl  of  scorn. 

Write  on  the  rampire  of  Marseilles 
Here  Power  in  Virtue's  presence  quails, 

And  warns  the  patriot  from  the  pier : 
Yet  the  self-exiled  sons  of  Greece  * 
Reposed  their  shattered  limbs  in  peace. 

With  barbarous  nations  round  them,  here. 

In  inextinguishable  flame 

Write  thine  with  Abdel-Kader*s  name. 

On  Amboise's  high  prison-wall : 
Add,  Beranger,  these  words  below. 
Defiance  to  the  advancing  foe ! 

Grace  to  the  vanquisht !  faith  to  all! 


CCLIX.    TO  LAMARTINE  PRESIDENT  OF  FRANCE. 

History  lies  wide  open :  the  first  page 

Of  every  chapter  blood  illuminates. 

And  ductile  gold  embosses,  dense  and  bright. 

Not  children  only,  but  grave  men  admire 

The  gaudy  grand  distortions ;  hippogryphs. 

Unicorns,  dragons,  infant  heads  enlarged 

To  size  gigantic,  seraph  visages. 

And  scaly  serpents  trailing  underneath. 

I  trill  no  cymbal,  and  I  shake  no  bells 

To  thee,  pacific  ruler !     On  the  plains 

Be  thou  establisht,  where  power  rests  secure. 

Unshaken  by  the  tempests :  there  my  muse 

Shall  find  and  cheer  thee  when  the  day  is  o'er. 

And  other  notes  are  silent  all  around. 

*  The  Phocseans,  founders  of  Marseilles. 
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'Twas  not  unseemly  in  the  bravest  bard 
From  Paradise  and  angels  to  descend. 
And  crown  his  countr/s  saviour  with  a  wreath 
Above  the  regal :  few  his  words,  but  strong. 
And  sounding  through  all  ages  and  all  climes. 
He  caught  the  sonnet  from  the  dainty  hand 
Of  Love,  who  cried  to  lose  it ;  and  he  gave 
The  notes  to  Glory.     Darwen  and  Dunbar 
Heard  him ;  Sabrina,  whom  in  youth  he  wooed, 
Croucht  in  the  sedges  at  the  clang  of  war, 
"Until  he  pointed  out  from  Worcester  walls 
England's  avenger  awfully  sedate. 
Tn  our  dull  misty  day  what  breast  respires 
The  poetry  that  warms  and  strengthens  man 
To  glorious  deeds,  and  makes  his  coronet 
Outlive  the  festival,  nor  droop  at  last  ? 
Alas !  alas !  the  food  of  nightingales 
Is  foul ;  and  plumeless  bipeds  who  sing  best 
Desert  the  woods  for  cattle-trodden  roads. 
And  plunge  the  beak,  hungry  and  athirst,  in  mire. 
Prince !  above  princes !  may  thy  deeds  create 
A  better  race !  meanwhile  from  peaceful  shores 
Hear,  without  listening  long  (for  graver  cares 
Surround  and  press  thee),  hear  with  brow  benign 
A  voice  that  cheers  thee  with  no  vulgar  shout. 
No  hireling  impulse,  on  thy  starry  way. 


CCLX.    TO  ANOTHER  PKESIDENT. 

Hast  thou  forgotten,  thou  more  vile 
Than  he  who  clung  to  Helen's  ile 

Eather  than  fall  among  the  brave ! 
Hast  thou  forgotten  so  thy  flight. 
When  sparing  Philip's  peaceftjJ  might 

DisdainM  to  hurl  thee  to  thy  grave  ? 
Forgotten  the  chain'd  eagle,  borne 
Shaken  by  ridicule  and  scorn 

Up  Boulogne's  proud  columnar  hill  ? 
Twice  traitor,  ere  a  nation's  trust 
Eais'd  thee  a  third  time  from  the  dust 

For  what  P  .  .  to  be  a  traitor  stil. 
The  hands  that  thrust  thy  uncle  down. 
And  threw  into  his  face  his  crown. 
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Contemptuous,  were  held  forth  to  thee; 
Not  for  thy  valour  or  thy  worth. 
Believe  me,  were  those  hands  held  forth, 

No,  but  from  joy  that  thou  wert  free. 
0  brow  of  brass !  0  heart  of  stone ! 
Dost  thou  of  Europe^s  sons  alone 

Repell  the  exile  from  thy  shore. 
Whom  Plague's  implacable  disease. 
Whom  murderous  men,  tempestuous  seas. 

Had  spared,  whose  wrongs  far  worlds  deplore. 
Him  when  the  sons  of  Ismael  saw. 
The  man  who  gave  free  men  the  law. 

They  stopt  the  camel-train  to  gaze ; 
For  in  the  desert  they  had  heard 
The  miracles  of  Kossuth's  Word, 

The  myriad  voices  of  his  praise. 
Him,  ever  mindful  of  her  trust, 
America,  the  firm,  the  just. 

Beneath  her  salutary  star 
Invokes,  and  bears  across  the  main. 
Until  his  native  land  again 

Avenges  an  unrighteous  war. 
England !  I  glory  that  mine  eyes 
First  opened  on  thy  sterner  skies. 

Where  the  most  valiant  of  mankind 
Bear  gentlest  hearts ;  I  glory  most 
At  the  proud  welcome  on  thy  coast 

Of  him,  the  brave,  the  pure,  the  wise. 
My  England,  look  across  the  Strait ! 
Behold  the  chief  whom  thousands  hate. 

But  fear  to  touch ;  because  the  Tzar 
Nods  at  him  from  his  saddle-bow. 
And  says,  ''  If  any  strike  a  blow 

Against  my  slave,  I  rush  to  war!^ 
Safe  art  thou,  Louis  I  .  .  for  a  time ; 
But  tremble  .  .  never  yet  was  crime. 

Beyond  one  little  space,  secure. 
The  coward  and  the  brave  alike 
Can  wait  and  watch,  can  rush  and  strike.  .  . 

Which  marks  thee  ?  one  of  them,  be  sure. 
Some  men  love  fame,  despising  power. 
Well  shelter'd  from  its  sidtry  hour, 
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And  some  love  power,  despising  fame; 
Among  the  crowd  of  these  art  thou. 
And  soon  shalt  reach  it .  .  but  below 

A  Jellachich's  and  Gorgey's  name. 


CCLXI.    TO  ARNDT. 

Against  the  frauds  of  France  did  Europe  rise 

And  seize  the  robber  who  had  lost  his  way. 

Blinded  with  blood;  she  threw  him  upon  rocks 

Where  none  but  gulls  wailed  over  him ;  she  heaved 

(Well  may  the  Muses  blush  to  speak  the  word) 

A  tallow  tub  on  her  indignant  breast. 

And,  midst  her  shrieks  and  writhings,  the  sword's  point 

Graved  on  the  foul  bulk-head  four  letters,  K.I.N.G. 

'Twas  at  thy  voice,  O  Amdt,  that  Europe  rose, 

England's  was  weak,  and  Germany's  was  tuned 

To  theatres,  and  lowered  to  ducal  ears ; 

But  thy  loud  clarion  waked  all  Hving,  waked 

The  dead  to  march  among  them.     Prussia  saw 

Her  warrior  burst  his  covenants ;  Bluker  strode 

Aside  the  old  man's  charger,  even  paced 

Along  the  path  where  glory  shines  austere. 

Shedding  a  dim  but  no  uncertain  light. 

Cry  out  again,  brave  Amdt !  cry  out  the  words 

Proclaimed  of  old,  "  Learn  justice!  *    Be  forwam^d!** 

And  tell  the  princes  of  thy  native  land 

That,  sprung  from  robbers,  they  are  robbers  too  : 

Cry  out,  ^'Abstain!  or  forfeit  crown  and  life!" 

There  is  a  nation  high  above  the  rest 

In  virtue  and  in  valour  we  have  wronged. 

We  Englishmen  have  wrong'd  her,  we  her  sons. 

We  owe  her  more  than  riches  can  repay 

Or  penitence  or  sympathy  atone. 

Let  us  at  least  the  arms  we  seized  restore 

And  drive  the  coward  invader  from  her  coast. 

Amdt !  thou  art  stronger  than  the  strongest  arm 

That  wields  in  Germany  a  patriot  sword ; 

How  much  then  stronger  than  whichever  wields 

One  tempered  not  by  justice !    'Tis  to  thee 

Alone,  the  greatest  of  God's  great,  I  call, 

I,  who  alone  can  now  be  heard  so  far, 

*  Discite  justitiaxn ;  moniti    Virgil. 
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For  (let  me  whisper)  we  have  ribbon'd  lute 
And  rural  fiddle  out  trumpet  we  have  none. 
He  who  had  bled  for  Wallace^  at  his  side. 
Lies  with  due  honors;  due,  but  long  deferred; 
He  too,  the  great  magician,  multiform, 
Who  sang  the  fate  of  Marmion,  and  convoked 
From  every  country  all  who  shone  most  high 
In  arms  or  beauty,  drain'd  the  bowl  of  grief 
And  sleeps  I     Another,  his  compatriot  bard. 
Whose  thunder  shook  the  Baltick  and  the  Nile, 
And  sta/d  the  Danaw  swoln  with  ice  and  blood. 
Lies  .  .  .  dead  as  Nelson  .  .  .  nor  more  dead  than  he. 
Our  richest  fruits  grew  under  northern  skies ; 
We  have  no  grafts ;  we  have  but  twigs  and  leaves. 
Up  thou  I  burst  boldly  thro  the  palace-gate. 
Announce  thy  errand,  bid  a  king  be  just. 
So  mayest  thou,  good  Amdt,  as  heretofore 
When  first  I  claspt  that  guiding  hand  at  Bonn, 
Eetum  with  other  laurels,  and  enjoy 
Thy  ripening  orchard  and  domestic  peace. 


CCLXn.    FROM  FRANCE  TO  THE  POPE. 

Made  our  God  again.  Pope  Pius ! 
Worthy  to  be  worshipt  by  us ! 
Come  to  Paris,  and  put  on 
Thy  true  son  Napoleon 
(Blest  afresh)  that  glorious  crown 
Crushing  crippled  Europe  down. 
Leaving  not  a  house  but  shed 
Tears  for  some  one  maira'd  or  dead. 
None  but  where  some  father  sate 
Or  some  mother,  desolate. 
Or  some  maiden  tore  her  hair. 
Or  some  widow  sliriekt  despair. 
Or  the  wolf,  when  all  were  gone, 
Claim'd  the  ruin  for  his  own. 
Drowsy,  and  his  only  fear 
When  the  viper  crept  too  near. 
Men  three  millions,  French  the  most. 
Each  a  soldier,  now  a  ghost. 
Watch  his  tomb.     We  venerate 
(Name  he  chose)  the  Man  of  fate. 
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Come,  our  God  again.  Pope  Pius  I 
Worthy  to  be  worshipt  by  us ! 
Not  for  him  thy  help  we  call 
Who  built  up  an  icy  wall 
Of  men's  bodies,  all  the  way 
Prom  where  Moscow's  cinders  lay 
To  the  Danube's  fetter'd  flood. 
Where  side-looking  Tranz  then  stood. 
Salesman  of  his  flesh  and  blood  . . . 
But  for  one  who  far  outwits 
Keenest-witted  Jesuits, 
And  without  a  blush  outlies 
Thee  and  all  thy  perjuries. 


CCLXIII.    TO  AMERICA. 

Daughter  of  Albion !  thou  hast  not 
The  lesson  of  thy  sire  forgot ; 

Listening  at  times  to  Power  or  Pride, 
Eeadier  thou  turnest  to  attend 
On  bleeding  Valor,  and  befriend 

Him  who  can  hope  no  friend  beside. 

Long  ere  the  patriarchs  of  the  west 
Lands,  three  vast  oceans  bound,  possest. 

When  all  around  was  dark  and  wild. 
Adventurous  rowers  roVd  from  Greece, 
And  upward  on  a  sun-like  fleece 

The  maids  of  ocean  gazed  and  smiled. 

Our  maidens  with  no  less  delight 
Surveyed  around  the  cliffs  of  Wight 

Thy  swifter  pinnace  glide  along : 
Altho  the  conqueror  was  not  one 
Their  gentle  heads  might  rest  upon 

When  cease  the  dance  and  supper-song. 

Yet  from  their  thresholds  went  they  forth 
To  hail  the  youths  of  kindred  worth, 

And  clapt  uplifted  hands,  altho 
Louder,  and  with  less  pause  between, 
The  vollies  of  their  palms  had  been 

Eor  some  behind  they  better  know. 
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To  teach  the  mistress  of  the  sea 

Wliat  beam  and  mast  and  sail  should  be^ 

To  teach  her  how  to  walk  the  wave 
With  graceful  step,  is  such  a  lore 
As  never  had  been  taught  before  .  . 

Dumb  are  the  wise,  aghast  the  brave. 

To  strike  the  neck  of  Athos  thro 

Was  children's  play :  man's  work  they  do 

Who  draw  together  distant  seas. 
On  Andes  raise  their  starry  tlirone. 
Subdue  tumultuous  Amazon, 

And  pierce  the  world  of  pale  Chinese. 

The  dawn  is  reddening  of  tlie  day 
When  slender  and  soft-voiced  Malay 

Shall  learn  from  thee  to  love  the  Laws. 
Europe  in  blood  may  riot  stil ; 
Only  do  thou  pronounce  thy  will. 

And  War,  outside  her  gates,  shall  pause. 

Garlands  might  well  adorn  the  mast 
"WTiich  first  the  Isthmian  cleft  had  past. 

And  shouts  of  jubilee  might  well 
Arise  when  those  returned  who  first 
The  bonds,  imposed  by  Nature,  burst. 

And  boldest  hearts  more  boldly  swell : 

Yet  sails  there  now  across  the  main 
A  prouder  ship  than  e'er  again 

Shall  ride  its  billows :  at  her  head     '\ 
Stands  Kossuth  :  there  that  hero  stands 
Whom  royal  Perjur/s  trembling  hands 

Struck  from  afar  and  left  for  dead. 

Daughter  of  Albion !  we  avow 
That  worthy  of  thy  sire  art  thou. 

That  thou  alone  his  glory  sharest : 
Baise  up  thy  head,  yea,  raise  it  high 
Above  the  plume  of  Victory ; 

The  plumed  brow  is  not  the  fairest. 
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CCLXIV.    TO  THE  LADY  OF  LT.  COLONEL  PAYNTER. 

There  is  a  pleasure  the  support  of  grief 
Where  duty  calls  and,  listened  to,  directs. 
Sad  was  the  wound  to  thee  which  pierced  that  breast 
Than  which  none  braver  ever  breathed  the  air 
Of  torrid  India,  when  impetuous  Gough 
Order'd  the  readiest  forth  to  certain  death. 
Among  the  men  he  led  the  higher  fell, 
The  lower  followed :  one  among  the  higher 
Was  left  alone,  transfixt  with  mortal  wound 
All  thought ;  but  Providence  decreed,  if  tears 
Must  flow  for  him  in  near  and  distant  lands, , 
From  kindred,  comrade,  friend,  the  same  decreed 
Tho  the  wife's  must,  the  widow's  should  not  fall.* 

Eejoice  then !  for  thyself  and  him  rejoice ! 
Heaven  gave  him  courage,  glory,  victory. 
Adding  one  gift  more  precious  .  .  not  mere  life 
Rescued  when  little  hoped  for,  but  a  life 
For  Love  and  Honor  to  partake  with  thee. 


CCLXV.    LAST  OF  DECEMBER,  1861. 

Bright  sets  the  year  in  yonder  sky, 

A  flood  of  glory  fills  the  west. 
The  two-neckt  eagles'  hungry  cry 

Disturbs  not  there  man's  wholesome  rest. 
Enjoy  it,  Kossuth !  rest  awhile, 

Awaken'd  only  from  thy  sleep 
By  those  hurrahs  that  rent  our  He 

And  foUow'd  thee  across  the  deep. 
Three  nations  upon  earth  remain 

Who  earn'd  their  freedom ;  one  is  crost 
By  adverse  fate ;  the  other  twain 

Light  her  to  find  the  gem  she  lost. 


CCLXVI.    THE  HEROINES  OF  ENGLAND. 

Hereditary  honors  who  confers  ? 
God ;  God  alone.    Not  Marlboro's  heir  enjoys 
A  Marlboro's  glory.    Ye  may  paste  on  walls. 
Thro  city  after  city,  rubric  bills, 
Large-letter'd,  but  ere  long  they  all  peel  ofi^. 
And  others  take  their  places.    'Tis  not  thus 

*  He  died  of  hia  woundt  at  \8a\i. 
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Where  genius  stands ;  no  monarch  here  bestows, 
No  monarch  takes  away ;  above  his  reach 
Are  these  dotations,  yea,  above  his  sight. 
Despise  I  then  the  great  ?  no ;  witness  Heaven ! 
None  better  knows  or  venerates  them  liigher, 
Or  lives  among  them  more  familiarly. 
Am  I  a  sycophant,  and  boaster  too  ? 
A  little  of  a  boaster,  I  confess, 
No  sycophant.     Now  let  me  teach  my  lore. 

Those  are  the  great  who  purify  the  hearts, 
Baise  lofty  aspirations  from  the  breasts. 
And  shower  down  wisdom  on  the  heads  of  men. 
Children  can  give,  exchange,  and  break  their  toys, 
But  giants  can  not  wrench  away  the  gifts 
The  wise,  however  humble,  may  impart. 

I  have  seen  princes,  but  among  them  all 
None  I  would  own  my  equal;  I  have  seen 
Laborious  men,  and  patient,  Virtue's  sons. 
Men  beyond  Want,  yet  not  beyond  the  call 
Of  strict  frugality  from  ember'd  hearth. 
And  inly  cried,  "  0,  were  lone  of  theae !" 
How  many  verses,  verses  not  inept. 
But  stampt  for  lawful  weight  and  sterling  ore. 
Are  worth  one  struggle  to  exalt  our  kind  I 

Here  let  me  back  my  coursers,  and  turn  round. 
Hereditary  honors !  few  indeed 
Are  those  they  fall  to.    Norton !  DufTerin ! 
Rich  was  your  grandsire  in  the  mines  of  wit. 
Strong  in  the  fields  of  eloquence,  but  poor 
And  feeble  was  he  when  compared  indth  you. 

0  glorious  England !  never  shone  the  hour 
With  half  so  many  lights ;  and  most  of  these 
In  female  hands  are  holden.    Gone  is  she 
Who  shrouded  Casa-Bianca,*  she  who  cast 
The  iron  mould  of  Ivan,  yet  whose  song 
Was  soft  and  varied  as  the  nightingale's. 
And  heard  above  all  others.     Few  are  they 
Who  well  weigh  gems :  instead  of  them  we  see 
Flat  noses,  cheek  by  jowl,  not  over-nice. 
Nuzzle  weak  wash  m  one  long  shallow  trough: 
Let  me  away  from  them  I  fresh  air  for  me  I 
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I  lAUst  to  higher  ground. 

What  glorious  forms 
Advance !    No  man  so  lofty^  so  august 
In  troops  descend  bright-belted  AmazotLs  .  . 
But  where  is  Theseus  in  the  field  to-daj  P 


CCLXVII.    TO  NEW  YORK  ON  ITS  HECEPTION  OF  KOSSUTH. 

Cmr  of  men !  rejoice ! 

Not  to  have  heard  the  voice 
That  raised  up  millions  to  Pannonia's  side^ 

But  that  thy  sons  respond 

With  voice  that  sounds  beyond. 
And  dhakes  across  the  «ea  the  despot's  pride. 

My  native  Albion  I  thou 

Mayst  also  glory  now ; 
These  are  thy  sons ;  altho  like  Ismael  driven 

To  desert  lands  afar, 

Yet  o'er  them  hung  the  star 
That  showed  the  sign  of  freedom  bright  in  heaven. 

Iron  and  gold  are  theirs : 

And  who  so  justly  shares 
These  powerful  girts  as  they  whose  hands  are  strong. 

Whose  hearts  are  resolute 

To  quell  the  biped  brute 
Trampling  on  law  and  rioting  on  wrong  ? 

Rise,  one  and  all,  as  when 

Ye  hail'd  the  man  of  men. 
And  give  not  sumptuous  feast  nor  sounding  praise 

To  that  brave  Magyar, 

But  wage  a  pious  war 
And  shed  your  glory  round  his  closing  days. 

CCLXVIII.    TO  THE  AUTHOR  OP  "MARY  BARTON." 

A  FEW  have  borne  me  honor  in  my  day. 
Whether  for  tliinking  as  themselves  have  thought 
Or  for  what  else  I  know  not  nor  inquire. 
Among  them  some  there  are  whose  name  will  live 
Not  in  the  memories  but  the  hearts  of  men. 
Because  those  hearts  they  comforted  and  cheer'd. 
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And,  where  they  saw  God^s  images  cast  down, 

Lifted  them  up  again,  and  blew  the  dust 

From  the  worn  feature  and  disfigured  limb. 

Such  thou  art,  pure  and  mighty !  such  art  thou, 

Paraclete  of  the  Bartons !    Verse  is  mute 

Or  husky  in  this  wintery  eve  of  time. 

And  they  who  fain  would  sing  can  only  cough : 

And  yet  we  praise  them.     Some  more  strong  have  left 

The  narrow  field  of  well-trim'd  poetry 

For  fresher  air  and  wider  exercise ; 

And  they  do  wisely :  I  might  do  the  same 

If  strength  could  gird  and  youth  could  garland  me. 

Imagination  flaps  her  purple  wing 

Above  the  ancient  laurels,  and  beyond ; 

Aye,  there  are  harps  that  never  rang  aloft 

Olympic  deeds  or  Isthmian ;  there  are  hands 

Strong  even  as  those  that  reinM  the  fiery  steeds 

Of  proud  Achilles  on  the  Dardan  plain ; 

There  are  clear  eyes,  eyes  clear  as  those  that  pierced 

Thro  Paradise  and  Hell  and  all  between. 

The  human  heart  holds  more  within  its  cell 

Than  universal  Nature  holds  without. 

This  thou  hast  shown  me,  standing  up  erect 

While  I  sat  gazing,  deep  in  reverent  awe, 

Where  Avon's  Genius  and  where  Arno's  meet; 

And  thou  hast  taught  me  at  the  fount  of  Truth, 

That  none  confer  God's  blessing  but  the  poor. 

None  but  the  heavy-laden  reach  His  throne. 


CCLXIX.    HELLAS  TO  AUBREY  DE  VERE  ON  HIS  DEPARTURE. 

Traveler  !  thou  from  afar  that  explorest  the  caverns  of  Dd] 
Led  by  the  Muses,  whose  voice  thou  rememberest,  heard  c 

ocean. 
Tell  the  benighted  at  home  that  the  spirit  hath  never  depa] 
Hence,  from  these  cliffs  and  these  streams :  that  Apollo  is 

King  Apollo, 
And  that  no  other  should  rule  where  Olympus,  Parnassus, 

Pindus 
Are  what  they  were,  ages  past ;  that,  if  barbarous  bands  1 

invaded 
Temple  and  shrine  heretofore,  it  is  time  the  reproach 

abolisht. 
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^ixne  that  the  wrong  be  redrest,  and  the  stranger  no  more  be 

the  ruler. 
V'liether  be  heard  or  unheard  the  complaint  of  our  vallies  and 

mountains, 
rem  the  snow-piles  overhead  to  the  furthermost   iland  of 

Pelops, 
^eace  be  to  thee  and  to  thine !     And,  if  Deities  hear  under 

water, 
3»landly   may  Panop^  clasp   and  with   fervor   the  knee  of 

Poseidon ! 
Blandly  may  Cymodameia  prevail  over  Glaucos,  dividing 
^ith  both  her  hands  his  white  beard  and  kissing  it  just  in  the 

middle. 
So  that  the  seas  be  serene  which  shall  carry  thee  back  to  thy 

country 
"WTiere  the  sun  sinks  to  repose.      But  ever  be  mindful  of 

HeUas !  

CCLXX.    TO  LAYARD,  DISCOVERER  OF  NINEVEH. 

No  harps,  no  choral  voices,  may  enforce 

The  words  I  utter,     Thebes  and  Elis  heard 

Those  harps,  those  voices,  whence  high  men  rose  higher 

And  nations  crownM  the  singer  who  crownM  them. 

His  days  are  over.     Better  men  than  his 

Live  among  us :  and  must  they  live  unsung 

Because  deaf  ears  flap  round  them  ?  or  because 

Gold  lies  along  the  sliallows  of  the  world. 

And  vile  hands  gather  it  ?     My  song  shall  rise, 

Altho  none  heed  or  hear  it :  rise  it  shall, 

And  swell  along  the  wastes  of  Nineveh 

And  Babylon,  until  it  reach  to  thee, 

Layard  I  who  raisest  cities  from  the  dust, 

Who  driest  Lethe  up  amid  her  shades, 

And  pourest  a  fresh  stream  on  arid  sands. 

And  rescuest  thrones  and  nations,  fanes  and  gods 

from  conquering  Time ;  he  sees  thee  and  turns  back. 

The  weak  and  slow  Power  pushes  past  the  wise, 
And  lifts  them  up  in  triumph  to  her  car : 
They,  to  keep  firm  the  seat,  sit  with  flat  palms 
Upon  the  cushion,  nor  look  once  beyond 
To  cheer  thee  on  thy  road.     In  vain  are  won 
The  spoils;  another  carries  them  away; 
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The  stranger  seeks  them  in  another  land, 

Tom  piecemeal  from  thee.     But  no  stealthy  step 

Can  intercept  thy  glory. 

Cyrus  raised 
His  head  on  ruins :  he  of  Macedon 
Crumbled  them,  with  their  dreamer,  into  dust : 
God  gave  thee  power  above  them,  far  above ; 
Power  to  raise  up  those  whom  they  overthrew, 
Power  to  show  mortals  that  the  kings  they  serve 
Swallow  each  other  like  the  shapeless  forms 
And  unsubstantial  which  pursue  pursued 
In  every  drop  of  water,  and  devour 
Devoured,  perpetual  round  the  crystal  globe.* 

CCLXXL    TO  THE  HON.  CAROLINE  COURTENAY  DOYLE. 

From  Marston's  shady  paths  what  Genius  led 

Your  later  steps  to  sandy  Portishead? 

Has  Fortune  frown'd  ?  then  leave  her  and  pursue 

Guides,  to  their  holier  votary,  far  more  true. 

I  call  you  not,  nor  would  you  hear  the  call. 

Where  tasteless  fruits  and  scentless  blossoms  fall, 

"Where  plodding  Learning  plows  some  barren  shore 

Or  worthless  Wealth  counts  and  recounts  his  store. 

But  where,  in  lovely  silence.  Nature  spreads 

Her  heaven-crown'd  mountains  and  submissive  meads, 

Eivers,  which  now  stand  still,  now  swiftly  run. 

Proud,  oveijo/d,  to  cat-ch  the  stealthy  sun, 

And  seas,  in  sadden'd  calm,  as  day  declines 

O'er  the  broad  headland  of  umbrageous  pines. 

Think  not  ingenuous  Art  and  virtuous  Toil 

Bend  down  to  common  peers  the  stem  of  Boyle. 

Above  the  earth  are  greater  than  the  great 

Whom  in  his  image  mortal  can  create. 

To  a  stem  mother  struggling  Honor  clings 

And  sees  a  sponsor,  not  a  sire,  in  h'ngs. 

A  name,  a  bell-hung  whistle,  kings  may  give. 

But  Toil  must  brace  the  creature  bom  to  live. 

The  mine  is  lower  than  the  fertile  sod. 

And  Man's  best  gift  than  the  least  gift  of  God. 

Behold  the  noblest  of  the  Howard  race 

Among  the  sons  of  labour  take  his  place. 

*  ^en  thro  a  solar  microscope. 
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Beyond  all  other  claims  he  claims  the  right 
And  shows  the  power  to  teach  and  to  delight. 
Behold  AzegHo;  him  whose  hand  imparts 
A  help  at  once  to  Freedom  and  the  Arts: 
He  quits  the  pomp  of  courts,  the  pride  of  power, 
To  spend  with  Painture  an  untroubled  hour, 
Nor  scorns  his  generous  heart,  his  manly  sense, 
What  we  call  tribute,  fools  call  recompense. 
The  pencil  is  a  scepter  in  the  hand 
That  wields  it  well,  and  wide  is  its  command : 
Exert  its  sway  and  (for  you  can)  combine 
Turner's  warm  zeal  with  Poussin's  wise  design, 
(yer  England's  mist  bid  timid  gleams  arise. 
And  pour  fresh  glory  from  Italian  skies. 
Such  o'er  Boccaccio's  happy  valley  shone, 
Valley  which  I,  as  happy,  call'd  my  own. 
When  my  young  chivalry  begirt  your  side 
AVith  Tuscan  courtesy  and  English  pride. 

CCLXXII.    TO  ELIZA  LYNN, 
"WITH  THE  FIVK  BCENS8. 

Eloquence  often  draws  the  mind  awry 

By  too  much  tension,  then  relaxes  it 

With  magic  fires  round  which  the  Passions  stand 

'Crazed  or  perverse ;  but  thine  invigorates. 

By  leading  from  the  flutter  of  the  crowd. 

And  from  the  flimsy  lace  and  rank  perfume 

And  mirror  where  all  faces  are  alike. 

Up  the  steep  hill  where  Wisdom,  looking  stern 

To  those  afar,  sits  calm,  benign ;  the  Gods 

But  just  above,  the  Graces  just  below, 

Regarding  blandly  his  decorous  robe: 

There  are,  my  lovely  friend,  who  twitch  at  thine ; 

Suffer  it ;  walk  strait  on ;  they  will  have  past 

Soon  out  of  sight.     The  powerfulest  on  earth 

Lose  all  their  potency  by  one  assault 

On  Genius  or  on  Virtue.     Where  are  they 

Who  pelted  Milton  ?     Where  are  they  who  raised 

Eresh  Furies  round  Bousseau  ?     Where  he  accurst. 

Thrice  a  deserter,  thrice  a  fugitive. 

Always  a  dastard,  who  by  torchlight  shedd 

A  Condi's  blood  ?  His  march  the  wolf  and  bear 
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Most  signalized ;  he  gorged  them  til  they  slept. 
And  howl'd  no  longer ;  men  alone  howl'd  there, 
Under  sharp  wounds  and  Famine's  sharper  fang. 
He  ridged  the  frozen  flats  of  Muscovy 
And  bridged  the  rivers,  paved  the  roads,  with  meu,  .  . 
Men  in  the  morning,  blocks  of  ice  at  noon. 
Myriads  of  these  are  less  than  one  he  threw 
To  death  more  lingering  in  a  dungeon's  damp. 
The  sable  chief  who  made  his  brethren  free. 

Malevolence  in  guise  of  Flattery 
Will  bow  before  thee.    Men  I  know  of  old 
In  whose  wry  mouths  are  friendship,  truthfulness, 
And  gentleness,  and  geniality, 
And  good  old  customs,  sound  old  hearts.     Beware 
Lest  they  come  sideling,  lest  they  slily  slip 
Some  lout  before  thee  whose  splay  foot  impedes 
Thy  steps,  whose  shoulder  hides  thee  from  thy  friends 
Leave  such  behind ;  let  pity  temper  scorn. 
With  this  encouragement,  with  this  advice. 
Accept  my  Christmas  gift,  perhaps  my  last. 
Behold  Five  Scenes,  scenes  not  indeed  most  fit 
For  gentle  souls  to  dwell  in ;  but  the  worst 
Lie  out  of  sight,  dark  cypresses  between ; 
Another  dared  pass  thro  them,  I  dare  not. 
Askest  thou  why  none  ever  could  lead  forth 
My  steps  upon  the  stage  ?  .  .  I  would  evoke 
Men's  meditation,  shunning  men's  applause. 
Let  this  come  after  me,  if  come  it  will ; 
I  shall  not  wait  for  it,  nor  pant  for  it. 
Nor  hold  my  breath  to  hear  it,  far  or  nigh. 
Orestes  and  Electra  walkt  with  me. 
And  few  observ'd  them  :  then  Giovanna  shedd 
Her  tears  into  my  bosom,  mine  alone. 
The  shambling  step  in  plashy  loose  morass. 
The  froth  upon  the  lip,  the  slavering  tongue. 
The  husky  speech  interminable,  please 
More  than  the  vulgar,  tho  the  vulgar  most. 
How  little  worth  is  fame  wlien  even  the  wise 
Wander  so  widely  in  our  wildering  field ! 
Easy  it  were  for  one  in  whose  domain 
Each  subject  hath  his  own,  and  but  his  own. 
Easy  it  were  for  him  to  parcel  out 
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A  few  more  speeches,  filling  up  the  chinks ; 
Difficult,  far  more  difficult,  to  work 
Wards  for  the  lock  than  hinges  for  the  gate. 
I  who  have  skill  for  wards  have  also  strength 
For  hinges ;  nor  should  they  disgrace  the  door 
Of  noblest  temple  Eome  or  Athens  rear'd. 
Content  am  I  to  go  where  soon  I  must ; 
Another  day  may  see  me,  now  unseen ; 
I  may  perhaps  rise  slowly  from  my  tomb 
And  take  my  seat  among  the  living  guests. 
Meanwhile  let  some  one  tell  the  world  thy  worth, 
One  whom  the  world  shall  listen  to,  one  great 
Above  his  fellows,  nor  much  lower  than  thou : 
He  who  can  crown  stands  very  near  the  crown'd. 


FIVE  SCENES. 


I.  COUNT  CENCI  AND  CONFESSOR 
II.  BEATRICE  AND  HER  AJA  MARGARITA. 

III.  COUNT,  STEWARD,  PEASANTS,  BEATRICE. 

IV.  BEATRICE  AND  POPE  CLEMENT  VIII. 
V.  DEATH  OP  BEATRICE. 

PREFACE, 

Poetry  is  not  History.  In  features  they  may  resemble;  in 
rticulars,  in  combinations,  in  sequences,  they  roust  differ.  His- 
*y  should  '  tell  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the 
ith.*  Poetry,  like  all  the  fine  arts,  is  eclectic.  Where  she  does 
t  wholly  invent,  she  at  one  time  ampUfies  and  elevates ;  at  another, 
th  equal  power,  she  simplifies,  she  softens,  she  suppresses.  This 
rt  of  her  prerogative  has  fallen  much  into  desuetude.  Many  a 
h  proprietor  is  a  bad  husbandman.  The  system  of  deep  draining, 
even  of  carrying  off  the  surface-water,  is  but  partially  introduced, 
e  have,  however,  seen  tragedians,  of  late,  who  bear  the  pall  and 
jptre  *  right  royally." 

The  author  of  the  Five  Scenes  assumes  no  place  among  them ; 
stands  only  just  near  enough  to  make  his  plaudit  heard.  These 
jnes  interfere  very  little  with  Shelley's  noble  tragedy.  Two 
mes  are  the  same ;  one  character,  by  necessity,  is  similar ;  Count 
snd,  the  wickedest  man  on  record.  His  benefactions  to  the 
ipacy,  under  the  rubric  of  penalties  or  quit-rents  for  crimes* 
Lounted  to  three  hundred  thousand  crowns ;  so  that  after  Saint 
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Peter,  King  Pepin,  and  Countess  Matilda,  the  Boman  See  wis 
under  greater  obligations  to  him  than  to  any  other  sapporter. 
Crimes  in  the  Papal  States  are  as  productive  to  Government  m  Tines 
and  olives :  no  wonder  then  his  death  was  so  crueUy  avenged. 
His  life  had  been  its  gaudy-day ;  and  his  loss  was  the  severest  it 
ever  had  sustained  in  one  person.  Yet,  so  little  of  gratitadeis 
there  in  high  places,  his  funeral  was  unattended  by  the  Cardinals 
and  Court ;  and,  what  is  more  remarkable,  no  poet  wrote  an  elegy 
to  deplore  or  an  epitaph  to  praise  him. 

SCENE  L 
Count  Cenci  and  Confessor,  in  Rome, 

CONFESSOR. 

Our  thougbts,  mv  lord,  are  not  entirely  ours : 
The  Tempter  hatn  much  influence  over  them. 
And  sways  them  to  and  fro. 

COUNT  CENCL 

More  often  to 
Than  fro,  methinks. 

CONFESSOR. 

Prayer  can  do  much,  and  more 
Confession,  most  goodwill  toward  the  Church. 
Nieces  and  uncles,  aunts  and  nephews,  meet 
In  holy  matrimony ;  but  beyond. 
The  Church  forbids ;  nor  grants  even  these  without  ' 

Due  cause,  in  alms  and  Petropatrimonials. 

COUNT  CENCL 

If  one  may  do  it,  why  may  not  another  ? 

C0NFEB80R. 

Only  the  great  may  do  it ;  only  princes. 
Sovrans  may  ride  where  common  men  must  walk. 
And  may  with  safety  and  with  seemliness  .  . 
With  seemliness  !  aye  more . . .  with  acclamation. 
And  dance  and  bonfire,  leap  across  the  sheepwalk 
Where  sheep  and  shepherd  humbly  creep  along. 

COUNT  CENCI. 

Such  are  their  doings  in  the  Church  and  Court 
And  other  places,  for  example-sake 
No  doubt* 
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CONFESSOR. 

No  doubt  whatever.     Great  the  good 
Arising  from  the  wealth  they  thus  disburse. 
The  Church,  thus  aiding  and  thus  aided,  throws 
Her  sackcloth  from  her,  and  sits  up  elate. 
Triumphant,  glorified,  the  spouse  of  Christ, 
Bom  in  the  manger  but  to  mount  the  throne. 
None  but  the  fool  and  the  ungodly  doubt 
These  saving  truths. 

COUNT  CENCI. 

None  but  the  fool,  most  surely ; 
For  who  beside  the  fool  would  pour  his  broth 
Upon  the  threshing-floor  at  noontide  hour 
When  he  is  hungry  and  may  take  his  fill  ? 
About  the  ungodly  you  know  more  than  I, 
Who  never  have  held  converse  with  the  knaves. 
For,  to  my  mind,  they  must  be  fools  as  well ; 
Sure  to  be  losers  at  our  table  here. 
And  doubtful  of  revenge  another  day. 

CONFESSOR. 

They  dare  not  meet  confession  face  to  face. 

As  honester  and  braver  sinners  do. 

Like  you,  my  Lord,  who  ask  before  you  take, 

Eeady  to  pay  the  penalty  of  guilt. 

And  weighing  both  in  steady  even  scales. 

COUNT  CENCL 

You  always  comfort  the  few  qualms  that  rise 
Within  my  breast,  too  empty  or  too  full. 
The  present  sometimes  puzzles  me ;  the  past 
Is  past  for  ever. 

CONFESSOR. 

But  beyond  the  grave  . .  • 

COUNT  CENCl. 

I  am  short-sighted,  and  would  spare  my  eyes ; 
Too  much  light  hurts  them :  you  wear  spectacles. 
And  take  them  off  and  put  them  on  again, 
To  read  or  not  to  read,  as  suits  you  best. 
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CONFESSOR. 

Your  lordship  has  paid  dearly  for  some  sins  ! 

COUNT  CENCL 

Churchmen  may  get  them  cheaper ;  they  can  whirl 
The  incense  round  and  sweeten  one  another. 

CONFESSOR. 

Count !  we  are  firiends ;  but  this  sounds  rather  free. 

COUNT  CENCI. 

My  speech  is  free,  and  free  too  is  my  hand. 
Three  paoli  is  the  price  of  masses  now 
To  the  poor  man ;  the  citizens  pay  five ; 
The  noble  seven;  but  often  bargaining 
For  thirteen  to  the  dozen  :  I  meanwhile 
Beckon  but  twelve,  and  pay  my  crown  a-piece. 
Ay,  for  a  thousand,  father,  for  a  thousand  . . 
If  this  won't  save  me,  what  the  devil  can  ? 

CONFESSOR. 

Do  not  be  angry ;  let  us  hope  it  will ; 

But  matters,  awkward  matters,  lie  between  . . 

We  say  no  masses  for  the  soul  on  earth. 

COUNT  CENCI. 

Yet  here  it  hath  its  troubles  as  down  yonder ; 
Masses  might  oil  them  over  on  the  spot 
And  supple  the  sting's  barb ;  it  lies  not  deep. 

CONFESSOR. 

No,  no ;  far  different  is  their  ordinance. 

COUNT  CENCI. 

Well,  I  believe  it :  let  us  say  no  more. 

CONFESSOR. 

Best  so,  my  son !     Sweet,  sweet  is  resignation. 
Three  hundred  thousand  crowns  have  overlaid 
Some  gross  enormities :  stifled  they  lie. 
No  whisper  over  them :  the  Pope's  right  hand 
Hath  wiped  the  record  from  the  Book  of  Life. 

COUNT  CENCI. 

Are  you  quite  sure  ? 
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CONFESSOR. 

Infallibility 
Declares  it. 

COUNT  CENCT. 

Bless  infallibility  ! 

CONFESSOR. 

Sin  not^  my  son !  but^  sinning^  strait  confess 
And  stand  absolved. 

COUNT  CENCr. 

Plague  me  no  more.     I  have 
Confest.     The  wish .  .  again  I  swear . .  is  odious. 

CONFESSOR. 

The  very  thought  confounds  and  petrifies  me. 
Ten  yokes  of  oxen,  fifty  casks  of  wine 
(Were  it  Orvieto),  scarcely  would  eflace 
Such  scandal. 

COUNT  CENCI. 

I  have  played  away  the  worth 
Of  those  ten  yokes,  those  fifty  casks,  but  lately. 
And  therefore  have  not  now  wherewith  .  .  . 

CONFESSOR. 

Tliesin 
Of  gambling  is,  alas !  worse  .  .  worse  than  all. 
{After  a  pause,)  If  you  will  have  the  peach . .  why,  have  the 

peach; 
But  pay  for  it :  the  crab  and  sloe  come  cheaper. 
Costly  or  vile,  ^tis  better  to  abstain. 

[Confessor  goes  out,  the  Ck>nirr  remaint, 
COUNT  CENCI  {alone). 

There  must  be  (since  all  fear  it)  pains  below. 

But  how  anotlier's  back  can  pass  for  mine. 

Or  how  the  scourge  be  softenM  into  down 

By  holy  water,  puzzles  me :  no  drop 

Is  there ;  and  nothing  holy.     Doubt  I  will. 

Now,  can  these  fellows  in  their  hearts  believe 

What  they  would  teach  us  ?     Yes ;  they  must.     Methiuks 

I  have  some  courage :  I  dare  many  things. 

Most  things ;  yet  were  I  certain  1  should  fall 

Into  a  lion's  jaws  at  close  of  day 

If  I  went  on,  I  should  be  loth  to  go, 
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Altho  some  nightcap  from  some  booth  well  barr'd 

Opens  a  window,  crying  Never  fear  I 

Is  there  no  likeness  ?     Theirs  is  the  look-out. 

They  toss  my  sins  on  shoulder  readily; 

Are  they  quite  sure  they  can  as  readily 

Shuffle  them  ofiF  again  ?    They  catch  our  pouch. 

The  price,  the  stipulated  price,  I  pay ; 

Will  the  receiver  be  as  prompt  to  them  ? 

May  not  he  question  them  ?     Well !  there  are  gone 

Three  hundred  thousand  crowns ;  and  more  must  go ; 

I  shall  cry  qu,it9  .  .  but  what  will  their  cry  be  ? 

When  time  is  over,  none  can  ask  for  time ; 

Payment  must  come  .  .  and  these  must  pay,  not  I. 

'Three  hundred  thousand  crowns,'  runs  my  receipt, 

'  Holiness  and  Infallibility ' 

At  bottom.     I  am  safe :  the  firm  is  good. 

If  the  wax  burn  their  fingers,  let  them  blow 

And  cool  it :  there  it  sticks  :  my  part  is  done. 

SCENE  II. 
Beatrice  Cenci  a%d  her  Aja  Marqarita. 

MAROARITA. 

Blessed  be  Saint  Remigio !     This  day  year. 
This  his  own  day,  was  held  the  marriage-feast 
Within  our  castle-walls,  which  always  frown'd 
Till  then,  and  never  since  smiled  heartily. 

BEATRICE. 

We  have  been  very  happy,  Margarita, 
Before  and  since. 

MARGARITA. 

I  want  another  feast ; 
I  yearn ;  and  you  must  give  it,  lady  mine. 

BEATRICE. 

My  father  can  alone  ordain  a  feast 

Other  than  what  this  pleasant  vintage-time 

Always  brings  round.  ^ 

MAROARITA. 

Things  are  got  ready  soon. 
Your  sister  for  her  bridal  festival 
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Borrowed  some  vases  filled  with  citrou-trees 

Prom  those  who  brought  the  chaplets.     Signor  Conte 

Has  not  one  citron-tree,  one  orange-bush, 

One  lemon,  one  trained  jessamine  :  he  never 

Has  prickt  his  finger  with  bare  lavender. 

To  curse  it.     Rowers  and  music  he  abhors. 

And  how  he  hated  those  dull  nightingales  ! 

Indeed  they  are  too  tiresome  :  what  think  you  ? 

BEATRICE. 

If  their  sweet  sorrow  overshadows  mine 
I  ought  to  love  them  for  it,  and  I  do. 
I  have  not  always  thought  them  melancholy ; 
'Tis  but  of  late ;  and  gayer  things  are  worse. 

MABOARITA. 

You  were  less  childish  when  you  were  a  child. 
However,  flowers  you  cull  as  formerly 
And  put  them  in  your  bosom. 

BEATRICE. 

They  are  cool. 

MARGARITA. 

Are  they  ?     Some  too  are  sweet.     The  Count  is  caught 
By  fragrance ;  not  their  vulgar  fragrance ;  gloves. 
Gloves  I  have  seen  (no  matches  though)  that  smelt 
Deliciously,  about  his  private  room. 
But  music !  we  keep  music  to  ourselves. 
And  close  the  door  upon  it,  like  the  plague. 
Make  last  year  this.     I  did  believe,  I  did 
Indeed,  that  you  could  better  understand 
My  meaning. 

BEATRICE. 

I  have  understood  it  well. 
But  dare  not  ask  my  father  anything ; 
It  is  undaughterly,  unmaidenly. 
To  ask  for  a  carousal  or  a  dance. 
My  sister  and  my  brother  may  suggest 
More  properly  what  might  entice  our  friends* 

HABOARITA. 

I  doubt  it.     One  enticement,  one  alone. 
Depends  on  you.     Marry,  my  pretty  dove  ! 


494        THE  LAST  FRUIT  OFF  AN  OLD  TREE. 

BEATRICE. 

Marry  ?  and  whom  ? 

MARQARTTA. 

Have  you  forgotten  all 
Who  drank  the  vintage  of  the  year  before 
To  make  (they  said)  room  for  last  year's  ? 

BEATRICE. 

In  truth 
I  hardly  know  their  names.     I  sat  not  with  'em 
At  supper  or  at  dinner  or  at  dance  .  . 
Although  at  dance  I  was,  but  placed  apart, 
"With  you  beside  me,  pleas'd  not  quite  so  well. 

MARGARITA. 

May-be.     But  you  saw  all,  and  all  saw  you. 

BEATRICE. 

May-be  that  too.     I  saw  them  all,  and  lookt 
With  joy  upon  them :  whether  they  saw  nie 
I  know  not,  heed  not :  'twas  enough  that  joy 
Seem'd  universal. 

MARGARITA. 

But  among  the  guests 
Could  not  you  name  one  name  ? 

BEATRICE. 

Perhaps  I  could. 
And  more  than  one,  give  me  but  time  to  think. 

MARGARITA. 

None  yet  ?  none  ?    Let  me  call  them  over  then. 

Don  Beppo,  Don  OUnto,  Don  Olimpio, 

Don  Prospero-Lconzio  Buffalmacco, 

Don  Cane  della  Scala,  Don  Gatteschi, 

Don  Tissaferne,  Don  Ambrogio, 

Don  Michel- Angiolo,  Don  Angiolo 

Without  the  Michel  .  .  . 

BEATRICE. 

Take  your  breath,  dear  Aja. 
They  weary  you.     Suppose  we  leave  the  rest. 
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liARGARITA. 

Don  Carlo,  Don  Ferrante,  Don  Camillo, 

Don  Agostino  Pecore,  Don  Gallo, 

Don  Pio-Maria-Giuseppe  Squarcialupi, 

Don  Innocenzio-Flavio  Cinghialone, 

Don  Neri,  Don  Petruccio,  Don  Giuliano, 

Don  Tito,  Don  Trajano,  Don  Aurelio, 

Three  pretty  brothers,  save  Aurelio's  eye, 

A  little  red  about  it,  and  Trajano^s 

Swerving  a  little,  but  as  black  as  jet. 

And  bright  as  dagger  drawn  out  overnight 

And  seen  to,  and  fresh-whetted  for  revenge. 

Your  noble  father  hath  such  furniture. 

Stored  where  you  children  might  not  hurt  yourselves. 

Not  in  the  armoury,  but  close  behind 

Old  breviaries  and  missals,  and  among 

The  holy  relics  that  preserve  the  house. 

Frightening  the  demons  from  it  night  and  day. 

BEATRICE. 

Oh !  rather  run  through  fifty  names  than  tell 
Such  stories. 

MARGARITA. 

Fifty !  aye,  there  were  threescore, 
Or  near  upon  it  .  .  men,  I  mean ;  we  women 
Here  count  for  nothing. 

BEATRICE. 

Not  in  dance  ? 

liARGARITA. 

They  all 
Had  partners ;  that  is  certain ;  but  what  then  ? 

BEATRICE. 

Tou  seem  to  have  collected  a  whole  host 
Of  the  young  men ;  the  ladies  you  forget. 

MARGARITA. 

Even  less  worth  remembrance. 

BEATRICE. 

Some  were  lovely. 
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MABOABITA. 

I  saw  no  loveliness;  and  why  should  you. 
Whom  such  girls  envy. 

BEATBICX. 

Envy  me?  \  shared 
No  partner.    Only  one,  and  she  but  once 
LooKt  at  me :  'twas  when  I  had  clapt  my  hands 
After  that  pretty  song ;  which  then  she  bade 
Her  lover  bring  me,  and  you  snatcht  away. 

MARQAAITA. 

Such  silly  words ! 

BBiLTBICS. 

Yes;  but  sung  plaintively. 
I  wish  I  sang  as  well. 

UARQABITA. 

Try  then  once  more. 

BEATBICE. 

You  call  them  silly;  so  indeed  they  are. 

UABQARITA. 

Songs  sound  the  sweeter  in  the  solitude 
Of  sense. 

BEATRICE. 

Who  wrote  them  ? 

MAROARITA. 

Some  young  idle  boy. 
Who  should  be  whipt  for  ms  eflTrontery. 
Begin ;  or  you  will  nave  more  ears  about. 

BEATRICE. 

I  have  no  heart  to  sing  it. 

HAROARITA. 

Then  will  I. 

What  says  the  dove  on  yonder  tree  1 
Coo  coo  .  .  and  only  a  coo  coo  t 

I  hear  aa  plain  as  plain  can  be, 
Poor  restlees  bird  !  come/  come/  do/  do/ 
The  words  I  often  said  to  you. 
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If  blushes  pain  not,  be  afhamed 

A  bird  bath  caught  the  sounds  from  me, 

While  you,  by  that  mild  teacher  blamed, 
Have  yet  to  learn  by  heart  what  he 
Repeats  so  well,  so  tenderly. 

BEATRICE. 

O  thank  jou !  dearest  Margarita^  thank  you ! 
You  sang  them  with  such  tenderness ;  you  made 
The  most  of  them. 

liARQARITA. 

I  made  them  all  they  are. 
Let  me  go  on  while  memory  is  at  hand, 
Or  half  the  signers  will  slip  through  my  fingers. 

BEATRICE. 

How  good  you  are !  but  are  you  not  quite  tired  ? 

MARGARITA. 

Now  you  have  put  me  out.     Peace !  let  me  try. 

Don  Sigismondo  with  his  twin  Goffredo, 

Don  Serafino,  Don  Serafico, 

Don  Sant-Elizabetta,  Don  Santa- Ann, 

Don  Beatifico,  Don  Ipsilante  .  . 

BEATRICE. 

OAja! 

MARGARITA. 

So !  the  shoe  then  pinches  there  ? 

BEATRICE. 

Bather  go  on  than  say  it.     "Who  is  he  ? 

MARGARITA. 

No  very  proper  man.     I  might  have  run 
A  furlong  fiuiiher  with  more  likelihood. 
Don  Biagio,  Don  Cristofano,  Don  Biuo, 
Don  Agostino,  Don  Teodosio, 
Don  Mario,  Don  Bastiano,  Don  Eufemio, 
Don  Giorgio,  Don  Giorgione,  Don  Silvestro, 
Don  Gasparo,  Don  Stefano,  Don  Gino. 

BEATRICE. 

O  what  a  river  full  of  sparkling  bubbles ! 
Will  the  stream  never  end  ? 
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MABOAIUTA. 

Not  yet  awhile. 
Don  Cinque-Pesci,  Don  Maria-Balbo, 
Don  Eomolo,  Don  Cino,  Don  Gieronimo, 
Don  Tertnlliano  (Teresina's  brother), 
Don  Opobalsamo-di-Caritade^ 
Don  Bomualdo,  Don  Bieupero, 
Don  Unigenito  Gino  Cappone, 
Don  Amoroo-Ghilateso  Stella, 
Don  Braccioforte,  Don  Pacifico, 
Don  Bacio-Santa-Croce  CScciaporci, 
Don  Carl-Onofrio-Gru  de'  Beccafichi. 

BEATRICE. 

0  the  strange  names! 

MARGARITA. 

Men  never  choose  their  own. 
But  take  them  as  they're  given,  to  show  Saint  Peter, 
Who  knows  their  water-mark  and  lets  them  pass. 

BEATRIC7E. 

No  doubt  of  that  .  .  and  we  may  let  them  too« 

MARQARITA. 

Wait,  wait  a  moment :  here  are  some  few  more. 
Don  Luca,  Don  Abele,  Don  Marino, 
Don  Sosimo,  Don  Zeno,  Don  Camillo, 
Don  Loretano  (heir  of  Don  Fulgenzio), 
Don  Curio  de  Montaspro,  Don  Pasquale. 

BEATRICE. 

What  an  interminable  waste  of  names ! 
Are  not  the  grilli  of  last  year  gone  by  ? 

MAROARITA. 

Nearly.     Sandrino,  Piero,  and  Cirillo ; 
The  two  first  are,  the  other  should  be,  poor. 
Noble,  but  wanting  pride,  and  shunning  friends. 

BEATRICE. 

Cirillo !  sure  'twas  he  that  sate  beside 

Tlie  little  girl  whose  arms  and  legs  were  burnt 

So  sadly. 
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MABOAKITA. 

Hideously,  most  hideously. 
Her  mother  left  her  by  the  fire  alone 
In  infancy. 

BEATRICB. 

Alone  he  sate  with  her 
On  a  long  barrel. 

Heeding  not  who  langht 
Outrageously. 

BEATRICE. 

I  saw  them^  I  saw  Aim  .  . 
And  could  have  kist  him  .  .  had  he  been  my  brother  •  . 

MABQASITA. 

And  rather  handsomer. 

BEATRICE. 

Could  he  be  that  ? 

MARGARITA. 

So !  Does  the  pin  stick  there  ?   aye,  to  the  head. 

BEATRICE. 

I  ought  to  love  him :  but  we  never  love 

(I  do  believe)  the  only  men  we  ought, 

Or  not  as  we  should  love  them  if  we  might. 

MARGARITA. 

He  would  not  join  the  party :  no,  not  he, 
Nor  ofifer,  where  'twas  proper,  one  salute : 
That  ugly  barrel  and  that  uglier  child 
Besotted  him ;  he  staid  there  to  the  last. 
Pride !  no ;  'twas  worse ;  'twas  sheer  rusticity. 
Thinking  of  him,  six  better  men  escaped  me. 
Don  Mario,  Don  Virgilio,  Don  Matteo, 
Don  Beppo,  Don  Simoni,  Don  Marziale, 
Brother  of  Donna . .  stay  . .  Donna  Lucrezia, 
Who  ran  away  from  home,  and  was  pursued 
Somewhat  too  late,  caught,  and  let  loose  again, 
A  virgin,  a  pure  virgin,  to  the  last. 
Eeady  to  swear  it  were  three  witnesses. 
Her  father,  and  her  husband,  and  herself: 
No  law-court  can  refuse  three  witnesses. 
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BEATRICE. 

One  surely  is  enough  where  honor  is. 
Prythee  no  more  about  her. 

MASaABITA. 

Don  Marziale 
Called  out  the  vile  betrayer,  but  in  vain ; 
He  fled;  and  that  same  week  another  won 
The  lovely  prize,  and  wears  it  to  this  day. 
At  least  a  part  of  it,  a  husband's  part. 

BEATRICE. 

0  Aja !  what  is  this  ?  what  words  are  those  ? 
But . .  hath  she  turned  her  face  to  God,  and  Grod 
His  face  to  her  ?     May  it  be  thus  1  Forgive, 

0  blessed  Saint  Bemigio  !  and  do  thou 
Thrice-blessed  Virgin,  purer  than  Heaven's  light. 
My  wicked  thought !     Thy  countenance  was  tum'd 
One  moment  from  me.     In  one  moment  sin 
Bursts  through  our  frail  embankment,  and  engulphs 
All  superstructure  human  strength  can  raise. 

MARGARITA. 

Mad  art  thou,  or  inspired  ? 

BEATRICE. 

Mad,  mad,  I  was, 
But  now,  with  contrite  heart,  am  calm  again. 

MARGARITA. 

1  do  believe  I  am  as  good  as  most. 
If  you  are  better,  I  am  wiser,  child ! 

I  say  as  many  prayers,  and  know  more  ways 
Of  happiness.     Among  these  vacant  I 
Choose  one  . .  or  two  at  most.     There  are  indeed 
Who  think  one  better ;  and  they  may  be  right. 
Our  mother  Church,  long-suffering  and  indulgent. 
Would  rather  tie  two  knots  than  sever  one. 
You  ponder  on  these  things  without  one  word. 

BEATRICE. 

I  dare  not  utter  one ;  I  scarce  dare  ponder. 

MARGARITA. 

It  is  all  right,  if  we  will  only  think  so. 
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BEATRICE. 

Trae^  true . .  but  do  not  make  me  think  about  it. 

MABOARITA. 

No,  child,  while  there  are  those  who  think  for  us. 
And  have  much  broader  backs  and  tougher  hides, 
Fireproof,  and  tongues  that  charm  the  devil  ofiF. 
I  like  to  take  all  good  men  at  their  word. 
Without  a  scruple  or  suspicion.     Thought 
Is  uphill  work  :  many  its  paths,  few  smooth; 
Let  others  trudge  ^em  while  we  two  sit  still . . 
Sit  still  we  may,  but  not  sit  quite  so  grave. 
I  must  not  let  you  look  at  me  demurely 
On  such  a  day  as  this.     My  lord  last  year 
Admitted,  as  all  other  lords  are  wont. 
His  contadini,  married  and  unmarried. 
To  dance  upon  the  terrace  with  the  great. 
Will  he  to-night? 

BEATRICE. 

I  hope  he  may. 


The  great  are  absent. 


MARGARITA. 

Why  hope  it  ? 


BEATRICE. 

Yet  without  the  great 
The  lowly  may  be  happy,  at  small  cost. 
Good-morrow  orightens  the  whole  day  to  them. 
Good-night  brings  early  rest  and  hopeful  dreams  : 
A  friendly  word,  a  gentle  look,  is  more 
From  one  above  than  twenty  truer  ones 
From  those  who  merit  best  the  peasant^s  love. 

MARGARITA. 

Whimsical  girl !  wliimsicai  more  than  ever ! 
I  have  seen  tears  faU  on  this  dimpled  hand 
When  it  had  graspt  the  sunburnt  hairy  one. 
And  would  not  let  it  go,  altho  I  chided; 
I  have  seen  you  stand  a-tip-toe  to  return 
The  kiss  imprinted  on  it,  when  the  face 
Was  decently  averted,  whether  man's 
Or  woman's ;  for  the  Count  had  been  enraged. 
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BEATRICB. 

Stem  he  may  be ;  but  crael  no,  not  that. 

KARGARITA. 

Propriety !  maintain  propriety  I 

Minor  transgressions  every  one  forgives. 

We  must  not  let  the  humble  spring  too  high. 

BEATRICE. 

Nor  sink  too  low.     God  gave  us  hearts  for  theirs 
To  rest  upon,  and  formM  them  not  of  stone. 

KARGARITA. 

This  now,  this  brings  me  back  again.    Come,  talk 
Bationally  with  me  . .  In  this  afternoon 
My  lord  your  father,  as  you  know,  returns. 

BKATmcB. 

Happier  I  may  be;  not  much  happier : 
Tor  when  he  saw  me  last,  now  some  months  since. 
He  took  me  on  his  knee,  then  pusht  me  off. 
Suddenly,  strangely ;  stampt,  and  left  the  room. 

HARaARITA. 

Is  this  worth  crying  for  ? 

BEATRICE. 

I  think  it  is. 

KABGARITA. 

He  may  have  thought  of  somebody  at  Some 
As  pretty  in  his  eyes,  and  not  unlike. 

BEATRICE. 

Should  he  not  love  me  more  then  for  her  sake  ? 

MARGARITA. 

Men  are  odd  creatures ;  what  they  should  they  don't. 
And  what  they  should  not,  sure  enough,  they  do. 
How  would  you  like  a  stepmother? 

BEATRICE. 

If  young 
I  should  so  like  her  t     We  would  play  together 
All  day,  all  night. 
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31UI01.RITA. 

Simpleton ! 

BEATRICE. 

We  would  toss 
3ses  in  summer^  daffodils  in  springs 
ito  each  other's  faces :  if  they  struck 
le  eyes,  0  then  what  kisses  1  what  protests 
e  were  not  hurt !     The  saints  would  all  forgive, 
know  the  names  of  many  good  to  us 
oung  girls^  and  miadful  they  were  girls  themselves. 

MAROARTTA. 

Tiat  fancy  strikes  you  now  ? 

BEATRIOS. 

One  strange  and  wild. 
)me  say  my  mother  lives.     It  can  not  be ; 
have  not  seen  her  many  many  days, 
year  almost. 

MARGARITA. 

Stepmother,  you  should  say. 

BEATRICE. 

«pmother  !  what  can  that  be  else  than  mother  ? 

le  loved  me,  and  wept  over  me.     She  rests, 

'.  trust)  with  God.    Another  may  console  me, 

'  she  prevail  with  Him  to  send  another. 

'.J  own,  who  waved  me  in  her  arms  to  sleep, 

Duld  not  have  loved  me  better  than  the  last. 

Tien  did  she  die  ?  and  where  ?     Not  here,  we  know ; 

0  funeral  was  here ;  no  sadder  looks 

lian  usual  in  the  poor  good  villagers . . 

b11  me  :  it  happened  while  I  was  away  ? . 

MARQARITA. 

seless  to  ask  for  what  we  cannot  know, 
nd  what,  if  we  could  know  it,  might  do  harm, 
obody  here  dares  stir  where  the  Count's  feet 
'ove  softly,  nobody  his  steps  espy. 

BEATRICE. 

ow  prudent  and  how  gentle  the  reproof ! 
ut .  •  could  I  hear  my  mother  were  alive  I 
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MARGARITA. 

Your  brothers,  both  are  living,  tho  afar. 
She  may  be  too,  and  nearer.' 


« 


BEATRICE. 

Grant  it,  Heaven ! 
Was  it  not  wicked  then  to  think  of  joy 
With  one  who  soon  might  take  her  vacant  place ; 
To  think  of  smiles  and  games  where  tears  were  shed. 
Perhaps  for  me  too,  since  mine  also  fell  ? 

0  !  it  was  wicked.     Mother !  pray  for  me ! 
Both  mothers !  pray  for  me  1     Let  not  my  grief 
Disturb  your  bliss !  bear  up  my  prayer  on  yours  ! 

MARGARITA. 

Make  me  not  dismal.     Prayers  are  excellent 
In  the  right  place.     Seven  are  the  sacraments, 
And  of  all  seven,  marriage  is  the  best : 
This  lies  before  you;  some  are  past,  some  wait. 
Let  us  return  to  thoughts  far  pleasanter ; 

1  do  not  mean  of  saints  and  patronesses  .  . 
Another,  and  no  saint,  but  a  mama. 

Might  wish  you  married ;  sure  your  father  would. 

BEATRICE. 

If  ever  I  should  marry  .  .  but  I  feel 
I  never  shall .  .  so  let  me  say  no  more. 

MARGARITA. 

Were  my  ears  open  to  catch  wind  and  cold 
Like  this,  my  Lady  Beatrice  ?     Sppak ; 
Say  something;  to  the  purpose,  if  you  can. 
But  something. 

BEATRICE. 

Should  one  love  me,  may  that  one 
Be  better,  wiser,  older  1 

MARGARITA. 

Hush  I  hush !  hush  1 
Wiser,  and  no  harm  done.     Older !     God's  peace ! 
Well,  certainly  sixteen  is  somewhat  yoimg 

*  She  lived  impriBoned.    The  whole  family  were  kept  separated. 


FIVE   SCENES.  505 

For  bridegroom  .  .  but  no  help  for  it,  no  harm. 
Past  all  endurance. 

BEATRICE. 

I  may  hope  to  live 
A  few  years  longer ;  and  should  Heaven  bestow 
One  many  older  yet,  who  truly  loves. 
He  will  love  wisely :  he  will  see  in  me 
Much  to  correct  with  calmer  eyes  than  mine. 

MAROABTTA. 

Aye ;  some  old  creature.     He  would  find  out  faults. 
Or  make  them  for  you.     Never  let  young  blood 
Be  frozen,  or  (Madonna  !)  it  will  burst 
With  such  a  crack  as  never  shepherd  heard 
In  early  spring  o'er  tarn  on  Appennine. 

BEATRICE. 

We  will  not  talk  about  what  will  not  be. 

MAROARITA. 

Hark !     Was  not  that  the  bugle  ?    There  again ! 
Haste,  haste  upstairs  .  .  dress  yourself  handsomely  .  . 
The  Count  is  coming. 

BEATRICE. 

I  will  dress  myself 
To  please  him ;  but  with  arms  about  his  neck 
First  crave  his  blessing.     Loose  me ;  let  me  run. 


SCENE  III. 
Count,  Steward,  Peasants,  Beatrice. 

COUNT. 

They  might  do  something  better,  I  should  think. 
Than  sing  o*  Sundays.     I  am  quite  dog-tired 
With  this  hard  ride. 

STEWARD. 

Indeed,  my  lord,  you  seem. 
Despite  of  youth  as  ever  on  your  side. 
Wearied  and  ill  at  ease.     The  ride  is  long : 
Strong  as  they  are,  alert  as  are  the  grooms. 
The  horses  must  have  suffered  this  hot  day. 
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CfOUWT. 

My  horses  are  half-dead  as  well  as  I : 

Bravely  they  mounted  the  last  hill,  however. 

At  sight  of  stable  :  all  that  was  not  smoke 

Was  froth ;  the  bits  had  bnmt  your  hand  to  touch. 

8TEWABD. 

Too  weak  to  battle  with  the  flies,  outstretcht 

Lies  every  groom,  his  hat  upon  his  face. 

In  the  thin  shade  dropt  from  the  grange's  eaves. 

COUNT. 

Swill'd  with  unwater'd  wine. 

STEWARD, 

No  time  or  heart 
Had  they  to  lift  the  bucket  from  the  well. 

COUNT. 

I  have  a  mind  to  whip  them  up  again. 
Their  liveries  look  already  like  the  litter. 
The  silver  tarnisht,  and  the  scarlet  dim 
As  the  last  musty  medlar  of  the  year. 
What  can  those  idlers  yonder  want  of  me  P 
What  do  they  here  ? 

STEWARD. 

My  gentle  lord,  permit 
Those  who  have  laboured  all  the  week  apart. 
To  meet  upon  the  blessedest  of  days 
After  due  service ;  to  inquire  how  fares 
The  sick  at  home ;  to  slip  the  thin  brass  coin 
Into  the  creviced  box  their  priest  shakes  round. 
That  the  soul  suffer  not  for  lack  of  mass. 
What  other  day  for  distant  friends  to  hear 
The  weal  or  woe  that  swells  the  breast  with  joy 
Or  sinks  with  grief?     In  either  case,  it  pours 
Its  fulness  forth  before  His  awful  throne 
Whose  will  they  are. 

OOUITP, 

No  preaching,  sir,  for  me. 
A  mass,  and  welcome  .  .  twice  or  thrice  t-year  . , 
The  Church  requires  it :  what  the  Church  requires 
I  do  .  .  or  pay  for  what  is  left  undone. 
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ITuning  of  imatrvmenU  is  heard. 

Crack  me  those  strings  I  stop  me  that  fellow's  breath 
Who  blows  his  fife  so  fitfully  I     To  hear 
Those  chords  and  canes,  sure  were  enough  without 
What  they  call  tuning :  that  is  worst  of  all .  .  . 

STEWARD. 

Most  gracious  Signer  Conte  I  it  may  please 
My  Lady  Beatrice. 

COUNT. 

Let  the  fools 
Tickle  their  strings,  and  twist  their  lips.     Set  on  ! 

[steward  gives  a  ngtL    peasanib  ekant. 

Can  any  be  both  great  and  gay  f 

Then  may  our  lord  be  all  Ms  life : 
We  halve  it  with  him  this  one  day. 

Who  bring  the  lute  to  wed  the  fife^ 

We  wish  no  feast :  above  our  heads 

Swell  the  rich  cluaters  of  the  vine : 
No  lamps  wish  we  :  behold,  there  spreads 

Her  robe  of  stars  the  jessamine. 

We  have  not  many  songs  to  sing. 

And  those  we  have  are  sadly  dull ; 
The  livelier  all  wore  made  for  spring, 

When  hopes  are  fresh  and  hearts  are  fulL 

We  must  not  mind  the  cruel  tale 

Old  rhymers  from  old  books  relate, 
About  the  blood  on  nightingale. 

Who  comes  each  year  and  sings  her  fate. 

She  now  is  gone ;  but  happier  love 

Attends  the  bird  that  yet  remains ; 
Attends  the  chaste,  the  constant  dove, 

And  soothes  (if  pains  she  know)  her  pains. 

Sweet  were  the  flowers  May  reared  for  June 

To  kiss,  and  you  to  find  and  cull ; 
Sweeter  the  fruits  the  vintage-moon 

Ripens,  with  gold-red  radiance  full. 

0  lady  !  much  is  yours  to  grant  .  . 

Bride-cake,  and  ribands,  rest  within !  .  . 
A  smile  to  rule  our  dance  we  want, 

A  nod  to  tune  our  violin. 

To-morrow  we  prepare  to  heap 

With  heavy  grapes  the  cresiung  wane ; 
The  hearts  the  last  year's  bride  made  leap, 

For  you  this  year  shall  leap  again. 
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BEATRICE. 

Kind  friends !  my  father  would  not  lose  both  daughters 
So  near  together.     Some  years  yet  must  pass 
Before  we  think  about  it. 

COUNT. 

Send  them  off. 
What  insolence  1  to  mix  in  my  concerns  1 
My  Beatrice !  thou  wert  ever  fond 
Of  chattering  with  the  peasants.     Very  wrong  .  . 
Whimper  not;  but  look  up. 

BEATRICE. 

Could  it  be  wrong  ? 

COUNT. 

Early  in  childhood  very  wrong  'twere  not. 

And  more  another's  fault  than  thine,  perhaps  .  . 

Nay,  be  not  vext,  my  prettiest,  overmuch. 

BEATRICE. 

Kind  father !  this  is,  yes,  indeed,  too  kind. 

COUNT  (to  STEWARD.) 

I  would  not  have  them  look  upon  me  now. 

Or  they  might  think  me  weak.     They  may  have  heard 

The  idle  name  I  called  her.     Spake  1  loud  ? 

Did  they;  dost  thou  imagine  ?   Plagues  upon  'em ! 

STEWARD. 

All  call  her  so. 

COUNT. 

How  dare  they  ? 

STEWARD. 

They  all  love  her; 
Fathers  the  most  of  all,  I  do  believe. 

COUNT. 

Send  them  away.     Off  with  them  all.     Begone ! 
Off  with  you ! 

{To  the  STEWARD.) 

Give  the  fools  some  bread  and  wine. 
And  send  them  back. 

BEATRICE. 

Dear  father !  let  them  stay 
A  little  while.     They  may  do  more  than  I 
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In  cheering  you !   They  may  remind  you,  sir. 
Of  last  yeji's  festival.    Look  now,  and  see 
If  you  miss  any. 

COUNT. 

Oxen,  horses,  mules. 
We  count. 

BEATRICE. 

Dear  creatures !  yes. 

COUNT. 

Enough,  if  those. 

BEATBIOE. 

Here  only  two  are  wanting,  girls  I  mean. 
Beppina  you  permitted  to  be  married. 
And  poor  Cristina  wastes  away  .  . 

COUNT. 

For  love. 
No  doubt  .  .  Let  her  too  go. 

BEATRICE. 

Alas!  alas! 
She  will  be  gone,  and  soon.     She  caught  the  fever 
From  her  old  mother. 

COUNT. 

Of  what  name  ? 

BEATRICE. 

Her  own. 
The  lame  Cristina,  who  brought  strawberries 
From  the  hill-side,  when  sister  and  myself 
Lay,  as  she  lies,  in  fever. 

COUNT. 

Was  it  she 
Who  made  the  butter  ? 

BEATRICE. 

0,  how  glad  I  am 
You  recollect  her ! 

COUNT. 

If  her  girl  is  sick 
She  can  not  make  it :  if  she  could,  for  me 
No  butter  from  a  house  where  folks  are  sick. 
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Betum  we,  Beatrice ;  I  am  tired ; 
I  have  not  slept  since  dinner. 

BEATRICE. 

Father  dear ! 
May  sleep  refresh  you  more  than  dinner  did. 
And  not  oe  sent  away  from  you  so  soon ! 


SCENE  IV. 

Beatrice  and  the  Pofe. 

CLEMENT. 

Who  art  thou  ?  and  what  art  thou  ? 

BEATRICE. 

What  I  am 
I  dare  not  utter,  holy  father !    Tears 
The  bitterest  ever  shed  from  sleepless  eye 
Announce  me :  none  so  wretched  I  none  so  lost ! 

CLEMENT. 

Thy  name  ? 

BEATRICE. 

'Tis  Beatrice. 

CLEMENT. 

Thy  surname  ? 

BEATRICE. 

Was  .  .  . 

CLEMENT. 

Speak,  thou  sobbing  fool !   Then  speak  will 
Cenci.    No  doubt  thou  gladly  wouldst  forget 
Thy  father's  name;  it  bums  into  thy  soul; 
Thou  canst  not  shake  it  oflF,  thou  canst  not  quench  it. 
Thou,  ere  thou  camest  hither,  didst  forget 
ITiou  wert  his  child.    What  wouldst  thou  urge  thereon ' 

BEATRICE. 

Never  did  I  forget  he  was  my  father; 

He  did  forget  .  .  foi^et  .  .  I  was  his  child. 
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CXCMENT. 

Passionate  tears  drop  from  rmholy  lids 

More  often  than  from  holy.     The  best  men 

May  chide  their  children;  may  dislike;  may  hate  .  •  . 

BEATRICE. 

Oh^  had  he  hated  me ! 

CLBianrr. 

Perverse!  perverse! 
Bold  interrupter  of  my  speech,  vouchsafed 
To  lead  thee  from  the  wandering  of  thy  thoughts. 
I  would  have  said,  where  daughters  are  untoward^ 
Chiefly  where  they  are  wanton,  sires  may  hate. 

BEATRICE. 

Urge  not  that  fault,  0  holy  father !  spare  it ! 

CLEMENT. 

I  thought  so.     I  toill  spare  it.     There  are  more. 

Not  only  hast  thou  with  that  little  hand 

Transfixt  the  breast  which  cherisht  thee  .  .  Ay,  shriek ! 

Stamp,  spread  the  floor  as  'twere  with  yellow  straw  .  . 

Here  are  no  youths  to  gather  that  fine  gold. 

And  treasure  it,  and  gloat  on  it  unseen. 

Not  only  hast  thou  done  so,  but  hast  torn 

Thy  ancient  house  from  its  foundation.     Crime, 

Like  lightning,  at  one  stroke  pierces  the  roof 

And  penetrates  the  obscurest  stone  below. 

Ay,  writhe,  groan,  beat  thy  bosom,  dim  the  light 

Of  those  vain  ringlets  witn  those  tears  as  vain ; 

All,  all,  shall  not  avail  thee. 

BEATRICE. 

Naught  availed 
They  all,  nor  ever  can  avail  me  now. 

CLEMENT. 

I  said  it.     But  thy  house  must  sufl'er  shame. 
Which  timely  full  confession  may  avert. 

BEATRICE. 

Alas !  alas !  no,  holy  father  1  no. 
But  darken  it  for  ever.     Save  a  branch 
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From  the  sad  rot  that  eats  into  it ;  bid 
My  sister  live,  my  brother  be  absolved. 

CLEMENT. 

Thou  f«u«st  an  impeachment  of  thy  guflt 
From  kindred  tongues. 

BEATRICE. 

Fear  is  too  weak  to  reach 
An  agony  like  mine.     I  once  did  fear. 
And  when  that  fear  was  over,  courage  came 
With  heavenly  power;  courage  that  showed  the  tomb, 
But  not  dishonour  opening  it. 

CLEMENT. 

Again? 
Maniac !  again  ?     Well  shriekest  thou  dishonor , 
And  tumest  (what  none  ever  did  before) 
Thy  back  on  me.     Shame,  shame,  thou  insolent ! 
I  have  no  patience  with  a  wench  so  wild. 
So  wicked  .  .  setting  this  last  scorn  aside  .  . 
Enough  that  I  have  heard  thee ;  to  forgive 
Were  impious. 

BEATRICE. 

Yet  the  Son  of  God  besought 
The  Father  to  forgive  his  murderers. 

CLEMENT. 

Darest  thou  utter  the  word  Father,  wretch  ? 

BEATRICE. 

Yes,  yes,  that  Father ;  and  that  Father  hears  : 
That  Father  knows  my  innocence. 

CLEMENT. 

He  knows  it. 
And  I,  and  all  the  city.     What  then  brought  thee 
Before  this  footstool,  at  our  throne  of  grace  ? 
For  pardon  ?  pardon  of  a  parricide  ? 
And  opens  not  the  earth  beneath  thy  feet  I 

BEATRICE. 

The  earth,  0  holy  Father !  openM  not 
Beneath  the  cross,  beneath  man's  impious  feet. 
When  God's  own  Son  was  murder'd. 
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CLEMENT. 

And  thy  tongue 
Can  speak  of  murder  P 

BEATRICE. 

Could  it  were  I  guilty  ? 
Ah !  for  that  death  none  grieves  so  bitterly 
As  I  do.     Gone !  gone  I     O  unhappy  man^ 
With  all  his  sins  upon  his  head  .  .  the  last. 
Worst,  unrepented. 

CLEMENT. 

Tkou  shalt  have  good  time 
For  tky  repentance  of  one  worse  than  all .  . 
Parriade. 

BEATRICE. 

Holy  father !  say  not  so  I 
It  tortures  me. 

CLEMENT. 

Worse  tortures  there  await 
Thy  dainty  limbs. 

BEATRICE. 

Worse  tortures  they  have  caused 
Already  than  man's  wrath  can  now  inflict. 

CLEMENT. 

We  shall  see  that,  thou  murderous  miscreant  I 

BEATRICE. 

Spare,  holy  father !  spare  reproachful  words. 

CLEMENT. 

Audacious  f  vengeance,  not  reproach,  is  mine. 
Justice,  God's  justice,  I  pronounce  against  thee. 

BEATRICE. 

Ah !  be  it  but  God's  justice !  be  it  His, 

And  there  is  mercy ;  else  what  soul  could  live  ? 

CLEMENT. 

Audacious !  here  none  argues.     When  I  speak, 
I  breathe  God's  spirit  and  proclaim  His  law. 

BEATRICE. 

Forgive  an  inadvertence  in  a  girl 

Who  hath  not  graspt  the  flowers  of  sixteen  springs. 
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Nor  held  sweet  converse  with  the  riper  age 
Of  girls  two  fingers  higher,  nor  learnt  the  ways 
Of  courtly  life ;  but  ever  bent  the  head 
O'er  breviary^  and  closed  the  gayer  leaves 
Left  open  to  engage  her,  which  had  taught 
Perhaps  some  better  customs  than  appeai^d. 

CLEMENT. 

{Pondering  abstractedly^  An  inadvertence  peradventure  ye 
Never  a  parricide  . .  Peace !  peace !     Within 
These  walls  unseemly  are  such  ecstacies. 

BEATRICE. 

Pity  me,  blessed  Virgin !  pity  me ! 

There  is  none  other  careth  for  my  grief, 

Thou  carest  for  all  sorrowers.     Hear  me,  hear  me. 

In  my  last  anguish. 

CLEMEirr. 

Tliis  is  not  thy  last. 
Halters  and  pulleys  may  uplift  those  arms 
Again,  which  thou  upliftest  impiously 
To  the  most  blessed.     Hope  from  her  is  none 
Before  confession  of  thy  heinous  crime. 
1,  I  myself  will  hear  it  (out  of  grace 
To  that  nobility  thy  father  bore) 
And  may  remit,  in  part,  the  penalty. 
Confess,  thou  obstinate  I 

BEATRICIk 

I  will  not  bear 
False  witness  . .  no,  not  even  against  myself .  * 
For  God  will  also  hear  it. 

CLEMENT. 

Get  thee  gone. 
Parricide !  hie  thee  from  my  sight.    The  rack 
Awaits  thee. 

BEATBICB. 

Holy  father !     I  have  borne 
That  rack  already  which  tears  fihal  love 
From  love  parental.     Is  there  worse  behind  ? 

CLEMENT. 

Questionest  thou  God's  image  upon  earth  ? 


PIVB  SCE^'ES.  515 


BBATRICS. 

Sire  I  I  have  questioned  God  himself,  and  askt 
How  long  shall  innocence  remain  unheard  ? 

CLEMENT. 

Saj  thou  art  gmltj^  and  thy  bonds  are  loose. 

BEATRICE. 

Oh,  holy  father  I  guilty  I  am  not. 

CLEUENT. 

Die  in  thy  sin  then  . .  unrepentant,  curst ! 

BEATRICE. 

My  sins  are  washt  away,  not  by  the  blood 
Of  him  whose  name  to  utter  were  opprobrious. 
But  by  His  blood  who  gives  you  power  to  rule 
And  me  to  suffer. 

God !  Thy  will  be  done ! 

SCENE  V. 
CITIZENS  at  a  dutance  from  the  scaffold. 

CITIZEN. 

Wouldst  thou  not  rather  look  than  talk,  good  man  ? 

OLD   MAN. 

I  can  talk  yet,  my  sight  grows  somewhat  dim ; 
Beside,  'tis  said  that  they  who  see  an  angel 
Live  not  long  after.     Surely  there  stands  one 
In  purest  wliite,  immovable  as  heaven. 
Her  hair  resplendent,  not  with  stars,  but  suns  . . 
I  would,  but  dare  not . .  yes,  once  more  must  gaze. 

ANOTHER   CITIZEN. 

Do  they  still  torture  her  ?     At  times  she  quakes. 
While  they  seem  only  speaking  very  mildly. 

ANOTHER. 

Ay,  they  speak  mildly  when  they  torture  most. 

ANOTHER. 

I  catch  no  pulley  near,  no  red-hot  iron. 

THE  NEXT. 

The  pulley  may  have  crackt,  the  iron  cool'd. 
And  they  alone  who  sufifer  it  must  see  it. 


i 
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WOMAN. 

How  pale  she  looks ! 

ANOTHER. 

She  always  did  look  pale. 
They  tell  me ;  all  the  saints,  and  all  the  good. 
And  all  the  tender-hearted,  have  lookt  pale. 
Upon  the  Mount  of  Olives  was  there  one 
Of  dawn-red  hue  even  before  that  day  ? 
Among  the  mourners  under  Calvary 
Was  there  a  cheek  the  rose  had  rested  on  P 

OLD  WOMAN. 

Is  she  alive  or  dead  ?     Oh !  I  would  give 

Half  my  day's  meal  to  be  as  tall  as  you. 

And  see  her  over  all  those  heads.     Speak,  tell  me, 

ANOTHER. 

She  looks  so  pale,  so  calm,  she  may  be  dead. 

THIRD. 

But  can  the  dead  sit  upright  ?    Tell  me  that. 

ANOTHER. 

"When  they  are  bound,  ankles  and  throat,  they  may. 

Nardi,  who  stole  the  Virgin's  rosary 

From  her  own  fingers,  stood  right  up,  although 

Eibs  were  alone  of  all  his  bones  unbroken. 

But  every  muscle  making  their  amends. 

Doubled  in  size,  and  swelled  like  snakes  about  them. 

WOMAN. 

To  rob  the  Virgin  of  her  rosary ! 
O  what  a  thief  was  he ! 

ANOTHER  WOMAN. 

Those  were  true  snakes 
That  lookt  like  muscles  coiling  round  his  bones. 
And  whence  they  came,  at  dead  of  night,  we  know. 
Ave  Maria  !  were  1  rich  as  thou. 
Thou  shouldst  not  long  look  for  thy  rosary. 

FOURTH  {to  a  cmzEN). 

Were  there  blood-spots  about  her  ?  couldst  thou  spy  ? 

CITIZEN. 

There  were  blood  spots  about  the  blessed  cross; 

Tea ;  but  whose  were  they  ?    Woe  betide  the  spilleis ! 
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THnU)  WOMAK. 

0  the  good  man  !  he  thinks  upon  the  cross  ! 
Then  thou  couldst  see  her  ? 

CITIZEN. 

I  could  see  no  more 
Thdn  marble  statue  sees ;  my  eyes  were  stiflF. 
Prythee  now  let  them  drop  their  heaviness 
Upon  this  waste,  this  scorching  waste,  of  woe ; 
Nor  stop  them,  woman,  with  that  idle  tongue. 

THIRD  WOMAV. 

0  the  rude  man ! 

FOURTH   WOMAN. 

His  huge  arms  scatter  us. 
Thick  as  we  stand,  beating  that  brawny  breast. 
Murrain  upon  those  priests ! 

CITIZEN. 

They  stood  around. 
As  these  do  here. 

FOURTH  WOMAN. 

Murrain  on  these,  on  all 
Tapsters  of  children's  blood. 

THIRD  WOMAN. 

Save  good  priest  Aldi ; 
He  lets  me  off  for  little  week  by  week. 
O  what  a  wail !     Could  it  be  hers  ?     It  fills 
The  streets,  it  overflows  the  city  walls. 
The  churches  and  their  altars,  with  one  wave. 
Huge  as  the  Red  Sea  heaved  upon  the  host 
Of  that  proud  king  .  .  who  was  he  ?  .  .  Now  again 
What  silence ! 

ANOTHER. 

Break  it  not.     Let  man's  tears  fall. 
Reverently  let  them  fall,  never  in  shame. 
On  woman's  blood :  were  yon  feet  stiU  which  stamp. 
From  agony  of  grief  and  anger,  mine 
In  this  dread  pause  were  heard  to  splash  the  stones. 
Could  not,  O  Christ !  thy  saving  blood  save  hers  ? 

[Outcries  before  the  scaffold:  hell. 

Are  those  shrieks  hers? 
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AlfOTHEB  CmZEN. 

Which  shrieks^  among  ten  thousand! 
Fool !  when  all  daughters,  mothers,  fathers,  cry 
In  this  whole  piazza,  thinkest  thou  a  few 
Expiring  shrieks  and  sobs  can  come  distinct  ? 

AlfOTHER. 

Those  must  be  .  .  hers  must  those  be. 

▲KOTHEB. 

So  far  ofi^ 
She  could  not  make  us  hear. 

ANOTHER. 

Yet,  Heaven  is  farther, 
And  hears  her,  the  sweet  innocent !     Again  ! 
Oh  !  that  sound  must  have  been  the  scourge  that  smote  her 

ANOTHER  WOMAN. 

0  Christ !  O  crucified  Redeemer !  hear. 

Hear  that  long  cry  lessening  for  lack  of  breath  ! 

ANOTHER. 

The  very  priests,  the  very  cardinals. 
Are  hardly  mute. 

CITIZEN. 

They  curse  the  cruelty. 
Thro  fear,  not  thro  compunction.     O  that  each 
Partook  her  sufferings.     One  poor  girl  liath  borne 
More  than  enough  to  crack  the  joints  of  all. 
Cased  as  they  are  in  fatness.     But  their  day 
May  come,  even  upon  earth. 

ANOTHER  CITIZEN. 

One  day  will  come. 
Not  upon  earth  .  .  one  day  for  them  and  her ! 

WOMAN. 

Poor  soul !  her  prayers  will  save  them. 

ANOTHER  WOMAN. 

God  is  just : 
His  mercy  is  but  for  the  merciful. 
Hush  !  Holy  Virgin  I  the  poor  cliild  is  dead ! 

ANOTHER  WOMAN. 

Is  that  the  passing  bell  ? 
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ANOTHER  WOMAN. 

Down  on  your  knees 
All  of  you ! 

ANOTHER  WOMAN. 

What  a  silence  !  every  stroke 
Clear  as  within  the  belfry :  sighs  are  heard 
Half  a  street  oflF.     Now  there  is  voice  for  prayer ; 
^d  hundreds  pray  who  never  pra/d  before  .  . 

ANOTHER  WOMAN. 

For  they  have  children.     Shower,  ye  saints  above. 
Blessings  upon  her !     Comfort  her  among  you ! 

MANY  CRY. 

Blessings  upon  her! 

CITIZEN. 

Curses! 

ANOTHER. 

Upon  whom  ? 

CITIZEN. 

Him  who  condemnM  her. 

FOURTH  CITIZEN. 

'Twas  the  holy  father. 

THIRD  CITIZEN. 

Were  it  the  devil  I  would  curse  the  devil. 

FOURTH  CITIZEN. 

The  stroke  that  fell  on  her  may  fall  on  you. 

THIRD  CITIZEN. 

Speed  it !     I  should  be  saved  in  following  her; 
Even  I  might  kiss  those  beauteous  feet  and  weep  .  . 
Alas  !  .  .  on  that  rackt  corse,  in  Paradise. 

SBIRRO. 

Silence !  insensate !  reprobate  !     Come  out ; 
Thy  words,  thou  knowest,  violate  God's  image 
Here  upon  earth, 

THIRD  CITIZEN. 

My  words  ?     Your  deeds,  say  rather. 

Behold  it.  [The  corpse  it  carried  by. 

Best,  0  daughter !  rest  in  peace ! 
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AifOTHEB  crrizEir. 

Spake  she  no  words  at  all  ? 

ANOTHER. 

These  words  she  spake. 
Caught  by  the  nearest^  then  the  farthest  off. 
And  striking  every  breast  throughout  the  square, 
Bapid  as  ligntning,  withering  too  like  that. 

ANOTHEB. 

Well,  well  • .  the  words  ? 

REPLY. 

Hast  thou  alone  not  heard  P 
Hear  now  then.    No  confession ;  not  a  breath. 


Poor  sinful  soul ! 


OLD  WOMAN. 


CITIZEN. 

They  urged  :  she  only  said  .  . 
And  scarcely  one  or  two  could  hear  the  sound. 
It  was  so  feeble  .  .  for  her  heart  was  broken 
Worse  than  her  limbs . . 

FORMER  CITIZEN. 

What  said  she? 

LAST  CITIZEN. 

Wouldst  thou  tortoro 

Worse  than  yon  paid  ones  ? 

FORMER  CITIZEN. 

Hold  thy  peace  !     The  two 
Confessors  urged  her  on  each  side  to  speak 
While  time  was  left  her,  and  while  God  might  hear. 
And  leave  the  rest  to  them.     She  thus  replied  •  . 
'  My  father's  honor  will'd  my  father's  death : 
He  could  not  live ;  no,  nor  could  I.     Now  strike. 
Strike,  and  let  questioning's  worse  torture  cease.* 
The  vizor'd  struck  :  a  dull  sound  shook  the  block  : 
The  head  roU'd  from  it.     Mercy  on  her  soul  I 
Men  have  been  brave,  but  women  have  been  braver. 
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16«.  cloth.  ! 

MISCELLANIES    OF    LITERATURE.      In  one 

volume  Svo,  with  Vignette,  price  lis.  cloth. 

CONTENTS :  I 

1.  Literary  Miscellanies.— 2.  Quarrels  of  Authors.— 3.  Calamities  of 

Authors. — I.  The  Literary  Character.— 6.  Character  of  James  [ 

the  First.  i 
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LAMB'S  WORKS. 
XHE  ESSAYS   OF  ELIA.     In  one  volume  Bmall 

8vo,  price  6a.  cloth. 

ROSAMUND   GRAY.   ESSAYS    AND    POEMS. 

In  one  volume  small  Svo,  price  Cs.  cloth. 

THE   LETTERS  OF  CHARLES   LAMB,  with  a 

Sketch  of  his  Life.  By  Mr.  Justice  Talfourd.  In  one  volume 
small  Svo,  pri(»  6a.  cluth. 

FINAL   MEMORIALS   OF   CHARLES   LAMB; 

consisting  chiefly  of  his  Letters  not  rkpore  publish bd,  with 
Bketciirs  op  somk  of  his  Companions.  By  Mr.  Justice  TAurouaD. 
In  one  volume,  small  Svo,  price  6a.  cloth. 

THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES   LAMB.     In  four 

volumes,  small  Svo.,  price  24a.  cloth. 


HOOD'S   WORKS. 
JJOOD'S     POEMS.     Fourth    Edition.      In   one 

volume,  foolscap  Svo,  price  9a.  cloth. 

HOOD'S    POEMS    OF    WIT    AND    HUMOUR. 

Third  Edition.    Price  6«.  cloth. 

HOOD'S  OWN ;  OR  LAUGHTER  FROM  YEAR 

TO  YEAR.    A  New  Edition.    In  one  volume  Svo,  Olnstrated  by 
SBO  Woodcuts,  price  10a.  6d.  cloth. 
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SAMUEL  TAYLOR  COLERIDQES  WORKS. 
COLERIDGE'S   POETICAL  AND  DRAMATIC 

WORKS.    A  Nbw  EoiTioir.    In  two  Tolomes,  foolscap  Sro.    In 
the  Press. 

COLERIDGE'S    POEMS.     A  New  EDinoir.     Li 

one  volume,  foolicap  8to.    In  the  Press. 

COLERIDGE'S    AIDS    TO    REFLECTION,   in 

THE  FORMATION  OF  A  MANLY  CHARACTER,  ox  TBI 
SEVERAL  OBOimofl  OP  Prudbxce,  Morautt,  AITD  RXLIQlOir. 
Edited  by  IIkmby  Nblsom  Colbbidob.  Sixth  Eomov.  In  tiro 
volumes,  foolscap  8vo,  price  lis.  cloth. 

COLERIDGE'S  FRIEND.    A  Series  op  Essays, 

TO  AID  IX  THE  FORXATIUN  09  FiXBD  PRIsmPLRS  IK  POUnCS, 
MOBALS,  AND  ReLIOIOB,  WITU  LiTXBABT  AlfUSEMXMTfl  DrTBBSPBBSBU. 

Edited  hj  Uknbt  Nklson  Colbbidob.  Foubtu  Edition.  In  three 
volumes,  fooliicap  8vo,  price  lbs.  cloth. 

COLERIDGE'S  ESSAYS  ON  HIS  OWN  TIMES. 

Forminff  a  second  series  of  "  Thb  Fbibxd."  Edited  by  Mbb.  H.  N. 
Colbbidob.    In  three  volumes,  foolscap  8vo,  price  18*.  doth. 

COLERIDGE'S  CONSTITUTION  OP  CHURCH 

AND  STATE.  To  which  am  added  Two  Lat  Sbbmobs.  Edited 
by  Hknet  Nblbov  Colbbidob.  A  New  Editiox.  In  one  vohme, 
fS()olscap  Bvo.    In  the  Press. 

COLERIDGE'S    CONFESSIONS    OF    AN    IN- 

QUIRING  SPIRIT,    akd  some    MISCELLANEOUS    PIECES. 


AKD    SOME 

Edited  bv  Hexrt  Nblsox  Colbbidob. 
volume,  nolscap  8yo,  price  6«.  doth. 


SxooxD  Editiox.    In  one 


COLERIDGE'S    BIOGRAPHIA     LITERARIA; 

Ob,  Bioobaphical  Seetches  op  mt  Litebabt  Lite  axd  Opixioxs. 
Edited  bv  Mrs.  H.  N.  Colbbidob.  Sbcoxd  Eomox.  In  two 
volumes,  foolscap  8vo,  price  18«.  doth. 

COLERIDGE'S  NOTES  and  LECTURES  UPON 

SHAKSPEARE,  AND  SOME  OF  THE  OLD  POETS  AND 
DRAMATISTS ;  with  othbb  Litebabt  Rehaixs.  Edited  far  Mbi. 
H.  N.  Colbbidob.    In  two  volumes,  foolscap  Svo,  price  ISs.  cwUi. 
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HARTLEY   COLERIDGE'S   WORKS. 
COLERIDGE'S  POEMS.     With  a  Memoir,  by  his 

Brother.   Sbcovd  Editioh.   In  two  volames,  foolscap  Sro,  price  lis. 
cloth. 

COLERIDGE'S  ESSAYS  AND   MARGINALIA. 

In  two  volumes,  foolscap  8to,  price  I2s.  cloth. 

COLERIDGE'S     LIVES     OF     NORTHERN 

WORTHIES.    A  New  Edition.     In  three  volumes,  foolscap  8vo, 
price  16«.  cloth. 


WORDSWORTH'S    POEMS. 

\VORDSWORTH'S    POETICAL    WORKS.     In 

stx  pocket  volumes,  price  21«.  handsomely  bound  in  doth,  gilt  edges. 

WORDSWORTH'S    POETICAL    WORKS.      In 

one  volume  medium  8vo,  price  SO*,  doth,  or  S6«.  elegantly  bound  in 
morocco. 

WORDSWORTH'S  PRELUDE  ;    OR,  GROWTH 

OF  A  POET'S  MIND.    A.v  AuroBiooRAPaicxL  Pouc.    In  one 
volume  foolscap  8vo,  price  6«.  doth. 

WORDSWORTH'S  EXCURSION.    A  Poem.     In 

one  volume  foolscap  8vo,  price  6«.  doth. 

SELECT    PIECES    FROM    THE    POEMS    OF 

WILLIAM    WORDSWORTH.      In  one  volume,  illnstrated  by 
Woodcuts,  price  6».  6d.  doth,  gilt  edges. 


ROGERS'S  POEMS. 
J^OGERS'S  POEMS.      In  one  volume,  illustrated 

by  72  Vignettes,  from  designs  by  Turner  and  Stothard,  price  16«. 
cloth,  or  90«.  deganUy  bound  in  morocco. 

ROGERS'S    ITALY.      In  one  volume,  illustrated 

by  56  Vignettes,  from  designs  by  Turner  and  Stothard,  price  Itts. 
clotii,  or  808.  elegantly  bound  in  morocco. 

ROGERS'S    POEMS  ;     and    ITALY.      In    two 

volumes,  foolscap  8vo,  illustrated  by  numerous  Woodcuts,  price  10«. 
doth,  or  28*.  elegantly  bound  in  morocco. 
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CAMPBELL'S  POEMS. 

CAMPBELL'S    POETICAL    WORKS.     A  New 

Edition.    In  one  volume,  illustrated  by  20  Vignettes  finom  dedgnf 
by  Turner.    Price  16«.  doth,  or  dris,  clegmntly  bound  In  moroooo. 

CAMPBELL'S    POETICAL    WORKS.      In   one 

volume,  foolscap  8vo,  illustrated  by  numerous  Woodcuts,  price  9». 
cloth,  or  18*.  elegantly  bound  in  morocco. 


SHELLEY'S  WORKS. 

gHELLEY'S  POEMS,  ESSAYS,  and  LETTERS 

FROM    ABROAD.     Edited  by  Mas.  Shkllkt.     In  one  vobme 
medium  Svo,  with  Portrait  and  Vignette,  price  I5t.  doth. 

SHELLEY'S    POETICAL   WORKS.     Edited  bj 

Mas.  SiiBLLKY.    In  tliree  volumes  foolscap  Svo,  price  16«.  doth. 


KEATSS  POEMS. 
KEATS'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     In  one  volume 

crown  Svo,  with  40  Illustrations,  Original  and  from  the  Antique, 
drawn  on  wood  by  Geobob  Scuakf,  Jrx.    In  the  /Wm. 

KEATS^S  POETICAL  WORKS.      In  one  volume 

foolscap.  Hvo,  price  5s.  doth. 

KEATS'S  LIFE.  LETTERS.  AND  LITERARY 

REMAINS.     Edited  by  Ricuakd   Moxcktox   MiLsiKa.     In  two 
volumes,  foolscap  Svo,  price  10*.  doth. 


TENNYSON'S    POEMS. 

XENNYSON'S  POEMS.    Seventh  Edition.  Price 

9«.  doth,  or  18«.  elegantly  bound  in  morocco. 

TENNYSON'S  PRINCESS  :  A  Medley.     Fourth 

Edition.    Price  5t.  cloth,  or  lis.  elegantly  bound  in  moroeoo. 
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CHAUCER,  SPENSER,  AND  DRYDEN. 
CHAUCER'S    POETICAL   WORKS.     With   an 

Essay  on  his  Lasouage  axd  Versification,  and  an  Iktbodhctoby 
Discoukae;  to^jrcther  with  Notes  and  a  Glossary.  Bj  Thomas 
Tyrwhitt.  In  one  voliune  8vo,  with  Portrait  and  Vignette,  price 
168.  cloth. 

SPENSER'S     WORKS.       With    a    Selection    of 

Notes  from  various  Commentators;  and  a  Gix>ssarial  Index:  to 
whicli  is  prefixed  some  account  of  the  Life  of  Spenser.  By  the  Rer. 
Hkxby  John  Todd.  In  one  volume  Bvo,  with  Portrait  and  Vignette, 
price  16«.  cloth. 

DRYDEN'S    POETICAL    WORKS.      Containing 

Original  Poems,  Tales,  and  Tranilatlons ;  with  Motes  by  the 
Kev.  Joseph  Warton,  I).1>.  ;  the  Rev.  Joh.s  Wabtok,  M.A.;  and 
others.  In  one  volume  8vo,  with  Portrait  and  Vignette,  price 
14m.  cloth. 


DRAMATIC  LIBRARY. 

BEAUMONT  AND  FLETCHER.  With  an  In- 
troduction. By  Georoe  Darley.  In  two  volnxnes  Sro,  with 
Portraits  and  Vignettes,  price  32«.  cloth. 

SHAKSPEARE.     With  REMARKS  on  his  LIFE 

and  WRITINGS.  By  Thomas  Campbell.  In  one  volume  8vo, 
with  Portrait,  Vignette,  and  Index,  price  I6a.  cloth. 

BEN  JONSON.     With  a  MEMOIR.     By  William 

GiPFORD.  In  one  volume  Svo,  with  Portrait  and  Vignette,  price 
16«.  cloth. 

MASSINGER   AND    FORD.      With  an  INTRO- 

DUCTION.  By  Hartley  Coleridge.  In  one  volume  Svo,  with 
Portrait  and  Vignette,  price  18«.  cloth. 

WYCHERLEY,      CONGREVE,      VANBRUGH. 

AND  FARQUHAR.  With  BIOGRAPHICAL  and  CRITICAL 
NOTICES.  By  Leioh  Hunt.  In  one  volume  Svo,  with  Portrait 
and  Vignette,  price  16«.  cloth. 
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POETRY. 

MILNES'S  POEMS  OF  MANY  YEABS.    Price  5$.  oloth. 

MEMORIALS  OP  MANY  SCENES.    Price  6».  cloth. 

POEMS    LEGENDARY    AND   HISTORICAL.      Price 

68.  cloth. 

PALM  LEAVES.    Price  ft».  doth. 


BROWNING'S  SORDELLO.    Price  6«.  6d.  cloth. 
TAYLOR'S  EVE  OF  THE  CONQUEST.    Price  a».  6rf.  cloth. 
LANDOR'S  HELLENICS.    Prion  St.  cloth. 
IN  MEMORIAM.    FouBTn  Edition.    Price  &i.  cloth. 

Pocket  Editions, 
ROGERS'S  POETICAL  WORKS.    Price  2«.  &£.  sewed. 
CAMPBELL'S  POETICAL  WORKS.    Price  2».  6d.  Mwed. 
TALFOURD'S  (Mb.  Justice)  TRAGEDIES.    Price  S«.  6d.  sewed. 
TAYLOR'S  PHILIP  VAN  ARTEVELDE.    Price  S«.  6(f.  sewed. 

EDWIN  THE  FAIR,  &c    Price  2«.  *i.  sewed. 

LEIGH  HUNTS  POETICAL  WORKS.    Price  2«.  M.  sewed. 
KEATS'S  POETICAL  WORKS.    Price  2«.  6d.  sewed. 
SHELLEY'S  MINOR  POEMS.    Price  2».  ed.  sewed. 
PERCY'S  RELIQUE3.    3  volnmes.    Price  7«.  6<f.  sewed. 
LAMB'S  DRAMATIC  SPECIMENS.    2  Tolnmes.    Price  fit.  sewed. 
DODD'S  BEAUTIES  OF  SHAKSPEARE.    Price  2«.  6d.  sewed. 
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